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NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH. 


I. 

CLOUDS   AND   SUNSHINE. 


CHAPTER  I. 


It  is  the  London  season :  come  into  the  country  !  It 
is  hot,  and  dusty,  and  muddy  here ;  and  this  opening  of 
all  the  drains,  which  is  to  bridle  all  the  disorders  by  and 
by,  poisons  us  dead  meanwhile,  0  Board  of  Health  ! 
Come  into  the  country  ! 

In  Oxfordshire,  about  two  miles  from  the  Thames,  and 
on  the  skirts  of  the  beech  forest  that  lies  between  Wall- 
ingford  and  Henley,  stands  an  irregular  farmhouse :  it 
looks  like  two  houses  forced  to  pass  for  one  ;  for  one 
part  of  it  is  all  gables,  and  tile,  and  chimney  corners, 
and  antiquity;  the  other  is  square,  slated,  and  of  the 
newest  cut  outside  and  in.  The  whole  occupies  one 
entire  side  of  its  own  farmyard,  being  separated  from 
the  straw  only  by  a  small  rubicon  of  gravel  and  a  green 
railing  ;  though  at  its  back,  out  of  the  general  view,  is  a 
pretty  garden. 

In  this  farmhouse  and  its  neighborhood  the  events  of 
my  humble  story  passed  a  very  few  years  ago. 
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Mrs.  Mayfield,  proprietor  of  the  farm,  had  built  the 
new  part  of  the  house  for  herself,  though  she  did  little 
more  than  sleep  in  it.  In  the  antique  part  lived  her 
cousin,  old  farmer  Hathorn,  with  his  wife  and  his  son 
Robert.  Hathorn  was  himself  proprietor  of  a  little 
land  two  miles  off,  but  farmed  Mrs.  Mayfield's  acres 
upon  some  friendly  agreement,  which  they  contrived  to 
understand,  but  few  else  could,  least  of  all  a  shrewd 
lawyer. 

The  truth  is,  the  inmates,  like  the  house,  were  a  little 
behind  their  age :  they  had  no  relations  that  were  not 
contained  within  these  four  walls,  and  the  feeling  and 
tie  of  blood  was  very  strong  between  them  all. 

The  Hathorns  had  one  son,  Robert,  a  character ;  he 
was  silent,  and  passed  with  some  for  sulky ;  but  he  was 
not  sulky,  only  reserved  and  thoughtful ;  he  was,  per- 
haps, a  little  more  devoid  of  all  levity  than  becomes  a 
young  man.  He  had  great  force  and  weight  of  charac- 
ter ;  you  might  see  that  in  his  brow  and  his  steady 
manner  free  from  flourishes.  With  the  Hathorns  lived 
Mr.  Casenower,  a  retired  London  tradesman.  This  gen- 
tleman had  been  bought  out  of  a  London  firm  for  his 
scientific  way  of  viewing  things  :  they  had  lost  such  lots 
of  money  by  it. 

He  had  come  to  the  Hathorns  for  a  month,  and  had 
now  been  with  them  a  year,  with  no  intention  on  either 
side  of  parting  yet  awhile.  This  good  accord  did  not 
prevent  a  perpetual  strife  of  opinions  between  Casenower 
and  old  Hathorn.  Casenower,  the  science-bitten,  had 
read  all  the  books  chemists  wrote  on  agriculture,  and 
permitted  himself  to  believe  every  word.  Hathorn  read 
nothing  on  agriculture  but  the  sheep,  the  soil,  the  mar- 
kets, and  the  clouds,  etc.,  and  sometimes  read  them 
wrong,  but  not  so  very  often. 

Rose  Mayfield  was  a  young  widow,  fresh,  free,  high- 
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spirited,  and  jovial ;  she  was  fond  of  company,  and  its 
life  and  soul  wherever  she  was.  She  loved  flirtation,  and 
she  loved  work ;  and  when  she  could  not  combine  them 
she  would  take  them  by  turns  ;  she  would  leave  the 
farm  every  now  and  then,  go  to  a  friend  at  Oxford, 
Reading,  or  Abingdon,  and  flirt  like  wild-fire  for  a  fort- 
night ;  then  she  would  return  to  the  farm,  and  men,  boys, 
horses,  and  work  would  seem  to  go  more  lively  before 
she  had  been  back  an  hour. 

Mrs.  Mayfield  was  a  grazier.  Though  she  abandoned 
her  arable  land  to  her  cousin's  care,  she  divided  with 
him  her  grass  acres,  and  bred  cattle,  and  churned  butter, 
and  made  cheeses,  and  showed  a  working  arm  bare  till 
dinner-time  (one  o'clock)  six  days  in  the  week. 

This  little  farmhouse  then  held  a  healthy,  happy  party ; 
but  one  was  not  quite  content.  Parents  are  matri- 
monial schemers ;  they  cannot  help  it ;  it's  no  use  talk- 
ing. Old  Hathorn  wanted  Rose  Mayfield  to  marry  his 
son  Robert,  and  so  make  all  sure.  The  farmer  was  too 
wise  to  be  always  tormenting  the  pair  to  come  together, 
but  he  secretly  worked  towards  that  end  without  being 
seen  through  by  them. 

Their  ages  were  much  the  same  ;  and  finer  specimens 
of  rustic  stature  and  beauty  in  either  sex  were  not  to  be 
seen  for  miles.  But  their  dispositions  were  so  diiferent 
that  when  upon  a  kind  word  or  a  civility  passing  between 
them,  old  Hathorn  used  to  look  at  Mrs.  Hathorn,  Mrs. 
Hathorn  used  to  shake  her  head,  as  much  as  to  say, 
"  May  be,  but  I  doubt  it." 

One  thing  the  farmer  built  on  was  this :  that  though 
Mrs.  Mayfield  was  a  coquette,  none  of  her  beaux  followed 
her  to  the  farm.  "  She  won't  have  them  here,"  argued 
Hathorn,  "  and  that  shows  she  has  a  respect  for  Robert 
at  bottom." 

The  good  farmer's  security  was  shaken  by  a  little  cir- 
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ciimstance.  Bix  Farm,  that  lay  but  a  mile  from  our 
ground,  was  to  let,  and  in  course  of  time  was  taken  by 
a  stranger  from  Berkshire.  Coming  into  a  farm  is  a 
business  of  several  months ;  but  the  new  tenant,  a  gay, 
dashing  young  fellow,  came  one  day  to  look  over  his 
new  farm ;  and,  to  Hathorn's  surprise,  called  on  him, 
and  inquired  for  Mrs.  Mayfield.  At  sight  of  the  new- 
comer, that  lady  colored  up  to  the  eyes,  and  introduced 
him  to  her  cousin  as  Mr.  Hickman.  The  name,  coupled 
with  her  manner,  struck  Hathorn,  but  he  said  nothing 
to  Rose.  He  asked  his  wife  who  this  Hickman  was. 
"He  is  a  stranger  to  me,"  was  the  reply,  "ask  Eose;  I 
hear  he  was  her  beau  out  Abingdon  way." 

Here  was  a  new  feature.  The  good  farmer  became 
very  uneasy ;  but  country  folks  have  plenty  of  tact.  He 
said  little  —  he  only  warned  Robert,  who  did  not  seem 
dismayed  by  the  intelligence,  and  held  himself  on  his 
guard. 

That  same  evening  the  whole  family  party  were  seated 
together  towards  sundown,  in  Hathorn's  dining-room  — 
the  farmer  smoking  a  clay  pipe,  Mrs.  Hathorn  sewing, 
i\[rs.  Mayfield  going  in  and  out  making  business ;  but 
Robert  was  painfully  reading  some  old  deeds  he  had  got 
from  Mrs.  Mayfield  the  week  before.  This  had  been 
the  young  man's  occupation  for  several  evenings,  and 
Mrs.  Mayfield  had  shrugged  her  shoulders  at  him  and  his 
deeds  more  than  once. 

On  the  present  occasion,  finding  the  room  silent  and 
reposeful,  a  state  of  things  she  abhorred,  she  said  to 
Mrs.  Hathorn,  in  a  confidential  whisper,  so  bell-like  that 
they  all  heard  it,  as  she  meant  them,  "  Has  your  Robert 
any  thoughts  of  turning  lawyer  at  present  ?  " 

The  question  was  put  so  demurely  that  the  old  people 
smiled  and  did  not  answei',  but  looked  towards  RobcM-t  to 
;insw(^r.  The  said  Robert  smiled,  and  went  on  studying 
the  parchment. 
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"  He  doesn't  make  us  much  the  wiser,  though ;  does 
he  ?  "  continued  Mrs.  Maylield.  "  Silence  !  "  cried  the 
tormentor,  the  next  moment,  ''  he  is  going  to  say  some- 
thing.    He  is  only  waiting  till  the  sun  goes  down." 

"  He  is  only  waiting  till  he  has  got  something  to  say," 
replied  Robert,  in  his  quiet  way. 

"  Ah  !  "  was  the  reply  ;  ''  that  is  a  trick  you  have  got. 
I  say,  Jane,  if  I  was  to  wait  for  that,  what  would  become 
of  the  house  ?  " 

"  It  would  not  be  so  gay  as  it  is,  I  dare  say,  Rose." 

"And  that  would  be  a  pity,  you  know.  Well,  Bob, 
when  do  you  look  to  have  something  to  say  ?  to-morrow 
night  — if  the  weather  holds  ?  " 

"  I  think  I  shall  have  something  to  say  as  soon  as  I 
have  read  this  through."  He  examined  the  last  leaf  — 
then  laid  it  down.     "  I  have  something  to  say." 

Mrs.  Hathorn  laid  down  her  work. 

"  Cousin  Mayfield,"  said  Robert,  "  what  do  you  think 
of  Drayton  Farm  ?  " 

Cousin  jMaylield,  who  had  been  all  expectation,  burst 
into  a  fit  of  laughter  that  rang  through  the  room  like  a 
little  peal  of  bells.  Mrs.  Hathorn  looked  vexed,  and 
Robert  colored  for  a  moment ;  but  he  resumed  coolly : 
"  Why,  it  is  two  hundred  acres,  mostly  good  soil,  and  it 
marches  with  your  up-hill  land.  Squire  Phillips,  that 
has  just  got  it,  counts  it  the  cream  of  his  estate." 

"  And  what  have  I  to  do  with  Squire  Phillips  and 
Drayton  ?  " 

"  Why,  this,  Rose.     I  think  Drayton  belongs  to  you." 

"Nonsense  —  is  the  boy  mad  ?  Why,  Squire  Phillips 
got  it  along  with  Hurley,  and  Norton,  and  all  the 
Lydalls'  farms.  Of  course  they  are  all  mine  by  right 
of  blood,  if  every  one  had  their  own  ;  but  they  were  all 
willed  away  from  us  fifty  years  ago.  Who  doesn't  know 
that  ?  No ;  Squire  Phillips  is  rooted  there  too  fast  for 
us  to  take  him  up." 
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"  It  does  not  belong  to  Squire  Phillips,"  was  the  cool 
reply. 

"To  whom,  then?" 

"  To  you,  Rose  ;  or  if  not  to  you,  to  father  yonder  — 
but,  unless  I  am  much  mistaken,  it  belongs  to  you.  I 
am  no  great  discourser,"  continued  Robert ;  "  so  I  have 
written  it  down  to  the  best  of  my  ability  here.  I  wish 
you  would  look  at  this  paper,  and  you  might  read  it 
over  to  father  and  mother,  if  you  will  be  so  good :  I  am 
going  my  rounds  "  —  and  out  strolled  Mr.  Robert,  to  see 
that  every  cow  was  foddered,  and  every  pig  had  his 
share  of  the  trough. 

Mrs.  Mayfield  took  Robert's  paper,  and  read  what  he 
had  written  —  some  score  of  little  dry  sentences,  each 
of  them  a  link  in  a  chain  of  fact  —  and  this  was  the  gen- 
eral result.  Fifty  years  ago  Mrs.  Mayfield's  father's 
father  had  broken  off  all  connection  with  his  son,  and 
driven  him  out  of  his  house  and  disinlierited  him,  and 
adopted  in  his  stead  the  father  of  Squire  Phillips.  The 
disinherited,  being  supplied  with  money  by  his  mother, 
had  got  on  in  the  world,  and  consoled  himself  for  the 
loss  of  his  father's  farms  by  buying  one  or  two  of  his 
own.  He  died  before  his  father,  and  bequeathed  all  he 
possessed  to  his  daughter  Rose.  At  last  the  old  fellow 
died  at  an  immense  age,  and  under  his  will  Squire 
Phillips  took  all  his  little  estates  :  but  here  came  in 
Robert's  discovery.  Of  those  four  little  estates,  one 
had  come  into  the  old  fellow's  hands  from  his  wife's 
father,  and  through  his  wife,  and  a  strict  settlement, 
drawn  so  long  ago  that  all  except  tlie  old  fellow  wlio 
meant  to  cheat  it,  had  forgotten  it,  secured  the  Drayton 
estate,  after  his  parents'  death,  to  Rose  Mayfield's 
father,  who  by  his  will  had  unconsciously  transferred  it 
to  Rose. 

Tills,   which  looks    clear,   liad   been  patiently   disen- 
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tangled  from  a  mass  of  idle  words  by  Eobert  Hathorn, 
and  the  family  began  to  fall  gradually  into  his  opinion. 
The  result  was,  Mrs.  Mayfield  went  to  law  with  Squire 
Phillips,  and  the  old  farmer's  hopes  revived ;  for  he 
thought,  and  with  reason,  that  all  this  must  be  another 
link  between  Eobert  and  Rose  —  and  so  the  months 
glided  on.  The  fate  of  Drayton  was  soon  to  be  tried  at 
the  assizes.  Mr.  Hickman  came  over  now  and  then, 
preparatory  to  settling  on  Bix.  Mrs.  Mayfield  made  no 
secret  that  she  found  him  "  very  good  company  "  —  that 
washer  phrase  —  and  he  courted  her  openly.  Another 
month  brought  the  great  event  of  the  agricultural  year, 
"the  harvest."  This  part  of  Oxfordshire  can  seldom 
get  in  its  harvest  without  the  assistance  of  some  strange 
hands,  and  Robert  agreed  with  three  Irishmen  and  two 
Hampshire  lads  the  afternoon  before  the  wheat  harvest. 
"With  these  and  our  own  people  we  shall  do  well 
enough,  father,"  said  he. 

Just  before  the  sun  set,  Mrs.  Hathorn  was  seated  out- 
side her  own  door  with  her  work,  when  two  people  came 
through  the  farmyard  to  speak  to  her  :  a  young  woman 
and  a  very  old  man.  The  former  stood  a  little  in  the 
rear;  and  the  old  man  came  up  to  Mrs.  Hathorn,  and, 
taking  off  liis  hat,  begged  for  employment  in  the  fields. 

"  Our  number  is  made  up,  old  man,"  was  the  answer. 

The  old  man's  head  drooped  ;  but  he  found  courage  to 
say,  "  One  more  or  less  won't  matter  much  to  you,  and  it 
is  the  bread  of  life  to  us." 

"  Poor  old  man,"  said  Mrs.  Hathorn,  "  you  are  too  old 
for  harvest  work,  I  doubt." 

"  No  such  thing,  dame,"  said  the  old  man,  testily. 

"  What  is  it,  mother  ?  "  cried  Robert  from  the  barn. 

"An  old  man  and  his  daughter  come  for  harvest 
work.     They  beg  hard  for  it,  Robert." 

"  Give  them  their  supper,  motlier,  and  let  them  go." 
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"I  will,  Robert ;  no  doubt  the  poor  things  are  hungry 
and  weary  and  all ;  "  and  she  put  down  her  work  to  go 
to  the  kitchen,  but  the  old  man  stopped  her. 

"  We  are  here  for  work,  not  for  charity,"  said  he ; 
"and  won't  take  anything  we  don't  earn." 

Mrs.  Hathorn  looked  surprised,  and  a  little  affronted. 
The  girl  stepped  nearer. 

"No  need  to  speak  so  sharp,  grandfather,"  said  she, 
in  a  clear,  cold,  but  winning  voice  ;  "  charity  is  not  so 
common.  We  thank  you,  dame.  He  is  an  old  soldier, 
and  prouder  than  becomes  the  like  of  us.  Good-even, 
and  good  luck  to  your  harvest !  " 

They  turned  to  go. 

"Stop,  girl!"  said  Mrs.  Hathorn.  "Robert,"  cried 
she,  "  I  wish  you  would  come  here." 

Robert  put  on  his  coat  and  came  up. 

"It  is  an  old  soldier,  Robert;  and  they  seem  decent 
folk,  the  pair  of  them." 

"  An  old  soldier  ? "  said  Robert,  looking  with  some 
interest  at  the  old  man,  who,  though  stiff  in  the  joints, 
was  very  erect. 

"  Ay,  young  man,"  said  the  other  boldly,  "  when  I  was 
your  age  1  fought  for  the  land ;  and  now,  you  see,  I 
must  not  work  upon  it ! " 

Robert  looked  at  his  mother. 

"  Come,  Robert,"  said  she,  "  we  may  all  live  to  be  old, 
if  it  pleases  God." 

"  Well,"  said  Robert,  "  it  seems  hard  to  refuse  an  old 
soldier ;  but  he  is  very  old,  and  the  young  woman  looks 
delicate;  T  am  sure  I  don't  know  how  to  bargain  with 
them." 

"  Count  our  two  sickles  as  one,  sir,"  said  the  girl 
calmly. 

"  So  b(!  it,"  said  Robert ;  "  anyway,  we  will  give  you 
a  trial :  "  and  he  returned  to  his  work.     And  Corporal 
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Patrick,  for  tliat  was  the  old  soldier's  name,  no  Jonger 
refused  the  homely  supper  that  was  offered  him,  since 
he  could  work  it  out  in  the  morning. 

The  next  morning  at  six  o'clock  the  men  and  women 
were  all  in  the  wheat :  Robert  Hathorn  at  the  head  of 
them,  for  Robert  was  one  of  the  best  reapers  in  the 
country-side. 

Many  a  sly  jest  passed  at  the  expense  of  Patrick 
and  his  granddaughter  Rachael.  The  old  man  often 
answered,  but  Rachael  hardly  ever.  At  the  close  of  the 
day  they  drew  apart  from  all  the  rest,  and  seemed 
content  when  they  were  alone  together. 

In  the  course  of  a  day  or  two  the  reapers  began  to 
observe  that  Rachael  was  very  handsome;  and  then  she 
became  the  object  of  much  coarse  admiration.  Rachael 
was  as  little  affected  by  this  as  by  their  satire.  She 
evaded  it  with  a  cold  contempt  which  left  little  more  to 
be  said ;  and  then  her  rustic  admirers  took  part  with  the 
women  against  her. 

Rachael  was  pale,  and  perhaps  this  was  one  reason 
why  her  beauty  did  not  strike  the  eye  all  at  once ;  but 
when  you  came  to  know  her  face,  she  was  beautiful. 
Her  long  eyelashes  were  heavenly ;  her  eye  was  full  of 
soul ;  her  features  were  refined,  and  her  skin  was  white 
and  transparent,  and  a  slight  blush  came  readily  to  it,  at 
which  moment  she  was  lovely.  It  must  be  owned  she 
did  not  appear  to  advantage  in  the  field  among  the 
reapers ;  for  there  she  seemed  to  feel  at  war ;  and  her 
natural  dignity  degenerated  into  a  certain  doggedness. 
After  awhile  Mrs.  Hathorn  took  a  fancy  to  her ;  and 
when  she  was  beside  this  good,  motherly  creature,  her 
asperity  seemed  to  soften  down,  and  her  coldness  turned 
to  a  not  unamiable  pensiveness. 

Mrs.  Hathorn  said  one  evening  to  Robert,  "  Robert, 
look  at  that  girl.     Do  try  and  find  out  what  is  the  mat- 
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ter  with  her.  She  is  a  good  girl  as  ever  broke  bread; 
but  she  breaks  my  heart  to  look  at  her,  she  is  like  a 
marble  statue.  It  is  not  natural  at  her  years  to  be  so 
reserved." 

"  Oh,"  answered  Robert,  "  let  her  alone,  there  are 
talkers  enough  in  the  world.  She  is  a  modest  girl  — 
the  only  one  in  the  field,  I  should  say,  and  that  is  a 
great  ornament  to  all  women,  if  they  would  but  see  it." 

"  Well,  Robert,  at  all  events,  have  your  eye  on  them  ; 
they  are  strangers,  and  the  people  about  here  are  vulgar 
behaved  to  strangers,  you  know." 

"I'll  take  care;  and  as  for  Rachael,  she  knows  how 
to  answer  the  fools  —  I  noticed  that  the  first  day." 

Sunday  evening  came ;  the  villagers  formed  in  groups 
about  the  ale-house,  the  stocks,  and  the  other  points  of 
resort,  and  their  occasional  laughter  fell  discordantly 
upon  the  ear,  so  holy  and  tranquil  seemed  the  air  and 
the  sky.  Robert  Hathorn  strolled  out  at  the  back  of 
the  house  to  drink  the  sabbath  sunset  after  a  week  of 
toil :  at  the  back  of  the  largest  barn  was  a  shed,  and 
from  this  shed  as  he  drew  near  to  it  there  issued  sounds 
that  seemed  to  him  as  sweetly  in  unison  with  that  holy 
sunset  as  the  villagers'  rude  mirth  was  out  of  tune. 
He  came  to  the  back  of  the  shed,  aiid  it  was  Rachael 
reading  the  Bible  aloud  to  her  grandfather.  The  words 
were  golden,  and  fell  like  dew  upon  all  the  spirits  within 
their  reach  —  upon  Robert,  who  listened  to  them  unseen  ; 
upon  Patrick,  whose  testy  nature  was  calmed  and  soothed, 
and  upon  Rachael  herself,  who  seemed  at  this  moment 
more  hoi)eful,  and  less  determined  to  slirink  within  her- 
self. Her  voice,  always  sweet  and  winning,  became 
richer  and  mellower  as  she  read  ;  and  when  she  closed 
tlie  book,  she  said  with  a  modest  fervor  o!ie  would  hardly 
have  suspected  her  of,  "  Blessed  be  God  for  this  book, 
grandfather!     T  do  think  it  is  the  best  thing  of  all  the 
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good  things  He  has  given  the  world,  and  it  is  very- 
encouraging  to  people  of  low  condition  like  us." 

"Ay,"  said  the  old  man,  "those  were  bold  words  you 
read  just  now,  '  Blessed  are  the  poor.' " 

"  Let  us  take  them  to  heart,  old  man,  since,  strange  as 
they  sound,  they  must  be  true." 

Corporal  Patrick  pondered  awhile  in  silence,  then  said 
he  was  weary :  "  Let  us  bless  the  good  people,  whose 
bread  we  have  eaten  this  while,  and  I  will  go  to  sleep. 
Rachael,  my  child,  if  it  was  not  for  you,  I  could  wish  not 
to  wake  again." 

Poor  old  man,  he  was  a-weary ;  he  had  seen  better 
days,  and  fourscore  years  is  a  great  age,  and  he  had  been 
a  soldier,  and  fought  in  great  battles  head  erect,  and 
now,  in  his  feeble  days,  it  was  hard  to  have  to  bow  the 
back  and  bend  over  the  sickle  among  boys  and  girls 
who  jeered  him,  and  whose  peaceful  grandsires  he  had 
defended  against  England's  enemies. 

Corporal  Patrick  and  his  granddaughter  went  into 
the  barn  to  sleep,  as  heretofore,  on  the  straw.  Robert 
Hathorn  paced  thoughtfully  home,  and  about  half  an 
hour  after  this  a  cowboy  came  into  the  barn  to  tell 
Corporal  Patrick  there  were  two  truckle-beds  at  his 
service  in  a  certain  loft,  which  he  undertook  to  show 
him.  So  the  old  soldier  and  Rachael  bivouacked  no 
longer  in  the  barn. 

"  Who  sent  you  ?  "  said  Rachael  to  the  boy. 

"  Mistress," 

After  this  Robert  Hathorn  paid  considerable  attention 
both  to  Patrick  and  Rachael,  and  she  showed  by  degrees 
that  she  was  not  quite  ice  to  a  man  that  could  respect 
her;  not  that  her  manner  was  inviting  even  to  him,  but 
at  least  it  was  courteous,  and  once  or  twice  she  even 
smiled  on  him,  and  a  beautiful  smile  it  was  when  it  did 
come ;  and  whether  from  its  beauty  or  its  rarity  made  a 
great  impression  on  all  who  saw  it. 
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It  was  a  fine  harvest  time  upon  the  whole,  and  with 
some  interruptions  the  work  went  merrily  on ;  the  two 
strangei'S,  in  spite  of  hard  labor,  improved  in  appearance. 
Mrs.  Hathorn  set  this  down  to  the  plentiful  and  nourish- 
ing meals  which  issued  twice  a  day  from  her  kitchen, 
and  as  they  had  always  been  her  favorites,  she  drew 
Robert's  attention  to  the  bloom  that  began  to  spread 
over  Rachael's  cheek,  and  the  old  soldier's  brightening 
eye,  as  her  work  in  a  great  measure. 

Mrs.  Mayfield  was  away,  and  during  her  absence  Hick- 
man had  not  come  once  to  visit  his  farm  or  Hathorn's. 
This  looked  ugly. 

"  Wife,"  said  the  farmer  one  day,  "  what  makes  our 
Eobert  so  moody  of  late  ?  " 

"  Oh,  you  have  noticed  it,  have  you  ?  Then  I  am 
right;  the  boy  has  something  on  his  mind." 

"  That  is  easy  to  be  seen,  and  1  think  1  know  what  it 
is." 

"  Do  you,  John  ?  what  ?  " 

"  Why,  he  sees  this  Hickman  is  in  a  fair  way  to  carry 
off  Rose  Mayfield." 

"It  is  not  that." 

"  Why,  what  else  can  it  be  ?  " 

"It  is  a  wonder  to  me,"  said  Mrs.  Hathorn,  "that  a 
man  shouldn't  know  his  own  son  better  than  you  seem 
to  know  Robert.  They  are  very  good  friends ;  but  what 
makes  you  think  Robert  would  marry  her  ?  have  you 
forgotten  how  strict  he  is  about  women  ?  Why  did  he 
part  witli  Lucy  Bkickwood,  the  only  sweetheart  he  ever 
had  ?  " 

"  Hanged  if  I  remember ! " 

"Because  she  got  herself  spoken  of,  flirting  at  Oxford 
races  once  in  a  way  ;  and  Rose  does  inostly  notliing 
else.  And  they  do  say,  that  once  or  twice  since  her 
husband  died,  ahem  !  "  — 
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"  She  has  kicked  over  the  traces  altogether  ?  Fiddle- 
stick ! " 

*'  Fiddlestick  be  it !  She  is  a  fine,  spirity  woman,  and 
such  are  apt  to  set  folks  talking  more  than  they  can 
prove.  Well,  Eobert  wouldn't  marry  a  woman  that 
made  folk  talk  about  her." 

"Oh,  he  is  not  such  a  fool  as  to  fling  the  farm  to  a 
stranger.     When  does  Eose  come  home  ?  " 

"Next  week,  as  soon  as  the  assizes  are  over,  and  the 
Drayton  cause  settled  one  way  or  other." 

"Well,  when  she  comes  back  you  will  see  him  clear 
up  directly,  and  then  I  shall  know  what  to  do.  They 
must  come  together,  and  they  shall  come  together ;  and 
if  there  is  no  other  way,  I  know  one  that  will  bring  them 
together,  and  I'll  work  that  way  if  I'm  hanged  for  it." 

"With  all  my  heart!"  said  Mrs.  Hathorn  calmly: 
"  you  can  but  try." 

"  I  will  try  all  I  know." 

Will  it  be  believed,  that  while  he  was  in  this  state  of 
uneasiness  about  his  favorite  project,  Mr.  Casenower 
came  and  invited  him  to  a  friendly  conference,  an- 
nounced to  him  that  he  admired  Mrs.  Mayfield  beyond 
measure  and  had  some  reason  to  think  she  was  not 
averse  to  him,  and  requested  the  farmer's  co-opera- 
tion ? 

"  Confound  the  jade ! "  thought  Hathorn,  "  she  has  been 
spreading  the  net  for  this  one  too  then  :  she  will  break 
my  heart  before  I  have  done  with  her." 

He  answered  demurely,  "  that  he  did  not  understand 
women ;  that  his  mind  Avas  just  now  in  the  harvest;  and 
he  hoped  Mr.  C.  would  excuse  him,  and  try  his  luck 
himself  —  along  with  the  rest,"  said  the  old  boy  rather 
bitterly. 

The  harvest  drew  toward  its  close ;  the  barns  began 
to  burst  with  the  golden  crops,  and  one  fair  rick  after 
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another  rose  behind  them  like  a  rear-guard,  until  one 
fine  burning-hot  day  in  September  there  remained  noth- 
ing but  a  small  barley-field  to  carry. 

In. the  house  Mrs.  Hathorn  and  the  servants  were 
busy  preparing  the  harvest-home  dinner ;  in  the  farm- 
yard Casenower  and  old  Hathorn  were  arguing  a  point 
of  husbandry ;  the  warm  haze  of  a  September  day  was 
over  the  fields ;  the  little  pigs  toddled  about  contentedly 
in  the  straw  of  the  farmyard,  rooting  here  and  grunting 
there ;  the  pigeons  sat  upon  the  barn  tiles  in  flocks,  and 
every  now  and  then  one  would  come  shooting  down,  and 
settle  with  flapping  wings  upon  a  bit  of  straw  six  inches 
higher  than  the  level;  and  ever  and  anon  was  heard 
the  thunder  of  the  horses'  feet  as  they  came  over  the 
oak  floor  of  a  barn,  drawing  a  loaded  wagon  into  it. 

Suddenly  a  halloo  was  heard  down  the  road ;  Mr. 
Casenower  and  Hathorn  looked  over  the  wall,  and  it  was 
Mrs.  Mayfield's  boy  Tom,  riding  home  full  pelt  and 
hurrahing  as  he  came  along. 

"  We  have  won  the  day,  farmer,"  shouted  he ;  "  you 
may  dine  at  Drayton  if  you  wool.  La  bless  you  !  tlie 
judge  wouldn't  liear  a  word  again  us.  Hurrah  !  here 
comes  the  mistress;  hurrah!"  And  sure  enough  Mrs. 
Mayfield  was  seen  in  lier  hat  and  habit,  riding  her  bay 
mare  up  at  a  hand  gallop  on  the  grass  by  the  roadside. 
Up  she  came ;  the  two  men  waved  their  hats  to  her, 
which  salute  she  returned  on  the  spot,  in  the  middle  of 
a  great  shy  Avliich  her  mare  made  as  a  matter  of  course  ; 
but  Ix'fore  they  could  speak  she  stopped  their  mouths. 
"  Wliere  is  Robert  ?  not  a  word  till  he  is  by.  I  have 
not  forgot  to  whom  I  owe  it."  She  sprang  from  the 
saddle,  and  gave  a  hand  to  each  of  the  men;  but  before 
they  could  welcome  h(;r,  or  congratulate  her,  she  had  the 
word  again.  '^  Why,  of  course  you  are  ;  you  are  going 
to  tell  me  you  have  been  as  dull  as  ditch-water  since  I 


NEVER   DID    RUN    SMOOTH.  19 

went,  as  if  I  didn't  know  that ;  and  as  for  Drayton,  we  will 
all  go  there  together  in  the  afternoon,  and  I'll  kiss  your 
Kobert  then  and  there ;  and  then  he  will  faint  away,  and 
we'll  come  home  in  the  cool  of  the  evening.  Is  barley 
cart  done  yet?" 

"No,  you  are  just  in  time ;  they  are  in  the  last  field. 

"  Well,  I  must  run  in  and  cuddle  Jane,  and  help  them 
on  with  dinner  a  bit." 

"  Ay,  do,  Eose ;  put  a  little  life  into  them." 

In  about  ten  minutes  Mrs.  Mayfield  joined  them 
again  ;  and  old  Hathorn,  who  had  spent  that  period  in  a 
brown  study,  began  operations  upon  her  like  a  cautious 
general  as  he  was. 

His  first  step  might  be  compared  to  reconnoitring  the 
ground;  and  here,  if  any  reader  of  mine  imagines  that 
country  people  are  simple  and  devoid  of  art,  for 
Heaven's  sake  resign  that  notion,  which  is  entirely 
founded  on  pastorals  written  in  metropolitan  garrets. 

Country  people  look  simple ;  but  that  is  a  part  of 
their  profound  art.  They  are  the  square-nosed  sharks 
of  terra  firma.  Their  craft  is  smooth,  plausible,  and 
unfathomable.  You  don't  believe  me,  perhaps.  Well, 
then,  my  sharp  cockney,  go  live  and  do  business  in  the 
country,  and  tell  me  at  the  year's  end  whether  you  have 
not  found  humble  unknown  practitioners  of  Humbug, 
Flattery,  Over-reaching,  and  Manoeuvre,  to  whom 
Thieves'  Inn  London  might  go  to  school. 

We  hear  much  from  such  as  write  with  the  but-end 
of  their  grandfather's  flageolet,  about  simple  swains  and 
downy  meads :  but  when  you  get  there  the  natives  are 
at  least  as  downy  as  any  part  of  the  concern. 

"  I  thought  you  would  be  home  to-day,  Eose." 

"  Did  you  ?     Why  ?  " 

"  Because  Eichard  Hiekman  has  been  here  twice  thia 
morning." 
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"  Richard  Hickman  ?  what  was  his  business  here  ?  " 

"  Well,  they  do  say  you  and  he  are  to  go  to  church 
together  one  of  these  days  —  the  pair  of  you." 

"  Well,  if  the  pair  of  us  go  to  church  there  will  be  a 
pair  of  weddings  that  day." 

"  How  smooth  a  lie  do  come  off  a  woman's  tongue,  to 
be  sure  !  "  thought  Mr.  Hathorn. 

Mr.  Casenower  put  in  his  word.  "  I  trust  I  shall  not 
offend  you  by  my  zeal,  madam,  but  I  hope  to  see  you 
married  to  a  better  man  than  Hickman." 

"  With  all  my  heart,  i\[r.  Cas —  hem  !  You  find  me  a 
better  man,  and  1  won't  make  two  bites  at  him  —  ha  ! 
ha!  ha!" 

"  He  bears  an  indifferent  character  —  ask  the  farmer 
here." 

"  Oh,"  said  the  farmer,  with  an  ostentation  of  candor, 
"  I  don't  believe  all  I  hear." 

"  I  don't  believe  half,  nor  a  quarter,"  said  Mrs.  M. ; 
"  but,  for  Heaven's  sake,  don't  fancy  I  am  wrapped  up 
in  Richard  Hickman,  or  in  any  other  man  :  but  he  is 
as  good  company  as  here  and  there  one,  and  he  has  a 
tidy  farm  nigh  hand,  and  good  land  of  his  own  out 
Newbury  way,  by  all  accounts." 

"  Good  land !  "  shouted  the  farmer:  ''  did  you  ever  see 
it?" 

"  Not  I." 

''Rose,"  said  Hathorn  solemnly  (he  had  never  seen  it 
either),  "  it  is  as  poor  as  death!  covered  with  those  long 
docks,  I  hear,  and  that  is  a  sure  sign  of  land  with  no 
heart  in  it,  just  as  a  thistle  is  a  good  sign.  Do  your 
books  tell  you  that  ? "  said  he,  suddenly  turning  to 
Casenower. 

"  No,"  said  that  gentleman  with  incredulous  contempt. 

"  And  it  is  badly  farmed ;  no  wonder,  when  the 
farmer  never  goes  nigh  it  himself,  trusts  all  to  a  sort  of 
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bailiff.  Mind  your  eye,  Rose.  Why  does  be  never  go 
there  ?  tell  me  that." 

"  Well,  you  know,  of  course  he  tells  me  he  left  it  out 
of  regard  for  me." 

"  Haw,  haw,  haw  !  why,  he  has  known  you  but  six 
months,  and  he  has  not  lived  at  home  this  five  years. 
What  do  you  think  of  it,  Mr.  Casenower  ?  Mind  your 
eye.  Rose." 

"  I  mean  to,"  said  Rose  ;  and  if  you  had  seen  the 
world  of  suppressed  fun  and  peeping  observation  in 
the  said  eye,  you  would  have  felt  how  capable  it  was  of 
minding  itself,  and  of  piercing  like  a  gimlet  even  through 
a  rustic  Machiavel. 

Mr.  Casenower  whispered  to  Hathorn,  "  Put  in  a  word 
for  me."  He  then  marched  up  to  Rose,  and  taking  her 
hand,  said  with  a  sepulchral  tenderness,  at  which  Rose's 
eyes  literally  danced  in  her  head,  "Know  your  own 
value,  dear  Mrs.  May  field,  and  do  not  throw  yourself 
away  on  an  unworthy  object."  He  then  gave  Hathorn 
a  slight  wink  and  disappeared,  leaving  his  cause  in  that 
simple  rustic's  hands. 

"It  is  all  very  fine,  but  if  I  am  to  wait  for  a  man 
without  a  fault,  I  shall  die  an  old  —  fool." 

"That  is  not  to  be  thought  of,"  said  Hathorn  smoothly ; 
"but  what  you  want  is  a  fine  steady  young  man  —  like 
my  Robert,  now." 

"  So  you  have  told  me  once  or  twice  of  late,"  said  the 
lady  archly,  "  Robert  is  a  good  lad,  and  pleases  my  eye 
■well  enough  for  that  matter;  but  he  has  a  fault  that 
wouldn't  suit  me,  nor  any  woman,  1  should  think,  without 
she  was  a  fool." 

"  Why,  what  is  wrong  about  the  boy  ?  " 

"The  boy  looks  sharper  after  women  than  women 
will  bear.  He  reads  everything  we  do  with  magnifying- 
glasses:  and  1  like  fun,  always  did,  and  always  shall; 
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and  then  be  would  be  jealous  —  and  then  I  should  leave 
him  the  house  to  biniseli',  that  is  all." 

*'  No,  no  !  you  would  break  him  in  to  common-sense." 

"  More  likely  he  would  make  a  slave  of  me ;  and,  if  I 
am  to  be  one,  let  me  gild  the  chain  a  bit,  as  the  saying 
is." 

"  Now,  Rose,"  said  the  tactician,  "  you  know  very  well 
a  woman  can  turn  a  man  round  her  finger  if  he  loves 
her." 

"  Of  course  I  know  that ;  but  Robert  does  not  happen 
to  love  me." 

*'  Doesn't  love  you !     Ay,  but  he  does  !  " 

"  What  makes  you  think  that  ?  " 

"  Oh,  if  you  are  blind,  I  am  not.  He  tries  to  hide  it, 
because  you  are  rich,  and  he  is  poor  and  proud." 

"  Oh,  fie  !  don't  talk  nonsense.  What  signifies  who 
has  the  money  ?  " 

"  The  way  I  first  found  it  out,  is,  when  they  speak  of 
you  marrying  that  Hickman,  he  trimbles  all  over  like. 
Here  comes  his  mother ;  you  ask  her,"  added  the  auda- 
cious schemer. 

"  No,  no  ! "  cried  Mrs.  Mayfield ;  "  none  of  your  non- 
sense before  her,  if  you  please ; "  and  she  ran  off  with  a 
heightened  color. 

"  I  shall  win  the  day,"  cried  Hathorn  to  his  wife.  "  I 
have  made  her  believe  Robert  loves  her,  and  now  I'll 
tell  him  she  dotes  on  him.  Why,  what  is  the  matter 
with  you  ?     You  seem  put  out.     What  ails  you  ?  " 

"I  have  just  seen  Robert,  and  I  don't  like  his  looks. 
He  is  like  a  man  in  a  dream  this  morning —  worse  than 
ever." 

"Why,  what  can  be  the  matter  with  him  ?  " 

"  If  I  was  to  tell  you  my  thought  it  wouldn't  please 
you  —  and,  after  all,  I  may  be  wrong.  I  lush!  here  ho 
is.     Take  no  notice,  for  Heaven's  sake." 
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At  this  moment  the  object  of  his  feather's  schemes  and 
his  mother's  anxiety  sauntered  up  to  them,  with  his  coat 
tied  round  his  neck  by  the  arms,  and  a  pitchfork  over 
his  shoulder,  "Father,"  said  he,  "you  may  tap  the 
barrel ;  the  last  wagon  is  coming  up  the  lane." 

"  Ay,"  was  the  answer ;  "  and  you  go  and  offer  your 
arm  to  Eose  —  she  is  come  home  —  and  ask  her  to  dance 
with  you." 

"  I  am  not  in  the  humor  to  gallivant,"  was  the  languid 
answer,     "  I  leave  that  to  you,  father." 

"  To  me  —  at  my  time  of  life !  Is  that  the  way  to 
talk  at  eight-and-twenty  ?  And  Rose  May  field  —  the 
rose-tree  in  full  blossom  ! " 

"  Yes ;  but  too  many  have  been  smelling  at  the  blos- 
som for  me  ever  to  plant  the  tree  in  my  garden." 

"  What  does  the  boy  mean  ?  " 

"  To  save  time  and  words,  father ;  because  you  have 
been  at  me  about  her  once  or  twice  of  late." 

"  What !  is  it  because  she  likes  dancing  and  diversion 
at  odd  times  ?     Is  that  got  to  be  a  crime.  Parson  Bob  ?  " 

"  No  !  but  I  won't  have  a  wife  I  couldn't  trust  at  those 
pastimes,"  was  the  resolute  answer. 

"  Oh,  if  you  are  one  of  the  jealous-minded  ones,  don't 
you  marry  any  one,  my  poor  chap  !  " 

"  Father,  there  are  the  strange  reapers  to  pay.  Shall 
I  settle  with  them  for  you  ?  "  said  Robert,  quietly. 

"  No  !  Let  them  come  here ;  I'll  pay  them,"  answered 
Hathorn  senior,  rather  sullenly. 

If  you  want  to  be  crossed  and  thwarted  and  vexed, 
set  your  heart  not  on  a  thing  you  can  do  yourself,  but 
on  something  somebody  else  is  to  do :  if  you  want  to  be 
tormented  to  death,  let  the  wish  of  your  heart  depend 
upon  two  people,  a  man  and  a  woman,  neither  of  them 
yourself.  Now  do  try  this  recipe ;  you  will  find  it  an 
excellent  one. 
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Old  Hathorn,  seated  outside  his  own  door,  Avith  a 
table  and  money-bags  before  him,  paid  the  Irishmen 
and  the  Hampshire  lads,  and  invited  each  man  to  the 
harvest-home  dinner.  He  was  about  to  rise  and  put  up 
his  money-bags,  when  Mrs.  Hathorn  cried  to  him  from 
the  house,  "Here  are  two  more  that  have  not  been 
paid ;  "  and  the  next  minute  old  Patrick  and  Eachael 
issued  from  the  house,  and  came  in  front  of  the  table. 
Robert,  who  was  going  in  to  dress,  turned  round  and 
leaned  against  the  corner  of  the  house,  with  his  eyes 
upon  the  ground.  "Let  me  see,"  said  Hathorn,  "what 
are  you  to  have  ?  " 

"  Count  yourself,"  replied  Patrick ;  "  you  know  what 
you  give  the  others." 

"  What  I  give  the  others !  but  you  can't  have  done 
the  work  "  — 

"  Not  of  two  ;  no,  we  don't  ask  the  wages  of  two." 

"  Of  course  you  don't." 

A  spasm  of  pain  crossed  Robert's  face  at  this  discus- 
sion, but  he  remained  with  his  eyes  upon  the  ground. 

"  Where's  the  dispute?"  said  the  old  soldier,  angrily  ; 
"  here  are  two  that  ask  the  wages  of  one ;  is  that  hard 
upon  you  ?  " 

"There  is  no  dispute,  old  man,"  said  Robert  steadily. 
"Father,  twenty-five  times  five  shillings  is  six  pound 
five ;  that  is  what  you  owe  them." 

"  Six  pound  five,  for  a  man  of  that  age  ?  " 

"  And  my  daughter  ;  is  she  to  go  for  nothing  ?  " 

"  Your  daughter,  your  daughter ;  she  is  not  strong 
enough  to  do  much,  I'm  sure." 

Rachael  colored :  her  clear,  convincing  voice  fell  upon 
the  disputants.  "We  agreed  with  Master  Robert  to 
keep  a  ridge  between  us,  and  we  have  done  it  as  well  as 
the  best  rea})er.     Pay  us  as  one  good  reaper,  then." 

"That's  fair!    tliat  is  fair!     If  you  agreed  with  my 
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son,  a  bargain  is  a  bargain ;  but  for  all  that,  one  good 
arm  is  better  than  two  weak  ones,  and  "  — 

This  tirade  received  an  vmexpected  interruption. 
Eobert  walked  up  to  the  table,  without  lifting  his  eyes 
from  the  ground,  and  said,  "  I  ask  your  pardon,  father, 
your  bad  leg  has  kept  you  at  home  this  harvest ;  but  I 
rip't  at  the  head  of  the  band,  and  I  assure  you  the  young 
woman  did  a  man's  share ;  and  every  now  and  then  the 
old  man  took  her  place ;  and  so  resting  by  turns  they 
kept  ahead  of  the  best  sickle  there.  And  therefore  I 
say,"  continued  Eobert,  raising  his  eyes  timidly,  "on 
account  of  their  poverty,  their  weary  limbs,  and  their 
stout  heart  for  work,  you  cannot  pay  them  less  than  one 
good  reaper." 

"  What  is  it,  Eobert  ?  "  asked  Mrs.  Hathorn,  who  had 
come  out  to  see  the  meaning  of  all  this. 

"But  if  he  would  be  juster  still,  mother,  like  him  that 
measures  his  succor  to  the  need,  he  would  pay  them  as 
one  and  a  half ;  I've  said  it." 

Hathorn  stared  with  ludicrous  wonder.  "And  why 
not  as  two  ?  Are  you  mad,  Eobert  ?  taking  their  part 
against  me  ?  " 

"Enough  said,"  answered  Patrick  with  spirit.  "  Thank 
you,  Master  Eobert,  but  that  would  be  an  alms,  and  we 
take  but  our  due.  Pay  our  two  sickles  as  one,  and  let 
us  go." 

"  You  see,  father,"  cried  Eobert,  "  these  are  decent 
people,  and  if  you  had  seen  how  they  wrought,  yoiir 
heart  would  melt  as  mine  does.  0  mother !  it  makes 
me  ill  to  think  there  are  poor  Christians  in  the  world 
so  badly  off  they  must  bow  to  work  beyond  their  age 
and  strength  to  bear.  Take  a  thought,  father.  A  man 
that  might  be  your  father  —  a  man  of  fourscore  years 
—  and  a  delicate  woman — to  reap,  the  hardest  of  all 
country   work,    from   dawn    till    sundown,   under    this 
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scorching  sun  and  wind  that  has  dried  my  throat  and 
burned  my  eyes,  —  let  alone  theirs.  It  is  hard,  father; 
and  if  you  have  a  feeling  heart  you  can't  show  it  better 
than  here." 

"  There,  there  !  "  cried  the  farmer,  "  say  no  more  ;  it 
is  all  right  (you  have  made  the  girl  cry.  Bob).  Kobert 
doesn't  often  speak,  dame,  so  we  are  bound  to  listen 
when  he  does.  There  is  the  money.  I  never  heard  that 
chap  say  so  many  words  before." 

"  We  thank  you  all,"  said  Patrick  ;  "  my  blessing  be 
on  your  grain,  good  folks  ;  and  that  won't  hurt  you  from 
a  man  of  fourscore." 

"  That  it  will  not,  Daddy  Patrick,"  said  Mrs.  Hathorn. 
"You  will  stay  for  harvest-home,  both  of  you?  Rachael, 
if  you  have  a  mind  to  help  me,  wash  some  of  the  dishes." 

"Ay!"  cried  the  farmer:  "and  it  is  time  you  were 
dressed.  Bob."     And  so  the  party  separated. 

A  few  minutes  later  Rachael  came  to  the  well,  and 
began  to  draw  a  bucket  of  water.  This  well  worked  in 
the  following  manner :  a  chain  and  rope  were  passed 
over  a  cylinder,  -and  two  buckets  were  attached  to  the 
several  ends  of  the  rope,  so  that  the  empty  bucket 
descending,  helped  in  some  slight  degree  the  full  bucket 
to  mount.  This  cylinder  was  turned  by  an  iron  handle. 
The  well  was  a  hundred  feet  deep.  Rachael  drew  the 
bucket  up  easily  enough  until  the  last  thirty  feet ;  and 
then  she  found  it  hard  work.  She  had  both  hands  on 
the  iron  handle,  and  was  panting  a  little  like  a  tender 
fawn,  when  a  deep  but  gentle  voice  said  in  her  ear,  "  Let 
go,  Rachael ;  "  and  the  handle  was  taken  out  of  her  hand 
by  Robert  Hathorn. 

"Never  mind  me.  Master  Robert,"  said  Rachael,  giving 
way  reluctantly. 

"Always  at  some  hard  work  or  other,"  said  he;  "you 
will  not  be  ea.sy  till  you  kill  yourself."     And  with  this 
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he  whirled  the  handle  round  like  lightning  with  one 
hand,  and  the  bucket  came  up  in  a  few  moments.  He 
then  filled  a  pitcher  for  her,  which  she  took  up,  and  was 
about  to  go  into  the  house  with  it.  "  Stay  one  minute, 
Eachael." 

"  Yes,  Master  Robert." 

"  How  old  are  you,  Eachael  ?  "  Robert  blushed  after 
he  had  put  this  question ;  but  he  was  obliged  to  say 
something,  and  he  did  not  well  know  how  to  begin. 

"Twenty-two,"  was  Rachael's  answer. 

"  Don't  go  just  yet.  Is  this  your  first  year's  reap- 
ing ?  " 

"No,  the  third." 

"  You  must  be  very  poor,  I  am  afraid." 

"  Very  poor  indeed.  Master  Robert." 

"  Do  you  live  far  from  here  ?  " 

"  Don't  you  remember  I  told  you  I  came  twenty  miles 
from  here  ?  " 

"  Why,  Newbury  is  about  that  distance." 

"  I  think  your  mother  will  want  me." 

"  Well,  don't  let  me  keep  you  against  your  will." 

Rachael  entered  the  Hathorns'  side. 

Robert's  heart  sank.  She  was  so  gentle,  yet  so  cold 
and  sad.  There  was  no  winning  her  confidence,  it  ap- 
peared. Presently  she  returned  with  an  empty  basket 
to  fetch  the  linen  from  Mrs.  Mayfield's  side.  As  she 
passed  Robert,  who,  in  despair,  had  determined  not  to 
try  any  more,  but  who  looked  up  sorrowfully  in  her  face, 
she  gave  him  a  smile,  a  very  faint  one,  but  still  it  did 
express  some  slight  recognition  and  thanks.  His  resolve 
melted  at  this  one  little  ray  of  kindly  feeling. 

"  Rachael,"  said  he,  "  have  you  any  relations  your 
way  ?  " 

"  Not  now ; "  and  Rachael  was  a  beautiful  statue 
again. 
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"  But  you  have  neighbors  who  are  good  to  you  ?  " 

"We  ask  nothing  of  them." 

"Would  it  not  be  better  if  you  coukl  both  live  near 
us?" 

"I  think  not." 

"  Why  ?  my  mother  has  a  good  heart." 

"Indeed  she  has." 

"And  Mrs.  Mayfield  is  not  a  bad  one,  either." 

"I  hear  her  well  spoken  of." 

"  And  yet  you  mean  to  live  on,  so  far  away  from  all 
of  us  ?  " 

"Yes!  I  must  go  for  the  linen."  She  waited  a 
moment  as  it  were  for  permission  to  leave  him,  and 
nothing  more  being  said,  she  entered  Mrs.  INIayfield's 
side. 

Robert  leaned  his  head  sorrowfully  on  the  rails  and 
fell  into  a  reverie. 

"  I  am  nothing  to  her,"  thought  he  ;  "  her  heart  is  far 
away.  How  good,  and  patient,  and  modest  she  is,  but 
oh,  how  cold !  She  turns  my  heart  to  stone.  I  am  a 
fool ;  she  has  some  one  in  her  own  country  to  whom  she 
is  as  warm,  perhaps,  as  she  is  cold  to  us  strangers  —  is 
that  a  fault  ?  She  is  too  beautiful,  and  too  good,  not  to 
be  esteemed  by  others  beside  me.  Ah  !  her  path  is  one 
way,  mine  another  —  worse  luck  —  would  to  God  she  had 
never  come  here  !  Well,  may  she  be  happy  !  She  can't 
hinder  me  from  praying  she  may  be  happy,  happier  than 
she  is  now.     Poor  liachael !  " 

A  merry  but  somewhat  vulgar  voice  broke  incredibly 
harsh  and  loud,  as  it  seemed,  upon  young  Hatliorn's 
reverie. 

"  Good-day,  Master  Robert." 

Robert  looked  uj),  and  there  stood  a  ,young  farmer  in 
shooting-jacket  and  gaiters,  with  a  riding-whip  in  his 
hand. 
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"Good-morning,  Mr.  Hickman." 

"The  mistress  is  come  home,  I  hear,  and  it  is  your 
harvest-home  to-day,  so  I'll  stop  here,  for  I  am  tired, 
and  so  is  my  horse  for  that  matter."  Mr.  Hickman 
wasted  the  latter  part  of  this  discourse  on  vacancy,  for 
young  Hathorn  went  coolly  away  without  taking  any 
further  notice  of  him. 

"  I  call  that  the  cold  shoulder,"  thought  Hickman  ; 
"  but  it  is  no  wonder ;  that  chap  wants  to  marry  her 
himself,  of  course  he  does  —  not  if  I  know  it,  Bob 
Hathorn." 

It  was  natural  that  Hickman,  whose  great  object  just 
now  was  Rose  Mayfield,  should  put  this  reading  on 
Robert's  coldness :  but  in  point  of  fact,  it  was  not  so ; 
the  young  man  had  no  feeling  towards  Hickman  but  the 
quiet  repugnance  of  a  deep  to  a  shallow  soul,  of  a  quiet 
and  thoughtful  to  a  rattling  fellow.  Only  just  now 
gayety  was  not  in  his  heart,  and  as  Hickman  was  gener- 
ally gay,  and  always  sonorous,  he  escaped  to  his  own 
thoughts.  Hickman  watched  his  retreat  with  an  eye 
that  said,  "  You  are  my  rival,  but  not  one  I  fear :  I  can 
outwit  you."  And  it  was  with  a  smile  of  triumphant 
conscious  superiority  that  Richard  Hickman  turned 
round  to  go  into  Mrs.  Mayfield's  house,  and  found  him- 
self face  to  face  with  Rachael,  who  was  just  coming  out 
of  it  with  the  basket  full  of  linen  in  her  hand. 

Words  cannot  paint  the  faces  of  this  woman  and  this 
man,  when  they  saw  one  another.  They  both  started, 
and  were  red  and  white  by  turns,  and  their  eyes  glared 
upon  one  another ;  yet,  though  the  surprise  was  equal, 
the  emotion  was  not  quite  the  same.  The  woman  stood, 
her  bosom  heaving  slowly  and  high,  her  eye  dilating,  her 
lips  apart,  her  elastic  figure  rising  higher  and  higher. 
She  stood  there  wild  as  a  startled  panther,  uncertain 
whether  to  fight  or  to  fly.     The  man,  after   the  first 
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start,  seemed  to  cower  under  her  eye,  and  half  a  dozen 
expressions  that  chased  one  another  across  his  face  left 
one  fixed  there  —  Fear !  abject  fear ! 


CHAPTER   II. 


They  eyed  one  another  in  silence :  at  last  Hickman 
looked  down  upon  the  ground  and  said,  in  faltering,  ill- 
assured  tones,  "  H-how  d'ye  do,  Rachael  ?  I  —  I  didn't 
expect  to  see  you  here." 

"Nor  I  you." 

"  If  you  are  busy,  don't  let  me  stop  you,  you  know," 
said  Hickman,  awkwardly  and  confused,  and  like  one 
with  no  great  resources  compelled  to  utter  something. 

Then  Rachael,  white  as  a  sheet,  took  up  her  basket 
again,  and  moved  away  in  silence;  the  young  farmer 
eyed  her  apprehensively,  and,  being  clearly  under  the 
influence  of  some  misgivings  as  to  her  intentions,  said, 
"  If  you  blow  me,  it  will  do  me  harm  and  you  no  good, 
you  know,  Rachael.     Can't  we  be  friends  ?  " 

"  Friends  !  —  you  and  I  ?  " 

"  Don't  be  in  such  a  hurry  —  let  lis  talk  it  over.  I  am 
a  little  better  off  than  I  used  to  be  in  those  days." 

"  What  is  that  to  me  ?  " 

"  Plenty ;  if  you  won't  be  spiteful,  and  set  others 
against  me  in  this  part ;  "  by  "  others,"  doubtless  Hick- 
man intended  Mrs.  ^layfield. 

"  I  shall  neither  speak  nor  think  of  you,"  was  the  cold 
answer. 

Had  Pieliard  Hickman  been  capable  of  fathoming 
Kachael  Wright,  or  even  of  reading  her  present  marble 
look  and  tone  aright,  he  would  have  seen  that  he  had 
little  to  apj)rolu'iul  from  lior  beyond  contempt,  a  thing 
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he  would  not  in  the  least  have  minded;  but  he  was 
cunning,  and,  like  the  cunning,  shallowish,  so  he  pur- 
sued his  purpose  feeling  his  way  with  her  to  the  best  of ' 
his  ability. 

"I  have  had  a  smart  bit  of  money  left  me  lately, 
Rachael." 

"What  is  that  to  me?" 

"  What  is  it  ?  why,  a  good  deal,  because  I  could  assist 
you  now,  maybe." 

"  And  what  right  have  you  to  assist  me  now  ?  " 

"  Confound  it,  Rachael,  how  proud  you  are  !  —  why, 
you  are  not  the  same  girl.  Oh !  I  see,  as  for  assisting 
you,  I  know  you  would  rather  work  than  be  in  debt  to 
any  one  ;  but  then  there  is  another  besides  you,  you 
know." 

"  What  other  ?  "  said  Eachael,  losing  her  impassibility, 
and  trembling  all  over  at  this  simple  word. 

"  What  other  ?  why,  confound  it,  who  ever  saw  a  girl 
fence  like  this  ?  I  suppose  you  think  I  am  not  man 
enough  to  do  what's  right ;  I  am  though,  now  I  have  got 
the  means." 

"  To  do  what  ?  " 

"  Why,  to  do  my  duty  by  him  —  to  provide  for  him." 

"For  whom?"  cried  Rachael  wildly,  "when  he  is 

DEAD  ?  " 

"Dead?" 

"  Dead ! " 

"  Don't  say  so,  Rachael ;  don't  say  so." 

"  He  is  dead  !  " 

"  Dead !  I  never  thought  I  should  have  cared  much ; 
but  that  word  do  seem  to  knock  against  my  heart.  I'd 
give  a  hundred  pounds  to  any  one  would  tell  me  it  is 
not  true  —  poor  thing ;  I've  been  to  blame  ;  I've  been  to 
blame." 

"  You  were  not  near  us  when  he  came  into  the  world ; 
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3'ou  were  not  near  us  when  he  went  out  of  it.  He  lived 
in  poverty  with  me ;  he  died  in  poverty  for  all  I  could 
do,  and  it  is  against  my  will  if  I  did  not  die  with  him. 
Our  life  or  our  death  gave  you  no  care.  Whiles  he  lived, 
you  received  a  letter  every  six  months  from  me,  claiming 
my  rights  as  your  wife." 

Hickman  nodded  assent. 

"  Last  year  you  had  no  letter." 

"No  more  there  was." 

"  And  did  not  that  tell  you  ?  Poor  Rachael  had  lost 
her  consolation  and  her  hope,  and  had  no  more  need  of 
anything ! " 

"  Poor  Rachael ! "  cried  the  man,  stung  with  sudden 
remorse.  "  Curse  it  all !  Curse  you,  Dick  Hickman  !  " 
Then,  suddenly  recovering  his  true  nature,  and,  like  us 
men,  never  at  a  loss  for  an  excuse  against  a  woman,  he 
said  angrily,  "  What  is  the  use  of  letters  —  why  didn't 
you  come  and  tell  me  you  were  so  badly  off  ?  " 

"  Me  come  after  you  the  wrong-doer  ?  " 

"  Oh !  confound  your  pride  !  should  have  sent  the  old 
man  to  me,  then." 

"  jMy  grandfather,  an  old  soldier  as  proud  as  fire  ! 
Send  him  to  the  man  who  robbed  me  of  my  good  name 
by  cheating  the  law.  You  are  a  fool !  Three  times  he 
left  our  house  with  his  musket  loaded  to  kill  you  — 
three  times  I  got  him  home  again;  but  how?  —  by 
prayers,  and  tears,  and  force  —  all  three,  or  you  would 
not  be  here  in  life." 

"  The  devil !  what  an  old  Tartar !  I  say,  is  he  here 
along  with  you  ?  " 

"  Oh,  you  need  not  fear,"  said  Rachael,  with  a  faint 
expression  of  scorn,  "he  is  going  directly,  and  I  am 
going  too ;  and  when  I  do  go  from  here  I  shall  have  lost 
all  the  little  pleasure  and  hope  I  have  in  the  world,"  said 
Rachael,  sorrowfully,  and  as  she  said  this,  she  became 
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unconscious  of  Hickman's  presence,  and  moved  away 
without  looking  at  him  ;  but  that  prudent  person  dared 
not  part  with  her  so.  He  was  one  of  those  men  who 
say,  "I  know  the  women,"  and,  in  his  sagacity,  he 
dreaded  this  woman's  tongue.  He  determined,  there- 
fore, to  stop  her  tongue,  and  not  to  risk  Rose  Mayfield 
and  thousands  for  a  few  pounds. 

''Now,  Rachael,  listen  to  me.  Since  the  poor  child 
is  dead,  there  is  only  you  to  think  of.  We  can  do  one 
another  good  or  harm,  you  and  I ;  better  good  than 
harm,  I  say.  Suppose  I  offered  you  twenty  pounds, 
now,  to  keep  dark  ?  " 

"  You  poor  creature  !  " 

"Well,  thirty,  then  ?  " 

"  Oh,  hold  your  tongue  !  —  you  make  me  ashamed  of 
myself  as  well  as  you." 

"  I  see  what  it  is,  you  want  too  much :  you  want  me 
to  be  your  husband." 

"  No  ;  while  my  child  lived,  I  claimed  my  right  for 
his  sake ;  but  not  now,  not  now,"  and  the  poor  girl  sud- 
denly turned  her  eyes  on  Hickman  with  an  indescribable 
shudder,  that  a  woman  would  have  interpreted  to  the 
letter ;  but  no  man  could  be  expected  to  read  it  quite 
aright,  so  many  things  it  said. 

Hickman,  the  sagacious,  chose  to  understand  by  it 
pique  and  personal  hostility  to  him,  and  desire  of  venge- 
ance ;  and,  having  failed  to  bribe  her,  he  now  resolved 
to  try  and  outface  her. 

It  so  happened  that  at  this  very  moment  merry  voices 
began  to  sound  on  every  side.  The  clatter  was  heard  of 
tables  being  brought  out  of  the  kitchen,  and  the  harvest- 
home  people  were  seen  coming  towards  the  place  Avhere 
Rachael  and  Hickman  were ;  so  Hickman  said,  hastily, 
"  Any  way,  don't  think  to  blow  me  —  for  if  you  do,  I'^ll 
swear  ye  out,  my  lass,  I'll  swear  ye  out." 
3 
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"  No  doubt  you  know  how  to  lie,"  was  the  cold  reply. 

"There,  Eachael,"  cried  Hickman  piteously,  lowering 
his  tone  of  defiance  in  a  moment,  '■  don't  expose  me  before 
the  folk,  whatever  you  do.  Here  they  all  come,  confound 
them!" 

Rachael  made  no  answer.  She  retired  into  the  Ha- 
thorns'  house,  and  in  a  few  minutes  the  tables  were  set 
just  outside  the  house,  and  loaded  with  good  cheer,  and 
the  rustics  began  to  ply  knife  and  fork  as  zealously  as 
they  had  sickle,  and  rake,  and  pitchfork.  And  so,  on 
the  very  spot  of  earth  where  Rachael  had  told  Hickman 
her  child  was  dead,  and  with  him  her  heart,  scarce  five 
minutes  afterwards  came  the  rattle  of  knives  and  forks, 
and  peals  of  boisterous  laughter,  and  huge  feeding.  And 
thus  it  happens  to  many  a  small  locality  in  this  world, 
—  tragedy,  comedy,  and  farce  are  acted  on  it  by  turns, 
and  all  of  them  in  earnest.  So  harvest-home  dinner  pro- 
ceeded with  great  zeal,  and  after  the  solids  the  best  ale 
was  served  round  ad  libitum.,  and  intoxication,  sanctified 
by  immemorial  usage,  followed  in  due  course.  However, 
as  this  symptom  of  harvest  was  a  long  time  coming  on 
upon  the  present  occasion,  owing  to  peculiar  interrup- 
tions, the  reader  will  not  have  to  follow  us  so  far,  which, 
let  us  hope,  he  will  not  regret. 

Few  words  worthy  of  being  embalmed  in  an  immortal 
story,  warranted  to  live  a  month,  were  uttered  during 
the  discussion  of  the  meats,  for  when  \X\^fruges  consuviere 
nati  are  let  loose  upon  beef,  bacon,  and  pudding,  among 
the  results  dialogue  on  a  large  scale  is  not. 

"Yet  shall  the  Muse"  embalm  a  conversation  that 
passed  on  this  occasion  between  the  Vjrothers  Messenger, 
laborers,  aged  about  fifty,  who  had  been  on  this  farm 
nearly  all  their  lives. 

I>ob  Messenger  was  carving  a  loin  of  veal.  Jem  Mes- 
senger sat  oi)posite  him,  eating  bacon  and  beans  on  a 
very  large  scale. 
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Bob  (aiming  at  extraordinary  politeness).  Wool  you 
have  some  veal  along  with  your  bacon,  Jem  ? 

Jevi.  That  I  wool  not.  Bob  (with  a  reproachful  air, 
as  one  whom  a  brother  had  sought  to  entrap). 

When  the  table  w^as  cleared  of  the  viands,  the  ale-mugs 
and  horns  were  filled,  and  Mrs.  Mayfield  and  the  Hathorns 
took  part  in  the  festive  ceremony  —  that  is,  they  did  not 
sit  at  the  table,  but  they  showed  themselves  from  time 
to  time,  and  made  their  humble  guests  heartily  welcome 
by  word  and  look  and  smile,  as  their  forefathers  had 
done  at  harvest  time  each  in  their  century  and  genera- 
tion. 

Presently  Bob  Messenger  arose  solemnly,  with  his 
horn  of  ale  in  his  hand.  The  others  rose  after  him, 
knowing  well  what  he  was  going  to  do,  and  chanted 
with  him  the  ancient  harvest-home  stave,  — 

Here's  a  health  unto  our  master, 

The  founder  of  the  feast, 
Not  only  to  our  master, 
.  But  to  our  mistress. 
Two  voices.    Then  drink,  boys,  drink, 

And  see  as  you  do  not  spill. 
For  if  you  do  you  shall  drink  to 
Our  health  with  a  free  good-will. 
Chorus.     Then  drink,  boys,  drink,  etc. 

Corporal  Patrick  and  Rachael  left  the  table.  They 
had  waited  only  to  take  part  in  this  compliment  to  their 
entertainers,  and  now  they  left.  The  reason  was,  one  or 
two  had  jeered  them  before  grace. 

The  corporal  had  shaved  and  made  himself  very  clean, 
and  he  had  put  on  his  faded  red  jacket,  which  he  always 
carried  about,  and  Rachael  had  washed  his  neck-hand- 
kerchief, and  tied  it  neatly  about  his  neck,  and  had  put 
on  herself  a  linen  collar  and  linen  wristband,  very  small 
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and  ])lain,  but  white  and  starched ;  and  at  this  their 
luunble  attempt  to  be  decent  and  nice,  one  or  two  (who 
happened  to  be  dirty  at  the  time)  could  not  help  sneer- 
ing. Another  thing,  Rachael  and  Patrick  were  stran- 
gers. Some  natives  cut  a  jest  or  two  at  their  expense, 
and  Patrick  was  about  to  answer  by  flinging  his  mug  at 
one  man's  head,  but  llachael  restrained  him,  and  said, 
"  Be  patient,  grandfather.  They  were  never  taught  any 
better.  When  the  farmer's  health  has  been  drunk  we 
can  leave  them."' 

l^eople  should  be  able  to  take  jests,  or  to  answer  them 
in  kind,  not  to  take  them  to  heart;  but  Rachael  and 
Patrick  had  seen  better  days  (they  were  not  so  very 
proud  and  irritable  then),  and  now  Patrick,  naturally 
liigh-spirited,  was  sore,  and  could  not  bear  to  be  filliped, 
and  Rachael  was  become  too  cold  and  bitter  towards  all 
the  vulgar  natures  that  blundered  up  against  her,  not 
meaning  her  any  good,  nor  much  harm  either,  poor 
devils ! 

A  giggle  greeted  their  departure,  but  it  must  be  owned 
it  was  a  somewhat  uneasy  giggle. 

There  was  in  the  company  a  certain  Timothy  Brown 
John,  who  was  naturally  a  shoemaker,  but  was  turned 
out  into  the  stubble  annually  at  harvest  time.  The  lad 
had  a  small  rustic  genius  for  music,  which  he  illustrated 
by  playing  the  clarionet  in  church,  to  the  great  regret  of 
the  clergyman.  Now,  after  the  chorus,  one  or  two  were 
observed  to  be  nudging  this  young  man,  and  he  to  be 
making  those  mock-modest  difficulties  which  are  part  of 
a  singer  in  town  or  country. 

"  Ay,  Tim,"  cried  Mrs.  Mayfield,  "  you  sing  us  a  song." 

"  He  have  got  a  new  one,  mistress,"  put  in  a  carter's 
lad,  with  saucer  eyes. 

"  What  is  it  about,  boy  ?  " 

"Well,"  replied  tlie  youngster,  "it  is  about  love   (at 


NEVER   DID    RUN    SMOOTH.  37 

wliifli  the  girls  giggled),  and  I  think  it  is  about  yon, 
Dame  Maytield." 

*•  About  me  !  then  it  must  be  nice." 

Chorus  of  Rustics.     Haw  !  haw  !  haw  ! 

'•  Come,  Mr.  Brown  John,  I  will  trouble  you  for  it 
directly.  I  can  see  the  bottom  of  some  of  their  mugs, 
Jane." 

"  Well,"  said  Mr.  Brown  John,  looking  down,  "  I  don't 
know  what  to  say  about  it.  Mayhap  you  mightn't  like 
it  quite  so  well  before  so  much  company." 

''  Why  not,  pray  ?  " 

"  Well,  you  see,  dame,  I  am  afeard  I  shall  give  you  a 
red  face,  like,  with  this  here  song." 

"  If  you  do,  I'll  give  you  one  with  this  here  hand." 

Chorus.     Haw,  haw  !  ho  ! 

"  Drat  the  boy  !  sing,  and  have  done  with  it." 

"  I'll  do  my  best,  ma'am,"  replied  Tim  gravely. 

On  this,  Mr.  Brown  John  drew  from  his  pocket  a 
diminutive  flute,  with  one  key,  and  sounded  his  G  at 
great  length.  He  then  paused,  to  let  his  G  enter  his 
own  mind  and  those  around ;  he  then  composed  his  feat- 
ures like  a  preacher,  and  was  about  to  enter  on  his  under- 
taking, when  the  whole  operation  was  suddenly  and 
remorselessly  and  provokingly  interrupted  by  Mr.  Case- 
nower,  who,  struck,  as  it  appeared,  with  a  sudden, 
irresistible  idea,  burst  upon  them  all  with  this  ques- 
tion :  — 

"  Do  any  of  you  know  one  Rebecca  Reid,  in  this  part 
of  the  world  ?  " 

The  company  stared. 

Some,  to  whom  this  question  had  been  put  by  him 
before,  giggled,  others  scratched  their  heads,  others  got 
no  farther  than  a  stricken  look.  A  few  mustered  together 
their  wits,  and  assured  IMr.  Casenower  they  had  never 
heard  tell  of  the  "  wench." 
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"How  odd!"  cried  Casenower.  "It  is  not  such  a 
common  combination  of  sounds,  one  would  think." 

"  I  know  Hannah  Keid,"  squeaked  a  small  cow-boy ; 
he  added,  with  enthusiasm,  "  She  is  a  capital  slider,  she 
is  ! "  and  he  smiled  at  some  reminiscence,  perchance  of 
a  joint  somersault  upon  the  ice  last  winter. 

"  Hannah  does  not  happen  to  be  Rebecca,  young  gen- 
tleman," objected  Casenower :  "  sing  away,  John  Brown." 

"  I'm  a-going,  sir.  G — g — g — g —  "  and  he  impressed 
the  key-note  once  more  upon  their  souls.  Then  sang 
Brown  John  the  following  song,  and  the  rest  made  the 
laughing  chorus,  and,  as  they  all  laughed  in  different 
waj's,  though  they  began  laughing  from  their  heads, 
ended  in  laugliing  from  their  hearts.  It  was  pleasant, 
and  rather  funny,  and  proved  so  successful  that  after 
this  II  Ilaestvo  Brown  John  and  his  song  were  asked  to 
all  the  feasts  in  a  circle  of  seven  miles. 

There  were  eight  verses :  we  will  confine  ourselves  to 
two,  because  paper  is  not  absolutely  valueless,  whatever 
the  trivoluminous  may  think. 

When  Richard  appeared,  how  my  hcait  pit-a-pat. 

With  a  tender] 3'  motion,  with  whicli  it  was  seized! 
To  hear  the  young  fellow's  gay,  innocent  chat, 
I  could  listen  forever  —  oh  dear  !  I'm  so  pleased! 
I'm  so  pleased !  ha !  ha !  ha !  ha ! 
I'm  so  pleased!  ha!  ha!  ha!  ha! 
I'm  going  to  be  married  —  oh  dear !  I'm  so  pleased ! 
I'm  going  to  be  married  —  oh  dear!  I'm  so  pleased! 

Chorus.   I'm  so  pleased,  etc. 

Oh,  sweet  is  the  smell  of  the  new-mown  hay. 
And  sweet  are  the  cowslips  that  sin-ing  in  May; 
But  sweeter's  my  lad  than  the  daisicnl  lawn, 
Or  the  hay,  or  the  liower,  or  the  cows  at  tlie  dawn. 

Chorus.     I'm  so  pleased,  etc. 
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We  writers  can  tell  "  the  what,"  but  not  so  very  often 
"the  how,"  of  anything.  I  can  give  Tim's  bare  words, 
but  it  is  not  in  my  power,  nor  any  man's,  to  write  down 
the  manner  of  II  Maestro  in  singing.  How  he  dwelt  on 
the  short  syllables,  and  abridged  the  long,  his  grave  face 
till  he  came  to  his  laugh,  and  then  the  enormous  mouth 
that  flew  suddenly  open,  and  the  jovial  peal  that  came 
ringing  through  two  rows  of  teeth  like  white  chess-pawns, 
and,  with  all  this,  his  quaint,  indescribable,  dulcet,  rustic 
twang,  that  made  his  insignificant  melody  ring  like  church- 
bells  heard  from  the  middle  of  a  wood,  and  taste  like 
metheglin  come  down  to  us  in  a  yew-tree  cask  from  the 
Druids  ! 

During  the  song  one  Robert  Munday  and  his  son,  rural 
fiddlers,  who  by  instinct  nosed  festivities,  appeared  at 
the  gate,  each  with  a  green  bag.  A  shriek  of  welcome 
greeted  them.  They  were  set  in  a  corner,  with  beef  and 
ale  galore,  and  soon  the  great  table  was  carried  in,  the 
ground  cleared^  the  couples  made,  and  the  fiddles  tuning. 

The  Messrs.  Munday  made  some  preliminary  flourishes, 
like  hawks  hovering  uncertain  where  to  pounce,  and  then, 
like  the  same  bird,  they  suddenly  dashed  into  "  The  Day 
in  June." 

Their  style  was  rough,  and  bore  a  family  likeness  to 
ploughing,  but  it  was  true,  clean,  and  spirited ;  the  notes 
of  the  arpeggio  danced  out  like  starry  sparks  in  fireworks. 

Moreover,  the  Messrs.  Munday  played  to  the  foot, 
which  is  precisely  what  your  melted-butter  violinist 
always  fails  to  do,  whether  he  happens  to  be  washing 
out  the  soul  of  a  waltz,  or  of  a  polka,  or  of  a  reel. 

They  also  played  so  as  to  raise  the  spirits  of  all  who 
heard  them,  young  or  old,  which  is  an  artistic  effect  of 
the  very  highest"  order,  however  attained,  and  never  is 
and  never  will  be  attained  by  the  melted-butter  violinist. 

The  fiddlers  being  merry,  the   dancers  were  merry  j 
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tlie  (lancers  being  merry,  the  fiddlers  said  to  themselves, 
'•Aha!  we  have  not  missed  fire,"  and  so  grew  merrier 
still ;  and  thus  the  electric  fire  of  laughter  and  music 
darted  to  and  fro.  Dance,  sons  and  daughters  of  toil ! 
None  had  ever  a  better  right  to  dance  than  you  have 
this  sunny  afternoon  in  clear  September.  It  was  you 
who  painfully  ploughed  the  stiff  soil,  it  was  you  who 
trudged  up  the  high,  incommoding  furrow,  and  cast 
abroad  the  equal  seed.  You  that  are  women  bowed  the 
back  and  painfully  drilled  holes  in  the  soil,  and  poured 
in  the  seed ;  and  this  month  past  you  have  all  bent,  and 
with  sweating  brows  cut  down  and  housed  the  crops  that 
came  from  the  seed  you  planted.  Dance,  for  those  yellow 
ricks,  trophies  of  your  labor,  say  you  have  a  right  to ; 
those  barns,  bursting  with  golden  fruit,  swear  you  have 
a  right  to.  Harvest-tide  comes  but  once  a  year.  Dance, 
sons  and  daughters  of  toil !  Exult  over  your  work,  smile 
with  the  smiling  year,  and  in  this  bright  hour,  oh  cease, 
my  poor  souls,  to  envy  the  rich  and  great.  Believe  me, 
they  are  never,  at  any  hour  of  their  lives,  so  cheery  as 
you  are  now.  How  can  they  be  ?  With  them  dancing 
is  tame  work,  an  every-day  business,  no  rarity,  no  treat ; 
don't  envy  them ;  God  is  just,  and  deals  the  sources  of 
content  with  a  more  equal  hand  than  appears  on  the  sur- 
face of  things.  Dance,  too,  without  fear ;  let  no  Puritan 
make  you  believe  it  is  wrong.  Things  are  wrong  out  of 
season,  and  right  in  season :  to  dance  in  harvest  is  as 
becoming  as  to  be  grave  in  church.  The  Almighty  has 
put  it  into  the  hearts  of  insects  to  dance  in  the  after- 
noon sun,  and  of  men  and  women  in  every  age  and  every 
land  to  dance  round  the  gathered  crop,  whether  it  be  corn, 
or  oil,  or  wine,  or  any  other  familiar  miracle  that  springs 
up  sixty-fold,  and  nurtures  and  multiplies  the  life  of  man. 
More  fire,  fiddlers  !  j)lay  to  the  foot,  play  to  the  heart,  the 
sprightly  "  Day  in  June."     Ay  !  foot  it  freely,  lads  and 
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lasses ;  my  own  heart  is  warmer  to  think  you  are  merry 
once  or  twice  in  your  year  of  labor ;  dance,  my  poor 
brothers  and  sisters,  sons  and  daughters  of  toil ! 

After  several  dances,  Mrs.  Mayfield,  who  had  been 
uneasy  in  her  mind  at  remaining  out  of  the  fun,  could 
bear  inaction  no  longer,  so  she  pounced  on  Kobert 
Hathorn,  and  drew  him  into  the  magic  square.  Kobert 
danced,  but  in  a  very  listless  way  :  so  much  so,  that  his 
mother,  who  stood  by,  took  occasion  to  give  him  a  push 
and  say,  "Is  that  the  way  to  dance?"  at  which  poor 
Robert  tried  to  do  better,  but  his  limbs,  as  well  as  his 
face,  showed  how  far  his  heart  was  from  his  heels. 

Now,  in  the  middle  of  this  dance,  suddenly  loud  and 
angry  sounds  were  heard  approaching,  and  the  voice  of 
old  Patrick  was  soon  distinguished,  and  the  next  moment 
he  was  seen  following  Mr.  Hickman,  and  hanging  on  his 
rear,  loading  him  with  invective.  Rachael  was  by  his 
side,  endeavoring,  in  vain,  to  soothe  him,  and  to  end 
what  to  her  was  a  most  terrible  scene.  At  a  gesture 
from  Mrs.  Mayfield,  the  fiddlers  left  off  and  the  rustics 
turned,  all  curiosity,  towards  the  interrviption.  "There 
are  bad  hearts  in  the  world,"  shouted  Patrick  to  all 
present,  "  vermin  that  steal  into  honest  houses  and  file  ^ 
them  —  bad  hearts,  that  rob  the  poor  of  that  which  is 
before  life ;  oh,  yes,  far  before  life  ! "  and  as  he  uttered 
the  words,  Patrick  was  observed  to  stagger. 

"The  old  man  is  drunk,"  said  Hickman.  "I  don't 
know  what  he  means." 

Rachael  colored  high  and  cried,  "No  !  Master  Robert, 
I  assure  you  he  is  not  drunk,  but  he  is  not  himself :  he 
has  been  complaining  this  hour  past ;  see  !  look  at  his 
eye.  Good  people,  my  grandfather  is  ill ; "  and  indeed, 
as  she  said  these  words,  Patrick,  who  from  the  moment 
he   had   staggered,    had   stared   wildly  and   confusedly 

»  For  defile. 
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around  him,  suddenl}'  bowed  his  head  and  dropped  upon 
his  knees  ;  he  woukl  liave  fallen  on  his  face,  but  Rachael's 
arm  now  held  him  up. 

In  a  moment  several  persons  came  round  them,  amongst 
the  rest,  Robert  and  Mrs.  Mayfield.  Robert  loosened  his 
neckcloth,  and,  looking  at  the  old  man's  face  and  eye,  he 
said,  gravely  and  tenderly,  "Rachael,  I  have  seen  the 
like  of  this  before  —  in  harvest." 

"  0  Master  Robert !  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  Rachael,  it  is  a  stroke  of  the  sun  ! "  He  turned  to 
his  mother.  ''  God  forgive  us  all,  the  old  man  was  never 
fit  for  the  work  we  have  put  him  to." 

"Come,  don't  stand  gaping  there,"  cried  Mrs.  May- 
field;  "mount  my  mare  and  gallop  for  the  doctor  — 
don't  spare  her  —  off  with  you  !  Betsy,  get  a  bed  ready 
in  my  garret." 

"  Eh,  dear ! "  said  Mrs.  Hathorn,  "  I  doubt  the  poor 
thing's  troubles  are  over,"  and  she  ])ut  up  her  apron  and 
began  to  cry. 

"  Oh,  no ! "  cried  Rachael.  "  Grandfather  —  don't  leave 
me  !  —  don't  leave  me  ! " 

Corporal  Patrick's  lips  moved. 

"  I  can't  see  ye  !  I  can't  see  any  of  ye  !  "  he  said,  half 
fretfully.  "  Ah  !  "  he  resumed,  as  if  a  light  had  broken 
in  on  liim.  "Yes!"  said  he  very  calmly,  "I  think  I  am 
going ; "  but  the  next  moment  he  cried  in  tones  that  made 
the  bystanders  thrill,  so  wild  and  piteous  they  were  — 
"  My  daughter  !  my  daughter !  —  she  will  miss  me  !  " 

Robert  TIathorn  fell  on  his  knees,  and  took  the  ohl 
hand  with  one  of  those  grasps  that  bring  soul  into  con- 
tact with  soul  ;  the  old  soldier,  who  was  at  this  moment 
past  seeing  or  hearing,  felt  this  grasp,  and  turned  to  it 
as  an  unconscious  plant  turns  to  the  light.  "I  can't  see 
you,"  said  he  faintly  ;  "but,  wlioever  you  are,  take  care 
of  my  child  !  —  she  is  sucli  a  good  child!"     The  hands 
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spoke  to  one  another  still ;  then  the  old  soldier  almost 
smiled,  and  the  anxious,  frightened  look  of  his  face  began 
to  calm.  "  Thank  God,"  he  faltered,  "  they  are  going  to 
take  care  of  my  child  !  "  And,  almost  with  these  words, 
he  lost  all  sense,  and  lay  pale  and  calm  and  motionless 
at  their  feet,  and  his  hand  could  grasp  Robert's  no  more. 
There  was  a  moment  of  dead  silence  and  inquiring  looks. 
Robert  looked  into  his  face  gravely  and  attentively. 

When  he  had  so  inspected  him  a  little  while,  he  turned 
to  them  all,  and  he  said  in  a  deep  and  almost  a  stern 
voice,  — 

"  Hats  off ! " 

They  all  uncovered,  and  stood  looking  like  stricken 
deer  at  the  old  soldier  as  he  lay.  The  red  jacket  had 
nothing  ridiculous  now.  When  it  was  new  and  bright, 
it  had  been  in  great  battles.  They  asked  themselves 
now,  had  they  really  sneered  at  this  faded  rag  of  Eng- 
land's glory,  and  at  that  withered  hero  ?  " 

''  Didn't  think  the  old  man  was  a-going  to  leave  us  like 
that,"  said  one  of  these  rough  penitents,  "or  I'd  never  ha' 
wagged  my  tongue  again  un." 

Mrs.  Mayfield  gave  orders  to  have  him  carried  up  to 
her  garret :  and  four  stout  rustics,  two  at  his  head  and 
two  at  his  feet,  took  him  up  the  stairs,  and  laid  him 
there  on  a  decent  bed.  When  Rachael  saw  the  clean 
floor,  the  little  carpet  round  the  foot  of  the  bed,  the 
bright  walls  and  windows,  and  the  snowy  sheets  made 
ready  for  her  grandfather,  she  hid  her  face  and  wept, 
and  said  but  two  words  —  "  Too  late  !  too  late  ! " 

As  Rachael  was  following  her  grandfather  up  the 
stairs,  she  met  Hickman :  that  worthy  had  watched  this 
sorrowful  business  in  silence  ;  he  had  tears  in  his  eyes, 
and  coming  to  her,  he  whispered  in  her  ear,  "  Rachael, 
don't  fret  —  I  will  not  desert  you  now."  On  the  land- 
ing, a  moment  after,  Rachael  met  Robert  Hathorn  *  he 
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said  to  her,  "  Rachael,  your  grandfather  trusted  you  to 
me." 

When  Hickman  said  that  to  her,  Rachael  turned  and 
looked  at  him. 

When  Robert  said  that  to  her,  she  lowered  her  eyes 
away  from  him. 


CHAPTER   III. 


The  poor  battered  soldier  lay  some  hours  between 
life  and  death.  Just  before  sunrise,  Rachael,  who  had 
watched  him  all  night,  and  often  moistened  his  temples 
with  vinegar,  opened  the  window :  and  as  the  morning 
air  came  into  the  room,  a  change  for  the  better  was 
observed  in  the  patient  —  a  slight  color  stole  into  his 
pale  cheeks,  and  he  seemed  to  draw  a  fuller  breath,  and 
his  heart  beat  more  perceptibly.  Rachael  kneeled  and 
prayed  for  him,  and  then  she  prayed  to  him  not  to  leave 
her  alone  :  the  sun  had  been  up  about  an  hour,  and  came 
fiery  bright  into  the  whitewashed  room ;  for  it  looked 
towards  the  east;  and  Corporal  Patrick's  lips  moved, 
but  without  uttering  a  so\nid.  Rachael  prayed  for  him 
again  and  most  fervently.  About  nine  o'clock  his  lips 
moved,  and  this  time  he  spoke,  — 

"Rear  rank,  right  wheel  ?" 

The  ne.xt  moment,  a  light  shot  into  his  eye.  His 
looks  rested  upon  Rachael :  he  smiled  feebly,  but  con- 
tentedly, then  closed  his  eyes,  and  slumbered  again. 

Corporal  Patrick  lived.  But  it  was  a  near  thing,  a 
very  near  thing  —  he  was  saved  by  one  of  those  accidents 
we  call  luck.  When  Mrs.  Maylield's  Tom  rode  for  the 
doctor,  the  doctor  was  providentially  out.  Had  he  been 
in,  our  tale  would  be  now  bidding  farewell  to  Corporal 
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Patrick  —  for  this  doctor  was  one  of  the  pig-sticking 
ones.  He  loved  to  stab  men  and  women  with  a  tool  that 
has  slain  far  more  than  the  sword  in  modern  days ;  it  is 
called  "the  lancet."  Had  he  found  a  man  insensible,  he 
would  have  stabbed  him ;  he  always  stabbed  a  fellow- 
creature  when  he  caught  it  insensible  :  not  very  gener- 
ous, was  it  ?  —  now,  had  he  drawn  from  those  old  veins 
one  table-spoonful  of  that  red  fluid  which  is  the  life  of  a 
man,  the  aged  man  would  have  come  to  his  senses  only 
to  sink  the  next  hour,  and  die  for  want  of  that  vital 
stream  stolen  from  him  by  rule. 

As  it  was,  he  breathed ;  and  came  back  to  life  by 
slow  degrees.  At  first  his  right  arm  was  powerless ; 
then  he  could  not  move  the  right  leg,  but  at  last  he 
recovered  the  use  of  his  limbs,  but  remained  feeble,  and 
his  poor  head  was  sore  confused  :  one  moment  he  would 
be  quite  himself ;  another,  his  memory  of  recent  events 
would  be  obscured  —  and  then  he  would  shake  his  head 
and  sigh  —  but  nature  was  strong  in  him;  and  he  got 
better  —  but  slowly. 

As  soon  as  he  was  able  to  walk,  Rachael  proposed  to 
Mrs.  Mayfield  to  return  home,  but  Mrs.  Hathorn  inter- 
posed, and  requested  Rachael  to  take  her  own  servant's 
place  for  another  week,  in  order  to  let  the  servant  visit 
her  friends.  On  these  terms  Rachael  remained,  and  did 
the  work  of  the  Hathorns'  house,  and  it  was  observed 
that  during  this  period  more  color  came  to  her  cheek, 
and  her  listlessness  and  languor  sensibly  diminished. 

She  was  very  active  and  zealous  in  her  work,  and  old 
Hathorn  was  so  pleased  with  her,  that  he  said  one  day 
to  Mrs.  Hathorn,  "  I  don't  care  if  Betsy  never  comes 
back  at  all ;  this  one  is  worth  a  baker's  dozen  of  her, 
this  Rachael." 

"Betsy  will  serve  our  turn  as  well  in  the  long  run/' 
said  Mrs.  Hathorn,  somewhat  dryly  and  thoughtfully. 
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"  Betsy  ! "  replied  the  farmer,  contemptuously  ;  "  there 
is  more  sense  in  this  Racliael's  forefinger  than  in  that 
wench's  whole  carcass." 

It  was  about  two  days  after  this,  that  the  following 
conversation  took  place  between  Robert  Hathorn  and 
his  mother :  — 

"  Is  it  true,  what  I  hear,  that  Mr.  Patrick  talks  about 
going  next  Aveek  ?  " 

"  Have  not  they  been  here  long  enough,  Robert  ?  I 
wish  they  may  not  have  been  here  too  long." 

"Why  too  long,  when  you  asked  them  to  stay  your- 
self, mother  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  did ;  and  I  doubt  I  did  very  wrong.  But  it 
is  hard  for  a  mother  to  deny  her  son." 

"I  am  much  obliged  to  you,  mother;  but  I  don't 
remember  that  ever  I  asked  you." 

"No,  no!  I  don't  say  that  you  ever  spoke  your  mind, 
Robert ;  but  you  looked  up  in  my  face,  and  showed  your 
wish  plain  enough  to  mij  eye  ;  and  you  see  a  poor  foolish 
body  like  me  doesn't  know  how  to  say  No  to  her  boy 
that  never  vexed  her.  I  should  have  been  a  better 
friend  to  you  if  I  had  turned  my  head  away,  and  made- 
believe  not  to  see  what  is  in  your  heart." 

Robert  paused  awhile,  then  in  a  low  anxious  voice,  he 
whispered,  — 

"  Don't  you  like  her,  mother?  " 

"  Yes !  I  like  her,  my  poor  soul.  What  is  there  to 
dislike  in  her?     But  I  don't  know  her." 

"But  I  know  her  as  well  as  if  we  had  been  seven 
years  acquainted." 

"You  talk  like  a  child!  How  can  you  know  a  girl 
that  comes  from  a  strange  part  ?  " 

"  I'd  answer  for  her,  mother." 

"I  wouldn't  answer  for  any  young  wench  of  them  all. 
I  do  notice  she  is  very  close:  ten  to  one  if  she  has  not 
an  acquaintance  of  some  sort,  good  or  bad." 


NEVER   DID   EUlSr   SMOOTH.  47 

"A  bad  acquaintance,  mother!  Never!  If  you  had 
seen  lier  through  all  the  harvest-month,  as  I  did,  respect 
herself  and  make  others  respect  her,  you  would  see  that 
girl  never  could  have  made  a  trip  in  her  life." 

"Xow,  Kobert,  what  makes  you  so  sad-like,  if  you 
have  no  misgivings  about  her  ?  " 

"  Because,  mother,  I  don't  think  she  likes  me  so  well 
as  I  do  her." 

''  All  the  better,"  said  Mrs.  Hathorn,  dryly,  "  make  up 
your  mind  to  that." 

*•  Do  not  say  so !  do  not  say  so ! "  said  Robert, 
piteously. 

"Well,  Robert,  she  does  not  hate  you,  you  may  be 
sure  of  that.     Why  is  she  in  such  a  hurry  to  go  away  ?  " 

"Because  she  has  some  one  in  her  own  country  she 
likes  better  than  me." 

"  Ay !  that  is  the  way  you  boys  read  women.  More 
likely  she  is  afraid  of  liking  you  too  well,  and  making 
mischief  in  a  family." 

"  0  mother !  do  you  think  it  is  that  ?  " 

"There,  I  am  a  fool  to  tell  you  such  things." 

"'  Oh,  no,  no,  no  !     There  is  no  friend  like  a  mother." 

"  There  is  no  fool  like  a  mother,  that  is  my  belief." 

"No,  no!  Give  me  some  comfort,  mother;  tell  me 
you  see  some  signs  of  liking  in  her." 

"'  Well,  then,  when  she  is  quite  sure  you  are  not  look- 
ing her  way,  I  can  see  her  eye  dwell  upon  you  as  if  it 
was  at  home." 

"  Oh,  how  happy  you  make  me !  but,  mother,  how  you 
must  have  watched  her !  " 

"  Of  course  I  watched  her,  and  you  too.  I've  seen  a 
long  while  how  matters  were  going." 

"  But  j^ou  never  spoke  to  Rose,  or  my  father  ?  " 

"If  I  had,  she  would  have  been  turned  out  of  the 
house,  and  a  good  job,  too  ;  but  you  would  have  fretted, 
you  know,"  and  Mrs.  Hathorn  sighed. 
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"Mother,  I  must  kiss  you.  I  shall  have  courage  to 
speak  to  father  about  it  now." 

"Take  a  thought,  Robert.  His  heart  is  set  upon 
your  marrying  your  cousin.  It  would  be  a  bitter  pill  to 
the  poor  old  man,  and  his  temper  is  very  hasty.  For 
heaven's  sake,  take  a  thought.  I  don't  know  what  to 
do,  I  am  sure." 

"I  must  do  it  soon  or  late,"  said  Robert  resolutely. 
"  No  time  so  good  as  now.  Father  is  hasty,  and  he  will 
be  angry  no  doubt ;  but  after  awhile  he  will  give  in ;  I 
don't  ask  favors  every  day.     Do  you  consent,  mother  ?  " 

"  O  Robert,  what  is  the  use  asking  me  whether  I 
consent  ?  I  have  only  one  son,  and  he  is  a  good  one. 
I  am  afraid  I  could  not  say  No  to  your  happiness,  sup- 
pose it  was  my  duty  to  say  No ;  but  your  father  is  not 
such  a  fool  as  I  am,  and  I  am  main  doubtful  whether 
he  Avill  ever  consent.  I  wish  3'ou  could  think  better 
of  it." 

"  I  will  try  him,  mother,  no  later  than  to-day.  Why, 
here  he  comes.  Oh,  there  is  ]\lr.  Casenower  with  him; 
that  is  unlucky.  You  get  him  away,  mother,  and  I'll 
open  my  mind  to  father." 

Old  Hathorn  came  past  the  window,  and  entered  the 
room  where  Robert  and  Mrs.  Hathorn  were.  The 
farmer  stumped  in,  and  sat  down  with  some  appearance 
of  fatigue.     Mr.  Casenower  sat  down  oi)posite  him. 

That  gentleman  had  in  his  hand  a  cabbage.  He  was 
proving  to  the  farmer  that  this  plant  is  more  nutritious 
than  the  potato.  The  theory  was  German  in  the  first 
instance.  "There  are  but  three  nourishing  principles 
in  all  food,"  argued  Mr.  Casenower,  "  and  of  those,  what 
we  call  '  fibrine  '  is  the  most  effective.  Now,  see,  I  put 
my  nail  to  this  stalk,  and  it  readily  reduces  itself  to  a 
bundle  of  little  fibres;  see,  those  are  pure  fibrine,  and, 
taken  into  the  stomach,  nuike  the  man  n)uscular.  Can 
anything  be  clearer  ?  " 
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Mr.  Hatliorii,  who  had  shown  symptoms  of  impatience, 
replied  to  this  effect,  "  That  he  knew  by  personal  expe- 
rience that  cabbage  turns  to  nothing  but  hot  water  in  a 
man's  belly." 

"  There  are  words  to  come  out  of  a  man's  mouth !  " 
objected  Mrs.  Hathorn. 

"Better  than  cabbage  going  into  it,"  grunted  the 
farmer. 

"Ah,  you  know  nothing  of  chemistry,  my  good 
friend." 

"Well,  sir,  you  say  there  is  a  deal  of  heart  in  a 
cabbage  ?  " 

"I  do." 

"  Then  I  tell  you  what  I'll  do  with  you,  sir.  There 
is  some  fool  has  been  and  planted  half  an  acre  of  cab- 
bages in  my  barley -field  "  — 

"  It  was  not  a  fool,"  put  in  IMrs.  Hathorn,  sharply,  "  it 
was  me." 

"It  was  not  a  fool,  you  see,  sir:  it  was  a  woman,"  re- 
sponded Hathorn,  mighty  dryly.  "  Well,  sir,  you  train 
on  the  dame's  cabbages  for  a  month,  and  all  that  time 
I'll  eat  nothing  stronger  than  beef  and  bacon,  and  at  the 
end  of  the  month  I'll  fight  you  for  a  pot  of  beer,  if  you 
are  so  minded." 

"This  is  the  way  we  reason  in  the  country,  eh,  j\Ir. 
Robert  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir :  it  would  serve  father  right  if  you  took 
him  up,  sir,  with  his  game  leg ;  but  I  don't  hold  with 
cabbages,  for  all  that ;  a  turnip  is  watery  enough,  but  a 
cabbage  and  a  sponge  are  pretty  much  one,  it  seems  to 
me." 

"Mr.  Casenower,"  put  in  Mrs.  Hathorn,  "didn't  you 
promise  to  show  me  a  pansy  in  your  garden,  that  is  to 
win  the  next  prize  at  Wallingford  ?  " 

"  I  did,  ma'am,  but  you  should  not  call  it  '  pansy ; ' 
4 


50  THE   COURSE   OF   TRUE   LOVE 

'  heart's-ease '  is  bad  enough,  without  going  back  to 
'pansy.'  Viola  tricolor  is  the  name  of  the  flower  — 
the  scientific  name." 

"No,"  said  old  Hatliorn  stoutly. 

"No  !     What  do  you  mean  by  No  ?  " 

"What  are  names  for?  To  remember  things  by; 
then  the  scientifickest  name  must  be  one  that  it  is  easiest 
to  remember.  Now,  pansy  is  a  deal  easier  to  remember 
than  '  vile  tricolor.'  " 

"  I  am  at  your  service,  Mrs.  Hathorn ;  come  along,  for 
heaven's  sake  ;  "  and  off  bustled  Mr.  Casenower  towards 
the  garden  with  Mrs.  Hathorn. 

"  Father,"  said  Robert,  after  an  uneasy  pause,  "  I  have 
something  to  say  to  you,  very  particular." 

"  Have  you  though  ?  well,  out  with  it,  my  lad  !  " 

"  Father  "  — 

At  this  moment,  in  bustled  Mr.  Casenower  again. 
"  0  Mr.  llobert,  1  forgot  something.  Let  me  tell  you, 
now  I  think  of  it.  I  want  you  to  find  out  this  Rebecca 
Reid  for  me.  She  lives  somewhere  near,  within  a  few 
miles.  I  don't  exactly  know  how  many.  Can't  you  find 
her  out  ?  " 

"  Why,  sir,"  said  Robert,  "  it  is  like  looking  for  one 
poppy  in  a  field  of  standing  wheat." 

"No,  no!  When  you  go  to  mark(^t,  ask  all  the  farm- 
ers from  different  })arislies  whether  they  know  her." 

"  Haw,  haw,  haw  !  "  went  Hathorn  senior.  "  Yes,  do, 
Robert.     Ho,  ho  ! " 

"  Have  you  any  idea  what  he  is  laughing  at  ?  "  said 
Mr.  Casenower,  dryly, 

"  Father  thinks  you  will  make  me  the  laughing-stock 
of  the  market,  sir,"  said  Robert,  with  a  faint  smile  ; 
"  but  never  mind  hini,  sir,  T  shall  try  and  oblige 
you." 

"You  are  a  good  fellow,  Robert.  I  must  go  to  Mrs. 
Hathorn,"  and  off  he  bustled  again. 
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"  Father,"  began  Kobert ;  but  before  he  could  open  his 
subject,  voices  were  heard  outside,  and  Mrs.  Mayfield 
came  in,  followed  by  Richard  Hickman. 

"  Tic,  tic,  tic ! "  said  poor  Robert,  peevishly,  for  he 
foresaw  endless  interruptions. 

Mr.  Hickman  had  been  for  some  minutes  past  em- 
ployed in  the  agreeable  occupation  of  bringing  Mrs.  May- 
held  to  the  point ;  but  for  various  reasons  Mrs.  Mayfield 
did  not  want  to  be  brought  to  the  point  that  forenoon. 
One  of  those  reasons  was,  that  although  she  liked  Hick- 
man well  enough  to  marry  him,  she  liked  somebody  else 
better,  and  she  was  not  yet  sure  as  to  this  person's  inten- 
tions. She  wanted,  therefore,  to  be  certain  she  could  not 
have  Paul,  before  she  committed  herself  to  Peter.  Now, 
certain  ladies,  when  they  do  not  want  to  be  brought  to 
the  point,  have  ways  of  avoiding  it  that  a  man  would 
hardly  hit  upon.  One  of  them  is,  to  be  constantly  mov- 
ing about ;  for,  they  argue,  "  If  he  can't  pin  my  body  to 
any  spot,  he  can't  pin  my  soul,  for  my  soul  is  contained 
in  my  body,"  and  there  is  a  certain  vulgar  philosophy  in 
this.  Another  is,  to  be  so  absorbed  in  some  small  matter, 
that  just  then  they  cannot  do  justice  to  the  larger  ques- 
tion, and  so  modestly  postpone  it. 

"  Will  1  be  yours  till  death  us  do  part  ?  now,  how 
can  I  tell  you  just  now  ?  such  a  question  demands  at 
least  some  attention  ;  and  look  at  this  hole  in  my  lace 
collar,  which  I  am  mending  ;  if  I  don't  give  my  whole 
soul  to  it,  how  can  I  mend  it  properly  ?  " 

Mr.  Hickman  had  no  sooner  shown  Mrs.  Mayfield  that 
he  wanted  to  bring  her  to  the  point,  than  he  found  him- 
self in  for  some  hard  work ;  twice  he  had  to  cross  the 
farmyard  with  her :  he  had  to  take  up  a  sickly  chicken 
and  pronounce  upon  its  ailment.  He  had  to  get  some 
milk  in  a  pail  and  give  one  of  her  calves  a  drink.  He 
had  to  bring  one  cow  from  paddock  to  stall,  and  another 
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from  stall  to  paddock  ;  and  when  all  this  and  much  more 
was  done,  the  lady  caught  sight  of  our  friends  in  the 
Hathorns'  kitchen,  and  crying  briskly,  "  Come  this  way," 
led  Mr.  Hickman  into  company  where  she  knew  he  could 
not  press  the  inopportune  topic. 

"  Curse  her ! "  muttered  the  enamoured  one,  as  he 
followed  her  into  the  Hathorns'  kitchen. 

After  the  usual  greetings,  the  farmer  observing  Robert's 
impatience,  said  to  Hickman,  "  If  you  will  excuse  me  for 
a  minute,  farmer,  Robert  wants  to  speak  to  me ;  we  are 
going  towards  the  barn."  He  then  beckoned  Mrs.  May- 
tield,  and  whispered  in  her  ear,  "  Don't  let  this  one  set 
you  against  my  Robert  that  is  worth  a  hundred  of  him." 

Mrs.  Mayfield  whispered  in  return,  "  And  don't  let 
your  Robert  shillysluilly  so,  because  this  one  does  not  — 
You  understand." 

"  All  right,"  replied  Hathorn,  "  ten  to  one  if  it  is  not 
you  he  wants  to  speak  to  me  about." 

Hathorn  and  his  son  tlien  sauntered  into  the  farmyard, 
and  Hickman  gained  what  he  had  been  trying  for  so 
long,  a  quiet  tete-a-tete  with  Mrs.  Mayfield  —  for  all  that, 
if  a  woman  is  one  of  those  that  have  a  wish,  it  is  danger- 
ous to  drive  her  to  the  point. 

"  Well,  Mrs.  Mayfield,"  said  he  quietly  but  firmly, 
"  I  am  courting  you  this  six  months,  and"  now  I  should 
be  glad  to  have  my  answer.  '  Yes,'  or  '  No,'  if  you 
please." 

Mrs.  Mayfield  sidled  towards  tlie  window  ;  it  com- 
manded the  farmyard:  Robert  and  liis  father  were  walk- 
ing slowly  up  and  down  by  the  side  of  the  farmyard 
pond.  Mrs.  Mayfield  watched  them  intently,  then  half 
turning  towai'ds  Hickman,  she  said  slowly,  "Why,  as  to 
that,  Mr.  Hickman,  you  have  certainly  come  after  me 
awhile,  and  l"ll  not,  deny  I  lind  you  very  good  company; 
but  I  liavc  been  )iiari-i(Ml  oncte  and  made  a  great  mistake, 
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as  you  have  heard,  I  dare  say  ;  so  now  I  am  obliged  to  be 
cautious." 

''  What,  are  you  afraid  of  my  temper,  Kose  ?  I  am 
not  reckoned  a  bad-tempered  one,  any  more  than  your- 
self." 

"Oh, 'no!  I  have  no  fault  to  find  with  you  —  only  we 
have  not  been  acquainted  so  very  long." 

"That  is  a  fault  will  mend  every  day." 

"  Of  course  it  will ;  well,  when  you  are  settled  on 
Bix,  we  shall  see  you  mostly  every  day,  and  then  we 
shall  know  one  another  better ;  for  if  you  have  no  faults, 
I  have ;  and  then  you  will  know  better  what  sort  of  a 
bargain  you  are  making;  and  then  —  we  will  see  about 
it." 

"  Better  tell  the  truth,"  said  the  all-observant  Hickman. 

"  The  truth  !  " 

"  Ay  !  that  the  old  man  wants  you  to  marry  Bob 
Hathorn.     Oh  !  I  am  down  upon  him  this  many  a  day." 

"  Robert  Hathorn  is  nothing  to  me,"  replied  the  May- 
field,  "  but  since  you  put  him  in  my  head,  I  confess  I 
might  do  worse." 

"  How  could  you  do  worse  than  marry  a  lad  who  has 
nothing  but  his  two  arms  ?  " 

Mrs.  Mayfield,  looking  slyly  through  the  window,  ob- 
served Robert  and  his  father  to  be  in  earnest  conversa- 
tion; this  somewhat  colored  her  answer.  She  replied 
quickly,  "Better  poor  and  honest,  than  half  rich  and 
three  parts  of  a  rogue  !  " 

"  Is  that  for  me,  if  you  please  ?  "  said  Hickman,  calmly 
but  firmly. 

"  No !  I  don't  say  it  is,"  replied  the  lady,  fearful  she 
had  gone  too  far ;  "  but  still  I  wonder  at  your  choosing 
this  time  for  pressing  me." 

"  Why  not  this  time,  as  well  as  another,  pray  ?  "  and 
Hickman  eyed  her  intently,  though  secretly. 
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"  Why  not  I  "  said  she,  and  she  paused ;  for  the  dia- 
logue between  Hathorn  and  his  son  was  now  so  animated, 
that  the  father's  tones  reached  even  to  her  ear. 

"  Ay  !  why  not  ?  "  rejDeated  Hickman. 

The  lady  turned  on  him,  and  with  a  sudden  change  of 
manner,  said  very  sharply,  "  Ask  your  own  conscience." 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean." 

"I'll  tell  you.  This  old  Patrick  was  miscalling  you, 
when  he  fell  ill.  They  say  it  was  a  stroke  of  the  sun  — 
maybe  it  was ;  but  I  should  say  passion  had  something 
to  do  with  it  too :  the  old  man  said  words  to  you  that 
none  of  the  others  noticed,  but  I  did.  He  said  as  much 
as  that  you  had  robbed  some  one  of  what  is  before  life 
in  this  world." 

"  Ay,  and  what  is  before  life,  I  wonder  ?  "  asked  the 
satirical  Hickman. 

"  Why,  nothing,"  replied  the  frank  Mrs.  Mayfield, 
"if  you  go  to  that;  but  it  is  a  common  saying  that  'a 
good  name  is  before  life,'  and  that  is  what  the  old  man 
meant." 

"  I  wonder  you  should  take  any  notice  of  what  that 
old  man  says,  and  above  all  his  daughter." 

"  His  daughter,  Mr.  Hickman !  Why,  I  never  men- 
tioned his  daughter,  for  my  part.  You  have  been  and 
put  your  own  bricks  on  my  foundation." 

Hickman  looked  confused. 

'•  You  are  a  fool,  Richard  Hickman !  You  have  told 
me  more  than  I  knew,  and  I  see  more  than  you  tell  me. 
You  have  led  that  girl  astray,  and  deserted  her  likely, 
you  little  scamp  !"     (Hickman  was  five  foot  ten.) 

"  Nonsense  !  "  put  in  Hickman,  "  That  Rachael  shall 
never  come  between  you  and  me ;  but  I'll  tell  you  who 
the  girl  stands  between  :  you  and  your  Robert,  tliat  tlie 
farmer  wants  to  put  in  the  traces  with  you  against  his 
will." 
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"  You  are  a  liar ! "  cried  Eose  Mayfield,  coloring  to 
her  temples. 

Hickman  answered  coolly,  ''Thank  you  for  the  com- 
pliment, Rose.  No,  it  is  the  truth.  You  see,  when  a 
man  is  wrapped  up  in  a  woman,  as  I  am  in  you,  he  finds 
out  everything  that  concerns  her ;  and  your  boy  Tom 
tells  me  that  Robert  is  as  fond  of  her  as  a  cow  of  a 
calf." 

"  He  fond  of  that  Rachael !     No  !  " 

"Why,  Rachael  is  a  well-looking  lass,  if  you  go  to 
that." 

"And  so  she  is,"  pondered  Mrs.  Mayfield;  and  in  a 
moment  many  little  circumstances  in  Robert's  conduct 
became  clear  by  this  new  light  Hickman  had  given  her. 
She  struggled,  and  recovered  her  outward  composure. 
"  Well,"  said  she,  stoutly,  "  what  is  it  to  me  ?  " 

"  Why,  not  much,  I  hope.  Give  me  your  hand,  Rose  ; 
/  don't  fancy  any  girl  but  you.  And  name  the  day,  if 
you  will  be  so  good." 

"  No,  no ! "  said  Rose  Mayfield,  nearly  crying  with 
vexation.  "  I  won't  marry  any  of  you,  a  set  of  rogues 
and  blockheads.  And  if  it  is  true,  I  don't  thank  you 
for  telling  me.  You  are  a  sly,  spiteful  dog,  and  I  don't 
care  how  often  you  ride  past  my  house  without  hooking 
bridle  to  the  gate,  Dick  Hickman." 

Hickman  bit  his  lips,  but  he  kept  his  temper. 
"  What !  all  this  because  Bob  Hathorn's  taste  is  not  so 
good  as  mine  !     Ought  I  to  suffer  for  his  folly  ?  " 

"  Oh,  it  is  not  for  that,  don't  think  it.  But  I  don't 
want  a  lover  that  has  ruined  other  women;  it  is  not 
lucky,  to  say  the  least." 

"What,  all  this  because  a  girl  jumped  into  my  arms 
one  day !  Why,  I  am  not  so  hard  upon  you.  I  hear 
tales  about  you,  you  know,  but  I  only  laugh  —  even 
about  Frank  Fairfield  and  you.     (Mrs.  Mayfield  gave  a 
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little  start.)  Neither  you  nor  I  are  angels,  you  know. 
Why  should  we  be  hard  on  one  another  ?  " 

Mrs.  Mayiield,  red  as  fire,  interrupted  him.  "My 
faults,  if  I  have  any,  have  hurt  me  only ;  but  yours 
never  hurt  3'ou,  and  ruined  others  ;  and  you  say  no 
more  about  me  than  you  know,  or  you  will  get  a  slap  in 
the  mouth  —  and  —  there's  my  door  ;  you  take  it  at  a 
word,  and  I'll  excuse  any  further  visits  from  you,  Mr. 
Hickman." 

These  words,  Avith  a  finger  pointing  to  the  door,  and 
a  flashing  eye,  left  nothing  for  Hickman  but  to  retire, 
which  he  did  boiling  with  indignation,  mortification,  and 
revenge.  "  This  is  all  along  of  Rachael.  She  has  blown 
me,"  muttered  he  between  his  teeth.  ''I  have  got  the 
bag;  you  sha'n't  gain  anything  by  it,  Rachael !  " 

It  will  be  remembered  that  when  Patrick  lay  dying 
or  dead,  as  supposed,  this  Hickman  had  a  good  impulse, 
and  told  Rachael  he  would  never  desert  her  :  in  this  he 
was  perfectly  sincere  at  the  moment.  People  utterly 
destitute  of  princijjle  abound  in  impulses.  They  have 
good  impulses,  which  come  to  nothing  or  next  to  noth- 
ing ;  and  bad  impulses,  which  they  put  in  practice. 

Mr,  Hickman  had  time  to  think  over  his  good  im- 
pulse, and,  accordingly,  he  thought  better  of  it,  and 
found  that  Rose  Mayfield  was  too  great  a  ])rize  to  resign. 
He  therefore  kept  out  of  the  way  more  than  a  week  (a 
suspicious  circumstance,  which  Mrs.  Mayfield  did  not 
fail  to  couple  with  old  Patrick's  words),  and  his  pity 
for  Rachael  evaporated  in  all  that  time.  *'  What  the 
worse  is  she  for  me  now  ?  Hang  her,  I  offered  her 
money,  and  what  not ;  but  I  su})])0se  nothing  Avill  serve 
her  turn  but  hooking  me  for  life,  or  else  having  her 
spite  out,  and  spilling  my  milk  for  me  here." 

It  was  a  fixed  notion  in  this  man's  mind,  that  Rachael 
would  do  all  she  could  to  ruin  his  suit  with  Mrs.  May- 
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field,  and  when  lie  got  the  ''sack,"  or,  as  he  vulgarly 
called  it,  "the  bag,"  he  attributed  it,  in  spite  of  Rose 
IMayfield's  denial,  to  some  secret  revelation  on  Rachael's 
part,  and  a  furious  impulse  to  be  revenged  on  her  took 
possession  of  him. 

Now  this  bad  impulse,  unlike  his  good  one,  had  no 
time  to  cool.  As  he  went  towards  the  stable,  in  luck 
would  have  it  he  should  meet  Robert  Hathorn.  At  sight 
of  him  our  worthy  acted  upon  his  impulse.  Robert, 
.who  was  coming  hastily  from  his  father,  with  his  brow 
knit  and  his  countenance  flushed,  would  have  passed 
Hickman  with  the  usual  greeting,  but  Hickman  would 
not  let  him  off  so  easily. 

"  What,  so  you  have  got  my  old  lass  here  still,  Master 
Robert  ?  " 

"  Your  old  lass  !     Not  that  I  know  of." 

"  Rachael  Wright,  you  know." 

"  Rachael  Wright,  your  lass  !  " 

"  Ay  !  and  a  very  nice  lass  too,  till  we  fell  out.  She 
gave  me  a  broad  hint  just  now,  but  I  am  for  higher 
game.  You  could  not  lend  me  a  spur,  could  you,  Mr. 
Robert  ?     Mine  is  broken." 

"No." 

"Never  mind  ;  good-morning,  good-morning  !  " 

Hickman's  looks  and  contemptuous  tones  had  eked 
out  the  few  words  with  which  he  had  stabbed  Robert, 
and,  together  with  the  libertine  character  of  the  man, 
had  effectually  blackened  Rachael  in  Robert's  eyes. 

This  done,  away  went  the  poisoner,  and  chuckled  as 
he  went. 

Robert  Hathorn  stood  pale  as  death,  looking  after  him. 
To  this  stupefaction  succeeded  a  feeling  of  sickness,  and 
a  sense  of  despair,  and  Robert  sat  down  upon  the  shaft 
of  an  empty  cart,  and  gazed  with  stony  eye  upon  the 
ground   at   his   feet.     His   feelings  were    inexpressibly 
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bitter.  Where  was  he  to  hope  to  find  a  woman  he  could 
respect,  if  this  paragon  was  a  girl  of  loose  conduct  ? 
Then  came  remorse :  for  this  Rachael  he  had  this 
moment  all  but  quarrelled  with  his  father  —  their  first 
serious  misunderstanding.  After  a  fierce  struggle  with 
himself,  he  forced  himself  to  see  that  she  must  be 
wrenched  out  of  his  heart.  He  rose,  pale  but  stern, 
after  a  silent  agony  that  lasted  a  full  hour,  though  to 
him  it  seemed  but  a  minute,  and  went  and  looked  after 
his  father.  He  found  him  in  the  barn  watching  the 
threshers,  but  like  one  who  did  not  see  what  he  was 
looking  at.  His  countenance  was  fallen  and  sad;  the 
great  and  long-cherished  wish  of  his  heart  had  been 
shaken,  and  by  his  son ;  and  then  he  had  given  that  son 
bitter  and  angry  words,  and  threatened  him ;  and  that 
son  had  answered  respectfully,  but  firmly  as  iron,  a)ul 
the  old  man's  heart  began  to  sink. 

He  looked  up,  and  there  was  Robert  pale  and  stern, 
looking  steadfastly  at  him  with  an  expression  he  quite 
misunderstood.  Old  Hathorn  lifted  his  head,  and  said 
sharply  and  bitterly  to  his  son,  — 

"  Well  ?  " 

"  Father,"  said  Robert,  in  a  languid  voice,  "  I  am 
come  to  ask  your  pardon." 

Farmer  Hathorn  looked  astonished.     Robert  went  on  : 

"  ril  marry  any  woman  you  like,  father  —  they  are 
all  one  to  me  now." 

"  Why,  what  is  the  matter,  Bob  ?  that  is  too  much  the 
other  way." 

"  And  if  I  said  anything  to  vex  you,  forgive  me,  father, 
if  you  please." 

"  No,  no,  no  ! "  cried  old  Hathorn,  ''  no  more  about  it, 
Bob;  there  was  no  one  to  blame  but  my  hasty  temper  — 
no  more  about  it.  Wliy,  if  tlie  poor  clia})  liasn't  taken 
it  quite  to  heart,  liasn't  a  morsel  of  color  left  in  his 
cheek ! " 
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"  Never  mind  my  looks,"  gasped  Eobert. 

"  And  don't  you  mind  my  words  either  then.  Robert, 
you  have  made  me  happier  than  I  have  been  any  time 
this  twenty  years." 

''I  am  glad  of  it,"  faltered  Eobert.  "I'll  look  to 
this  if  you  have  anything  else  to  do."  He  wanted  to 
be  alone. 

'^  Thank  you.  Bob ;  I  want  to  go  into  the  village  ; 
keep  up  your  heart,  my  lad.  She  is  the  best-looking 
woman  I  know,  with  the  best  heart  I  ever  met,  and  I 
am  older  than  you:  and  you  see  the  worst  of  her  the 
first  day ;  her  good  part  you  are  never  at  the  bottom  of ; 
it  is  just  the  contrary  with  the  sly  ones.  There,  there  ! 
I'll  say  no  more.  Good-by."  And  away  went  the  old 
farmer,  radiant. 

"  Be  happy,"  sobbed  Robert ;  "  I  am  glad  there  is  one 
happy."  And  he  sat  down  cold  as  a  stone  in  his  father's 
place.  After  awhile  he  rose  and  walked  listlessly  about, 
till  at  last  his  feet  carried  him  through  habit  into  his 
father's  kitchen  ;  on  entering  it  his  whole  frame  took  a 
sudden  thrill,  for  he  found  Rachael  there  t^ang  up  her 
bundle  for  a  journey.  She  had  heard  his  step,  and  her 
head  was  turned  away  from  the  door ;  but  near  her  was 
a  small  round,  old-fashioned  mirror,  and  glancing  into 
this  Robert  saw  that  tears  were  stealing  down  her  face. 


CHAPTER   IV. 


Old  Hathorn  paced  down  the  village  with  his  oak 
stick,  a  happy  man  ;  but  for  all  that  he  was  a  little  mys- 
tified. But  two  hours  ago  Robert  had  told  him  he  loved 
Rachael,  and  had  asked  his  leave  to  marry  her,  and  in 
answer  to  his  angry,   or  to  speak    more  correctly,   his 
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violent  refusal,  had  told  liim  his  heart  was-  bound  up  in 
her,  and  he  would  rather  die  than  marry  any  other 
woman.  What  could  have  worked  such  a  sudden  change 
in  the  young  man's  mind  ?  "  Maybe  I  shall  find  out," 
was  his  concluding  reflection  ;  and  he  was  right ;  he 
did  find  out,  and  the  information  came  from  a  most 
unexpected  quarter.  As  he  passed  the  village  public- 
house  he  was  hailed  from  the  parlor-window ;  he  looked 
up,  and  at  it  was  Farmer  Hickman,  mug  in  hand.  Now, 
to  tell  the  truth,  Hathorn  was  not  averse  to  ale,  espe- 
cially at  another  man's  expense,  and,  thought  he, 
"  Farmer  is  getting  beery,  looks  pretty  red  in  the  face  ; 
I'll  see  if  I  can't  pump  something  out  of  him  about  him 
and  Rose."  So  he  joined  Hickman  ;  and  in  about  half 
an  hour  he  also  was  redder  in  the  face  than  nature  in- 
tended. 

If  the  wit  is  out  when  the  wine  is  in,  Avhat  must  it 
be  when  the  beer  is  in  ? 

Old  Hathorn  and  Hickman  were  much  freer  over  their 
glass  than  they  had  ever  been  before,  and  Hathorn 
pumped  Hickman;  but  inasmuch  as  Hickman  desired  to 
be  pumped,  and  Avas  rather  cunninger  half-drunk  than 
sober,  the  old  farmer  drew  out  of  him  nothing  about 
Rose,  but  he  elicited  an  artful  and  villanous  mixture  of 
truth  and  falsehood  about  Rachael  Wright ;  it  was  not 
a  vague  sketch  like  that  with  which  he  had  destroyed 
Robert's  happiness  ;  it  was  along,  circumstantial  history, 
full  of  discolored  truths  and  equivoques,  and  embellished 
with  one  or  two  good  honest  lies  ;  but  of  these  there 
were  not  many  ;  poor  Richard  could  not  be  honest  even 
in  dealing  with  the  Devil :  a  great  error;  since  that  per- 
sonage is  not  to  be  cheated  ;  honesty  is  your  only  card 
in  any  little  transaction  with  him.  The  symposium 
broke  up.  Hickman's  horse  was  led  round ;  he  mounted, 
bade  Hatliorn  good   day,  and  went  off.     In  j)assing  the 
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farm  his  red  face  turned  black,  and  lie  shook  his  fist  at 
it,  and  said,  — 

"Fight  it  out  now  amongst  ye."  And  the  poisoner 
cantered  away. 

In  leading  Robert  Hathorn  and  others  so  far,  we  have 
shot  ahead  of  some  little  matters  which  must  not  be  left 
behind,  since  without  them  the  general  posture  which 
things  had  reached  when  Eobert  found  Rachael  tying  up 
her  bundle  could  hardly  be  understood. 

When  Mrs.  Mayfield  gave  Hickman  "  the  sack,"  or  as 
that  coarse  young  man  called  it,  "the  bag,"  she  was  in  a 
towering  passion,  and  not  being  an  angel,  but  a  female 
with  decided  virtues  and  abominable  faults,  she  was  just 
now  in  anything  but  a  Christian  temper,  and  woe  to  all 
who  met  her ! 

The  first  adventurer  was  Mr.  Casenower :  he  saw  her 
at  a  distance,  for  she  had  come  out  of  the  house  in  which 
she  found  she  could  hardly  breathe,  and  came  towards 
her  with  a  face  all  wreathed  in  smiles.  Mr.  Casenower 
had  of  late  made  many  tenders  of  his  affection  to  her, 
which  she  had  parried  by  positively  refusing  to  see  any- 
thing more  than  a  jest  in  them ;  but  Casenower,  who 
was  perfectly  good-humored  and  light-hearted,  had  taken 
no  offence  at  this,  nor  would  he  consider  this  sort  of 
thing  a  refusal ;  in  short,  he  told  her  plainly  that  it 
gave  him  great  pleasure  to  afford  her  merriment,  even 
at  his  own  expense ;  only  he  should  not  leave  off  hoping 
until  she  took  his  proposal  into  serious  consideration; 
that  done,  and  his  fate  seriously  pronounced,  he  told  her 
she  should  find  he  was  too  much  of  a  gentleman  not  to 
respect  a  lady's  will :  only,  when  the  final  "  No  "  was 
pronounced,  he  should  leave  the  farm,  since  he  could 
not  remain  in  it  and  see  its  brightest  attraction  given  to 
another.  Here  he  caught  her  on  the  side  of  her  good- 
nature, and  she  replied,  "Well,  I  am  not  anybody's  yet." 
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She  said  to  horself,  "  The  poor  soul  seems  happy  here, 
with  his  garden,  and  his  farm  of  two  acres,  and  his 
nonsense :  and  why  drive  the  silly  goose  away  before 
the  time  ?  "  So  she  suspended  the  final  "  No,"  and  he 
continued  to  offer  admiration,  and  she  to  laugh  at  it. 

It  must  be  owned,  moreover,  that  she  began,  at  times, 
to  have  a  sort  of  humorous  terror  of  this  man.  A 
woman  knows  by  experience  that  it  is  the  fate  of  a 
woman  not  to  do  what  she  would  like,  and  to  do  just  what 
she  would  rather  not,  and  often,  though  apparently  free, 
to  be  fettered  by  cobwebs,  and  driven  into  some  unwel- 
come corner  by  whips  of  gossamer.  One  day  Mesdames 
Hathorn  and  Mayfield  had  looked  out  of  the  parlor- 
window  into  the  garden,  and  there  they  saw  Mr.  Case- 
nower,  running  wildly  among  the  beds,  with  his  hat  in  his 
hand. 

"  What  is  up  now  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Mayfield,  scornfully. 

"  I  dare  say  it  is  a  butterfly,"  was  the  answer ;  "  he 
collects  them." 

"  What  a  fool  he  is  !  " 

"  He  is  a  good  soul,  for  all  that." 

"  Fools  mostly  are  —  Jane  ! "  said  Mrs.  Mayfield,  very 
solemnly. 

"  Yes,  Rose  !  " 

"Look  at  that  man;  look  at  him  well,  if  ?/o?<  please. 
Of  all  the  men  tliat  pester  me,  that  is  the  one  that  is  the 
most  ridiculous  in  my  eye.  Ha !  ha !  the  butterfly  has 
got  safe  over  the  wall,  I'm  so  glad ;  —  Jane  ! " 

"  Well ! " 

"  You  mark  my  word  —  I  sha'n't  have  the  butterfly's 
luck." 

"  ^Vhat  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"That  man  is  to  be  my  husband  !  —  that  is  all." 

"  La,  Eose,  how  can  you  talk  so  ?  you  know  he  is  the 
last  man  you  will  ever  take." 
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"  Of  course  he  is,  and  so  he  will  take  me ;  I  feel  he 
will ;  I  can't  bear  the  sight  of  him,  so  he  is  sure  to  be 
the  man ;  you  will  see  !  —  you  will  see  ! "  and  casting  on 
her  cousin  a  look  that  was  a  marvellous  compound  of  fun 
and  bitterness,  she  left  the  room  brusquely,  with  one 
savage  glance  flung  over  her  shoulder  into  the  garden. 

I  do  not  say  that  such  misgivings  were  frequent ; 
this  was  once  in  a  way  ;  still  it  is  characteristic,  and  the 
reader  is  entitled  to  it. 

Mr.  Casenower  then  came  to  Mrs.  Mayfield,  and  pre- 
sented her  with  a  clove  pink  from  his  garden  ;  he  took  off 
his  hat  with  a  flourish,  and  said,  with  an  innocent  but 
somewhat  silly  playfulness,  "  Accept  this,  fair  lady,  in 
token  that  some  day  you  will  accept  the  grower." 

The  gracious  lady  replied  by  slapping  the  pink  out  of 
his  hand,  and  saying,  "  That  is  how  I  accept  the  pair." 

Mr.  Casenower  colored  very  high,  and  the  water  came 
into  his  eyes ;  but  Mrs.  Mayfield  turned  her  back  on 
him,  and  flounced  into  her  own  house.  When  there,  she 
felt  she  had  been  harsh,  and  looking  out  of  the  window, 
she  saw  poor  Casenower  standing  dejected  on  the  spot 
where  siie  had  left  him ;  she  saw  him  stoop  and  pick  up 
the  pink ;  he  eyed  it  sorrowfully,  placed  it  in  his  bosom, 
and  then  moved  droopingly  away. 

"  What  a  brute  I  am  ! "  was  the  Mayfield's  first  reflec- 
tion.    "  I  hate  you  I "  was  the  second. 

So  then,  being  discontented  with  herself,  she  accu- 
mulated bitterness,  and  in  this  mood  flounced  into  the 
garden,  for  she  saw  Mrs.  Hathorn  there.  When  she 
reached  her,  she  found  that  her  cousin  was  looking  at 
Rachael,  who  was  cutting  spinach  for  dinner  while  the 
old  corporal,  seated  at  some  little  distance,  watched 
his  granddaughter ;  and  as  he  watched  her,  his  dim 
eye  lighted  every  now  and  then  with  affection  and 
intelligence. 
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Mrs.  Mayfield  did  not  look  at  tlie  picture  ;  all  she  saw 
was  Kachael ;  and  after  a  few  trivial  words,  she  said  to 
Mrs.  Hathorn  in  an  undertone,  but  loud  enough  to  be 
heard  by  Rachael,  "  Are  these  two  going  to  live  with  us 
altogether  ?  " 

Mrs.  Hathorn  did  not  answer ;  she  colored  and  cast  a 
deprecating  look  at  her  cousin  :  Rachael  rose  from  her 
knees,  and  said  to  Patrick  in  an  undertone,  the  exact 
counterpart  of  Mrs.  Mayfield's  :  "  Grandfather,  we  have 
been  here  long  enough,  come"  —  and  she  led  him  into 
the  house. 

There  is  a  dignity  in  silent  unobtrusive  sorrow,  and 
some  such  dignity  seemed  to  belong  to  this  village  girl 
Rachael,  and  to  wait  upon  all  she  said  or  did;  and  this 
seemed  to  put  everybody  in  the  wrong  who  did  or  said 
anything  against  her.  When  she  led  off  her  grandfather 
with  those  few  firm  sad  words,  in  the  utterance  of  which 
she  betrayed  no  particle  of  anger  or  pique,  Mrs.  Hathorn 
cast  a  glance  of  timid  reproach  at  her  cousin,  and  she 
herself  turned  paler  directly  ;  but  she  replied  to  ]\Irs. 
Hathorn's  look  only  by  a  disdainful  toss  of  the  head, 
and  not  choosing  to  talk  upon  the  subject,  she  flounced 
in  again  and  shut  herself  up  in  her  own  parlor  —  there 
she  walked  up  and  down  like  a  little  hyena.  Presently 
she  caught  sight  of  the  old  farmer,  standing  like  a 
statue,  near  the  very  place  where  Robert  had  left  him 
after  announcing  his  love  for  Rachael  and  his  determina- 
tion to  marry  no  other  woman.  At  sight  of  the  farmer, 
an  idea  struck  Mrs.  Mayfield  —  "That  Hickman  is  a  liar 
after  all ;  don't  let  me  be  too  hasty  in  believing  all  this 
about  Robert  and  that  girl.     I'll  draw  the  farmer." 

"  I'll  draw  the  farmer  ! "  my  refined  reader  is  looking 
to  me  to  explain  the  lady's  [)hraseol{)gy.  That  wliich  in 
country  parlance  is  called  "  drawing,"  is  also  an  art,  0 
])encil  —  men  that  liave  lived  thirty  or  forty  years  and 
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done  business  in  this  wicked  world,  learn  to  practise  it  at 
odd  times.  Women  have  not  to  wait  for  that ;  it  is  born 
wath  most  of  them  an  instinct,  not  an  art.  It  works 
thus :  you  suspect  something,  but  you  don't  know :  you 
catch  some  one  who  does  know,  and  you  talk  to  him  as 
if  you  knew  all  about  it.  Then,  if  he  is  not  quite  on  his 
guard,  he  lets  out  what  you  wanted  to  know. 

Mrs.  Mayfield  walked  up  to  Hathorn  with  a  great  ap- 
pearance of  unpremeditated  wrath,  and  said  to  him,  "  A 
line  fool  you  have  been  making  of  me,  pretending  your 
Robert  looked  my  way,  when  he  is  over  head  and  ears  in 
love  with  that  Rachael." 

"  Oh !  "  cried  the  farmer,  "  what,  the  fool  has  been  and 
told  you  too  ! " 

"  So  it  is  true,  then  ?  "  cried  the  Mayfield  sharply. 

Machiavel  No.  2  saw  his  mistake  too  late,  and  tried  to 
hark  back.  "  No  :  he  is  not  over  head  and  ears  ;  it  is  all 
nonsense  and  folly  ;  it  wdll  pass.  You  set  your  back  to 
mine,  and  we  will  soon  bring  the  ninny  to  his  senses." 

"  I  back  you  to  force  your  son  my  way  ! "  cried  Rose 
in  a  fury ;  "  what  do  I  care  for  your  son,  or  you  either  ? 
Let  him  marry  his  Rachael.  The  donkey  will  find  whether 
your  mock-modest  ones  are  better  or  worse  than  the  frank 
ones  —  ha,  ha !  " 

'•'Rose,"  cried  the  farmer,  illumined  with  sudden  hope, 
"  if  you  know  anything  against  her,  you  tell  me,  and  I'll 
tell  Robert." 

"  No,"  said  she,  throwing  up  her  nose  into  the  air  in  a 
manner  pretty  to  behold  ;  "  I  am  no  scandal-monger.  It 
is  your  affair,  not  mine.  Let  him  marry  his  Rachael. 
Ha,  ha,  oh ! "  and  off  she  went,  laughing  with  malice  and 
choking  with  vexation. 

There  now  remained  to  insult  only  Robert  and  Mrs. 
Hathorn.      But   the    virago   was    afuaid   to   scold   Mrs. 
Hathorn,  who  she  knew  would  burst  out  crying  at  the 
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first  hard  word,  and  then  she  wouhl  have  to  beg  the 
poor  soul's  pardon ;  and  Robert  she  could  not  find  just 
then.  Poor  fellow,  at  this  very  moment  he  was  writh- 
ing under  Hickman's  insinuations,  and  tearing  his  own 
heart  to  pieces  in  his  efforts  to  tear  Rachael  from  it. 

So  the  Mayfield  ran  up-stairs  to  her  own  bedroom  and 
locked  herself  in ;  for  she  did  not  want  sense,  and  she 
began  to  see  and  feel  that  she  was  hardly  safe  to  be 
about. 

Meantime  Rachael  had  come  to  take  leave  of  Mrs. 
Hathorn.  That  good  lady  remonstrated,  but  feebl3\ 
She  felt  that  there  would  never  be  peace  now  till  the 
poor  girl  was  gone.  But  she  insisted  upon  one  thing,  — 
the  old  man,  in  his  weak  state,  should  not  go  on  foot. 

"  You  are  free  to  go  or  stay  for  me,  Rachael,"  said  she, 
"  but  if  you  go,  I  will  not  have  any  harm  come  to  the 
poor  old  man  within  ten  miles  of  this  door." 

So,  to  get  away,  Rachael  consented  to  take  a  horse  and 
cart  of  the  farmer's,  and  this  is  how  it  came  about  that 
Robert  found  Rachael  tying  up  her  bundle  of  clothes. 
Her  tears  fell  upon  her  little  bundle  as  she  tied  it. 


CHAPTER  V. 


Robert  Hathorn  had  found  in  Plickman's  insinuations 
a  natural  solution  of  all  that  had  puzzled  him  in  Rachael. 
She  was  the  deserted  mistress  of  a  man  whom  she  still 
loved.  Acting  on  this,  he  apologized  to  his  father,  placed 
his  future  fate  with  heart-sick  indifference  in  that  father's 
hands,  and  despaired  of  the  female  sex,  and  resigned  all 
hoj^e  of  lieart-happiness  in  this  world.  Jiut  all  this  time 
Rachael  had  been  out  of  sight.  She  stood  now  before 
him  in  person,  and  the  sight  of  her,  beautiful,  retiring, 
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submissive,  sorrowful,  smote  his  heart  and  bewildered 
his  mind.  Looking  at  her,  he  could  not  see  the  possi- 
bility of  this  creature  having  ever  been  Hickman's  mis- 
tress. He  accused  himself  of  having  been  too  hasty. 
He  would  have  given  worlds  to  recall  the  words  that  had 
made  his  father  so  happy,  and  was  even  on  the  point  of 
leaving  the  kitchen  to  do  so  ;  but,  on  second  thoughts,  he 
determined  to  try  and  learn  from  E-achael  herself  whether 
there  was  any  trutli  in  Hickman's  scandal,  and  if  there 
was,  to  think  of  her  no  more. 

"What  are  you  doing,  Rachael?" 

'•1  am  tying  up  my  things  to  go.  Master  Robert." 

''  To  go  ?  " 

^'  Yes.  We  have  been  a  burden  to  your  mother  some 
time ;  still,  as  I  did  the  work  of  the  house,  I  thought  my 
grandfather  would  not  be  so  very  much  in  the  way.  But 
I  got  a  plain  hint  from  Mrs.  Mayfield  just  now." 

"  Confound  her  !  " 

"No,  sir;  we  are  not  to  forget  months  of  kindness  for 
a  moment  of  ill-humor.  So  I  am  going,  Mr.  Robert,  and 
now  I  have  only  to  thank  you  for  all  your  kindness  and 
civility.  We  are  very  grateful,  and  wish  we  could  make 
a  return,  but  that  is  not  in  our  power.  But  grandfather 
is  an  old  man  near  his  grave,  and  he  shall  pray  for  you 
by  name  every  night,  and  so  will  I ;  so  then,  as  we  are 
very  poor,  and  have  no  hopes  but  from  Heaven,  it  is  to 
be  thought  the  Almighty  will  hear  us,  and  bless  you, 
sleeping  and  waking,  for  being  so  good  to  the  unfortu- 
nate." 

Robert  hid  his  face  in  his  hands  a  moment.  This  was 
the  first  time  she  had  ever  spoken  to  him  so  warmly  and 
so  sweetly,  and  at  what  a  moment  of  dark  suspicion  had 
these  words  come  to  him.  Robert  recovered  himself,  and 
said  to  Rachael,  ''Are  you  sure  that  is  the  real  cause  of 
your  leaving  us  so  sudden  ?  " 
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Eachael  looked  perplexed.  "Indeed,  I  think  so,  Mr. 
Robert.  At  least,  I  should  not  have  gone  this  very  day 
but  for  that." 

"  Ah,  but  you  know  very  well  you  had  made  up  your 
mind  to  go  before  that." 

"  Of  course  I  looked  to  go  some  day.  We  don't  belong 
here,  grandfather  and  I." 

"  That  is  not  it  either.  Rachael,  there  is  an  ill  report 
sprung  up  about  you." 

"  What  is  that,  sir  ?  "  said  Rachael,  with  apparent 
coldness. 

"What  is  it?  How  can  I  look  in  your  face  and  say 
anything  to  wound  3'ou  ?  " 

"  Thank  you,  Mv.  Robert.  I  am  glad  there  is  one  that 
is  inclined  to  show  me  some  respect." 

"  Do  something  for  me  in  return,  dear  Rachael ;  tell 
me  your  story,  and  I'll  believe  your  way  of  telling  it, 
not  another's ;  but  if  j^ou  will  tell  me  nothing,  what 
can  I  do  but  believe  the  worst,  impossible  as  it  seems  ? 
Why  are  you  so  sorrowful  ?  Why  are  you  so  cold 
like  ?  " 

"  I  have  nothing  to  tell  you,  Mr.  Robert ;  if  any  one 
has  maligned  me,  may  Heaven  forgive  them  ;  if  you 
believe  them,  forget  me.  I  am  going  away.  Out  of 
sight,  out  of  mind." 

"  What !  can  a  girl  like  you,  that  has  won  all  our 
respects,  go  away  and  leave  scandal  behind  her  ?  No ! 
stay,  and  face  it  out,  and  let  us  put  it  down  forever." 

"Why  should  I  trouble  myself  to  do  that,  sir  ?  " 

"Because,  if  you  do  not,  those  who  love  you  can  love 
you  no  more." 

Rachael  sighed,  but  she  wrapped  herself  in  coldness, 
and  replied,  "  Rut  I  want  no  one  to  love  me." 

"You  don't  choose  that  any  one  should  ever  marry 
you  then  ?  " 
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"No,  Mr.  Robert,  I  do  not." 

"Yon  would  not  answer  Richard  Hickman  so  ! " 

"Richard  Hickman  !"  said  Rachael,  turning  pale. 

When  she  turned  pale,  Robert  turned  sick. 

"  He  says  as  much  as  that  you  could  not  say  '  No '  to 
him." 

"  Richard  Hickman  speaks  of  me  to  j'ou ! "  cried 
Rachael,  opening  her  eyes  wildly.  Then  in  a  moment 
she  was  ice  again.     "Well,  I  do  not  speak  of  him  ! " 

"  Rachael,"  cried  Robert,  "  what  is  all  this  ?  For 
heaven's  sake,  be  frank  with  me.  Don't  make  me  tear 
the  words  out  of  you  so  ;  give  me  something  to  believe, 
or  something  to  forgive.  I  should  believe  anything  you 
told  me :  I  am  afraid  I  should  forgive  anything  you  had 
done." 

"  I  do  not  ask  you  to  do  either,  sir." 

"  She  will  drive  me  mad !  "  cried  Robert  frantically. 
"  Rachael,  hear  me.  I  love  you  more  than  a  woman  was 
ever  loved  before  !  You  talk  of  being  grateful  to  me. 
I  don't  know  why  you  should,  but  you  say  so.  If  you 
are,  be  generous,  be  merciful.  I  leave  it  to  you.  Be 
my  wife !  and  then,  perhaps,  you  will  not  lock  your 
heart  and  your  story  from  your  husband.  I  cannot  be- 
lieve ill  of  you.  You  may  have  been  maligned,  or  you 
may  have  been  deceived,  but  you  cannot  be  guilty. 
There  ! "  cried  he,  wildly,  "  no  word  but  one  !  W^ill  you 
be  my  wife,  Rachael  ?  " 

Rachael  did  not  answer,  at  least  in  words  ;  she  wept 
silently. 

Robert  looked  at  her  despairingly.  At  last  he  repeated 
his  proposal  almost  fiercely  :  "  I  ask  you,  Rachael,  will 
you  be  my  wife  ?  " 

As  he  repeated  this  question,  who  should  stand  in  the 
doorway  but  Mrs.  Mayfield  !  She  was  transfixed,  petri- 
fied, at  these  words  of  Robert,  but,  being  a  proud  woman. 
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her  impulse  was  to  Avithdraw  instantly,  and  hear  no 
more.  Ere  she  was  out  of  hearing,  however,  Rachael 
replied,  — 

"  Forgive  me,  Mr.  Robert.     I  must  refuse  you." 

"  You  refuse  to  be  my  wife  ?  " 

"  I  do,  sir !  "  but  still  she  wept. 

Mrs.  Mayfield,  as  she  retreated,  heard  the  words,  but 
did  not  see  the  tears.  Robert  saw  the  tears,  but  could 
not  understand  them.  He  gave  a  hasty,  despairing  gest- 
ure, to  show  Rachael  that  he  had  no  more  to  say  to  her, 
and  then  he  flung  himself  into  a  chair,  and  laid  his  brow 
on  the  table.  Rachael  glided  softly  away.  At  the  door 
she  looked  back  on  Robert  with  her  eyes  thick  with 
tears.  She  had  hardly  been  gone  a  minute  when  Rose 
Mayfield  returned,  and  came  in  and  sat  gently  down 
opposite  Robert,  and  watched  him  intently,  with  a  coun- 
tenance in  which  the  most  opposite  feelings  might  be 
seen  struggling  for  the  mastery. 


CHAPTER   VI. 


Robert  lifted  his  head,  and  saw  Mrs.  IMayfield.  He 
spoke  to  her  sullenly  :  '''  So  you  turn  away  our  serv- 
ants ?  " 

"Not  I,"  replied  Mrs.  Mayfield  sharply. 
"  It  is  not  we  that  send  away  Rachael,  it  is  you." 
"I  tell  you,  no;  do  you  believe  that  girl  before  me?" 
"  You  affronted  her.     What  had  she  done  to  you  ?  " 
"I  only  just  ask(!d  her,  how  long  she  meant  to  stay 
here,  or  something  like  tliat.     Hang  me  if  I  remember 
what  I  said  to  her !    They  are  a  bad  breed  all  these  girls, 
liaughty  and  spiteful ;  you  can't  say  a  word,  but  they 
sua})  your  head  off."     Mrs.  Mayfield  said  no  more,  for 
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at  that  moment  Rachael  came  into  the  room  with  her 
grandfather  and  Mrs.  Hathorn  :  this  last  appeared  to  be 
smoothing  matters  down. 

"  No,  Daddy  Patrick,"  said  she  in  answer  to  some 
observation  of  the  old  man's,  "  nobody  sends  you  away ; 
you  leave  us  good  friends,  and  you  are  going  to  drink  a 
cup  of  ale  with  us  before  you  go." 

A  tray  was  then  brought  in  and  a  jug  of  ale,  and 
Patrick  drank  his  mug  of  ale  slowly  ;  but  Rachael  put 
hers  to  her  lips  and  set  it  down  again. 

Then  Robert  went  and  sat  on  the  window-seat,  and 
there  he  saw  them  bringing  round  the  wagon  to  carry 
away  Rachael  and  her  grandfather.  His  heart  turned 
dead-sick  within  him.  He  looked  round  for  help,  and 
looking  round  he  saw  Mrs.  Mayfield  bending  on  him  a 
look  in  which  he  seemed  to  read  some  compassion, 
blended  with  a  good  deal  of  pique.  In  his  despair  he 
appealed  to  her  :  "  There,  they  are  really  going ;  is  it 
fair  to  send  away  like  that  folk  that  have  behaved  so 
well,  and  were  minded  to  go  of  themselves,  only  mother 
asked  them  to  stay  ?  See  how  that  makes  us  look ;  and 
you  that  were  always  so  kind-hearted,  Mrs.  Mayfield. 
Rose,  dear  Rose  ! " 

Mrs.  Mayfield  did  not  answer  Robert,  whose  appeal 
was  made  to  her  in  an  undertone,  but  she  said  to  Mrs. 
Hathorn,  "  Jane,  the  house  is  yours ;  keep  them  if  it 
suits  you,  1  am  sure  it  is  no  business  of  mine." 

"  Oh,  thank  you.  Rose,"  cried  Robert ;  but  his  thanks 
were  cut  short  by  the  voice  of  the  elder  Hathorn,  who 
had  just  come  in  from  the  yard.  ''They  are  going," 
said  he,  "I  make  no  complaint  against  them.  There  is 
no  ill-will  on  either  side ;  but  I  say  they  ought  to  go, 
and  go  they  shall." 

"  Go  they  shall ! "  said  the  old  corporal,  with  a  mysti- 
fied look. 
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The  farmer  spoke  with  a  firmness  and  severity,  and 
even  with  a  certain  dignity,  and  all  felt  he  was  not  in  a 
mood  to  be  trifled  with.  Robert  answered  humbly  — 
"  Father,  you  are  master  here ;  no  one  gainsays  you 
—  but  you  are  a  just  man.  If  you  were  to  be  cruel  to 
the  poor  and  honest,  you  would  be  sorry  for  it  all  your 
days." 

Before  the  farmer  could  answer,  Rose  Mayfield  put 
in  hastily,  — 

"There,  bid  them  stay  —  you  see  your  son  holds  to 
the  girl,  you  will  have  to  marr}^  them  one  day  or  other, 
and  so  best  —  that  will  put  an  end  to  all  the  nonsense 
they  talk  about  the  boy  and  me.  I  dare  say  Robert  is 
fool  enough  to  think  I  wanted  him  for  myself." 

"I  —  Mrs.  Mayfield  ?  Never.  What  makes  you 
fancy  that  ?  " 

"And,"  cried  Mrs.  Mayfield,  as  if  a  sudden  light 
broke  in  upon  her,  "what  are  we  all  doing  here?  we 
can't  help  folks'  hearts.  —  Robert  loves  her.  Are  we  to 
persecute  Robert,  an  innocent  lad,  that  never  offended 
one  of  us,  and  has  been  a  good  son  to  you,  and  a  good 
friend  and  brother  to  me  ever  since  we  could  walk  ?  I 
think  the  Devil  must  have  got  into  my  heart:  but  I 
shall  turn  him  out,  whether  he  likes  or  no.  I  say  he 
shall  have  the  girl,  old  man  ;  and  more  than  that,  I  have 
got  a  thousand  pounds  loose  in  Wallingford  Bank  :  they 
shall  have  it  to  stock  a  farm ;  it  is  little  enough  to  give 
Robert  —  I  owe  him  more  than  that  for  Drayton,  let 
alone  years  of  love  and  good-^yill.  There  now,  he  is 
going  to  cry,  I  suppose.  —  Bob,  don't  cry,  for  heaven's 
sake ;  I  can't  abide  to  see  a  num  cry." 

"It  is  you  make  me.  Rose,  praising  me  just  when 
everybody  seemed  to  turn  against  me." 

"You  are  crying  yourself,  Rose,"  whimpered  Mrs. 
llathorn. 
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"  If  I  am,  I  don't  feel  it,"  replied  Mrs.  Mayfield. 

Rachael  trembled  —  but  she  said  in  her  low,  firm 
voice,  "  We  are  going  away  of  our  own  accord.  Mistress 
Mayfield,  and  we  thank  you  kindly  for  this,  and  for  all 
—  but  we  are  going  away." 

"  You  don't  love  Robert,  then  ?  " 

"No,  Mrs.  Mayfield,"  said  Rachael,  with  the  air  of 
one  confessing  theft  or  sacrilege,  "I  don't  love  Mr. 
Robert ! "  and  she  lowered  her  eyes  with  their  long 
lashes,  and  awaited  her  sentence. 

"  Tell  that  to  the  men,"  replied  Rose ;  "  you  can't  draw 
the  wool  over  a  sister's  eye,  young  lady." 

"  The  young  woman  is  the  only  one  among  you  that 
has  a  grain  of  sense,"  said  old  Hathorn  roughly.  "  Why 
don't  you  let  her  alone  ?  —  she  would  thank  you  for  it." 

"  Can  you  read  a  woman's  words,  you  old  ass  ?  "  was 
the  contemptuous  answer. 

"I  am  not  an  ass,  young  woman,"  said  Hathorn 
gravely  and  sternly,  "  and  I  am  in  my  house,  which  j^ou 
seem  to  forget "  —  Rose  colored  up  to  the  eyes  —  "  and 
I  am  the  master  of  it,  so  long  as  it  is  your  pleasure  I 
should  be  here." 

"  John ! "  cried  ]\rrs.  Mayfield,  with  a  deprecating  air. 

"And  I  am  that  young  man's  father,  and  it  is  his 
duty  to  listen  to  me,  and  mine  not  to  let  him  make  a 
fool  of  himself.  I  don't  pretend  to  be  so  particular  as 
Robert  is  —  used  to  be,  I  mean  —  and  T  was  telling  him 
only  yesterday,  that,  suppose  you  have  kicked  over  the 
traces  a  bit,  as  you  have  never  broken  your  knees,  least- 
ways to  our  knowledge,  Rose,  it  did  not  much  matter." 

"  Thank  you.  Daddy  Hathorn ;  much  obliged  to  you,  I 
am  sure." 

"  But  there's  reason  in  roasting  of  eggs :  this  one  has 
been  off  the  course  altogether,  and  therefore  I  say  again, 
she  shows  sense  by  going  home,  and  you  show  no  sense 
by  trying  to  keep  her  here." 
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"Father,"  said  Robert,  "you  go  too  far;  we  know 
nothing  against  Rachael,  and  till  1  know  I  won't  believe 
anything." 

"Why,  Bob,  I  thought  Hickman  had  told  you  all 
about  it  —  I  understood  him  so  —  ay,  and  he  must  too, 
or  why  did  you  come  to  me  in  the  yard,  and  eat  umble 
pie  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  by  telling  me  all  about 
it,  father;  he  hinted  as  much  as  that  he  and  Rachael 
had  been  too  familiar  once  upon  a  time." 

"  Well  ?  " 

"  Well,  how  often  has  he  told  me  the  same  of  a  dozen 
others  ?  that  is  a  common  trick  of  Dick  Hickman's,  to 
pretend  he  has  been  thick  with  a  girl,  that  perhaps 
does  not  know  his  face  from  Adam's.  Father,  I  can't 
believe  a  known  liar's  tongue,  against  such  a  face  as 
that." 

"  Face  as  that !  it  is  a  comely  one,  but  seems  to  me 
it  does  not  look  us  so  very  straight  in  the  face  just  now ; 
and  there's  more  than  a  liar's  tongue  on  t'other  side : 
there's  chapter  and  verse  as  the  saying  is." 

"  I  don't  understand  your  hints,  and  I  don't  believe 
that  blackguard's.  I  am  not  so  old  as  you,  but  I  have 
learned  that  truth  does  not  lie  in  hints." 

"  I'm  older  than  you,  and  a  woman's  face  can't  make 
me  blind  and  deaf  to  better  witnesses." 

"  There  are  no  better  witnesses !  For  shame,  father  ! 
Hickman  is  no  authority  with  Hathorn." 

"  But  the  parish  register  is  an  authority,"  cried  the 
old  man  sternly,  and  losing  all  his  patience. 

"  The  parish  register  ?  " 

"  And  if  you  look  at  the  parish  register  of  Long 
Compton,  you  will  find  the  name  of  a  child  she  is  the 
motlier  of",  and  no  father  to  show." 

"  Father !  " 


KEVER   DID   RUN    SMOOTH.  75 

"  Ask  herself  —  you  see  she  doesn't  deny  it." 

All  eyes  turned  and  fastened  upon  Rachael ;  and  those 
who  saw  her  at  this  moment  will  carry  her  face  and  her 
look  to  their  graves,  so  fearful  was  the  anguish  of  a 
high  spirit  ground  into  the  dust  and  shame  ;  her  body 
seemed  that  moment  to  be  pierced  with  a  hundred 
poisoned  arrows.  She  rose,  white  to  her  very  lips,  and 
stood  in  the  midst  of  them  quivering  like  an  aspen-leaf, 
her  eyes  preternaturally  bright  and  large,  and  she  took 
one  uncertain  step  forward,  as  if  to  fling  herself  on  the 
weapons  of  scorn  that  seemed  to  hem  her  in  ;  and  she 
opened  her  mouth  to  speak,  but  her  open  lips  trembled 
and  trembled,  and  no  sound  came.  And  all  the  hearts 
round,  even  the  old  farmer's,  began  now  to  freeze  and 
fear  at  the  sight  of  this  wild  agony ;  and  at  last,  after 
many  efforts  the  poor  soul  would  have  said  something, 
God  knows  what,  but  a  sudden  and  most  unexpected 
interruption  came.  Corporal  Patrick  was  by  her  side, 
nobody  saw  how,  and  seizing  her  firmly  by  the  arm,  he 
forbade  her  to  speak. 

"  Silence,  girl ! "  cried  the  old  soldier  fiercely.  "  I 
dare  you  to  say  a  word  to  any  of  them." 

Then  Rachael  turned  and  clung  convulsively  to  his 
shoulder,  and  trembled  and  writhed  there  in  silence. 
All  this  while  they  had  not  observed  the  old  man,  or 
they  would  have  seen  that  the  mist  had  gradually  cleared 
away  from  his  faculties  ;  his  mind,  brightened  by  his 
deep  love  for  Rachael,  was  keenly  awake  to  all  that  con- 
cerned her ;  and  so  her  old  champion  stood  in  a  moment 
by  her  side  with  scarce  a  sign  left  of  age  or  weakness, 
upright  and  firm  as  a  tower. 

"  Silence,  girl !  I  dare  you  to  say  a  word  to  any  of 
them." 

"  There,"  sobbed  Mrs.  Hathorn,  "  you  thought  the  poor 
old  man  was  past  understanding,  and  now  you  make  him 
drink  the  bitter  cup  as  well  as  her." 
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"Yes,  1  must  drink  my  ciip  too,"  said  old  Patrick. 
"  I  thouglit  I  was  going  to  die  soon,  and  to  die  in  peace  ; 
but  I'll  live  and  be  young  again,  if  it  is  but  to  tell  ye  ye 
are  a  pack  of  curs.  The  parish  register !  does  the  par- 
ish register  tell  you,  the  man  married  her  with  a  wife 
living  in  another  part  ?  Is  it  wrote  down  along  with 
that  child's  name  in  the  parish  register,  how  his  father 
fell  on  his  knees  to  his  mother,  a  girl  of  seventeen,  and 
begged  for  the  dear  life  she  wouldn't  take  the  law  of 
him  and  banish  him  the  country  ?  What  was  she  to 
think  ?  Could  she  think,  that  when  his  sick  wife  died 
he'd  reward  her  for  sparing  him  by  flying  the  country 
not  to  do  her  right  ?  The  parish  register !  You  wel- 
come this    scoundrel  to  your   house,  and  you  hunt  his 

victim  out  like  a  vagabond,  ye  d d  hypocrites.     Come, 

Rachael,  let  us  crawl  away  home,  and  die  in  peace." 

"No,  no!  you  must  not  go  like  that,"  cried  Mrs. 
Hathorn,  and  Robert  rose  and  was  coming  to  take  his 
hand ;  but  he  waved  his  staff  furiously  over  his  head. 

"  Keep  aloof,  I  bid  ye  all,"  he  cried  ;  "  I  have  fought 
against  Bonaparte,  and  I  despise  small  blackguards." 
He  seized  Rachael  and  drew  her  to  the  door :  then  he 
came  back  at  them  again:  "'Tisn't  guilt  you  have  pun- 
ished ;  you  have  insulted  innocence  and  hard  fortune  ; 
you  have  insulted  your  own  mothers,  for  you  have  in- 
sulted me  that  fought  for  them  before  the  best  and  old- 
est of  you  was  born  —  no  skulking  before  the  enemy, 
girl,"  —  for  Kachael  was  drooping  and  trembling  — 
"Right  shoulders  forward  —  March  !  "  and  he  almost 
tore  her  out  of  the  house.  He  was  great,  and  thunder- 
ing, and  terrible,  in  this  moment  of  fury ;  he  seemed  a 
giant,  and  the  rest  but  two  feet  high.  His  white  hair 
streamed,  and  his  eyes  blazed  dc^fiance  and  scorn.  He 
was  great  and  terrible  by  his  jxission  and  his  age,  and 
his  confused  sense  of  past  battles  and  present  insult. 
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They  followed  him  out  almost  on  tiptoe.  He  lifted 
Eachael  into  the  wagon,  placed  her  carefully  on  a  truss 
of  hay  in  the  wagon,  and  the  carter  came  to  the  horses' 
heads,  and  looked  to  the  house  to  know  whether  he  was 
to  start  now. 

Eobert  came  out  and  went  to  Rachael's  side  of  the 
wagon,  but  she  turned  her  head  away. 

"  Won't  you  speak  to  me,  Eachael  ?  "  said  Eobert. 

Eachael  turned  her  head  away  and  was  silent. 

'•  Very  well,"  said  Eobert  quietly,  very  quietly. 

"  Go  on,"  cried  old  Hathorn. 

The  next  moment  there  w'as  a  fearful  scream  from 
the  women,  and  Eobert  was  seen  down  among,  the 
horses'  feet,  and  the  carter  was  forcing  them  back,  or 
the  wagon  would  have  been  over  him ;  the  carter 
dragged  him  up ;  he  was  not  hurt,  but  very  pale ;  he 
told  his  mother,  who  came  running  to  him,  that  he  had 
felt  suddenly  faint  and  had  fallen,  and  he  gave  a  sickly 
smile  and  bade  her  not  be  frightened  —  he  was  better. 

Eose  Mayfield  was  as  white  as  a  sheet. 

"  Go  on,"  cried  the  farmer  again,  and  at  a  word  from 
the  carter  the  horses  drew  the  wagon  out  of  the  yard, 
and  went  away  down  the  lane  with  Eachael  and  Patrick. 

They  were  gone. 


CHAPTEE  VII. 


Corporal  Patrick  was  correct  in  his  details;  the 
parish  register  gave  a  very  vague  outline  of  Eachael 
Wright's  history.  Mr.  Hickman  liad  gone  through  the 
ceremony  of  marrying  her ;  nay,  more,  at  the  time  he  had 
firmly  intended  the  ceremony  should  be  binding,  for  his 
wife  lay  dying  a  hundred  miles  off,  and  Eachael  had  at 
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this  period  great  expectations  from  her  aunt,  Mrs.  Clay- 
ton. This  Mrs.  Clayton  was  the  possessor  of  Bix  Farm. 
She  was  a  queer-tempered  woman,  and  a  severe  econo- 
mist ;  this  did  not  prevent  her  allowing  Patrick  and 
Rachael  a  yearly  sum,  which  helped  to  maintain  them 
in  homely  comfort.  And  she  used  to  throw  out  myste- 
rious hints  that,  at  her  death,  the  pair  would  be  better 
off  than  other  relations  of  hers  who  dressed  finer  and 
held  their  heads  higher  at  present.  Unfortunately  for 
Rachael  this  aunt  was  alive  at  the  period  when  Hick- 
man's bigamy  was  discovered  by  old  Patrick.  The  said 
aunt  had  never  done  anything  of  the  kind  herself,  nobody 
had  ever  married  her  illegally,  and  she  could  not  con- 
ceive how  such  a  tiling  could  take  place  without  the 
woman  being  in  fault  as  well  as  the  man ;  so  she  was 
very  cross  about  it,  and  discontinued  her  good  offices. 
The  corporal  wished  to  apply  the  law  at  once  to  Hickman ; 
but  he  found  means  to  disarm  Kachael,  and  Rachael  dis- 
armed the  old  soldier.  Rachael,  young,  inexperienced, 
and  honest,  was  easily  induced  to  believe  in  Hickman's 
penitence,  and  she  never  doubted  that  upon  his  wife's 
death,  who  was  known  to  be  incurably  ill,  Richard  would 
do  her  ample  right.  So  meantime  she  agreed  to  do  her- 
self injustice. 

Mrs.  Hickman  died  within  a  sliort  time  of  the  expos- 
ure ;  but  unfortunately  for  Rachael,  another  person  died 
a  week  or  two  before  her,  and  that  person  was  Rachael's 
aunt.  No  will  appeared,  except  an  old  one  which  w  as 
duly  cancelled  by  the  old  lady  herself,  in  the  following 
manner :  First,  all  the  words  were  inked  out  with  a  pen  ; 
secondly,  most  of  them  were  scratched  out  with  a  knife  ; 
lastly,  a  formal  document  was  atlixed  and  witnessed, 
rendering  the  said  instrument  null  as  well  as  illegible. 
Tlie  mutilated  testament  be(pieathed  l>ix  l^arm  to  Jack 
White,  her  graceless  nephew.     He  had  ulfended  her  after 
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the  will  was  made,  so  she  annulled  the  will.  The  grace- 
less nephew  could  atford  to  smile  at  these  evidences  of 
wrath  ;  he  happened  to  be  her  heir-at-law,  and  succeeded 
to  Bix  in  the  absence  of  all  testament  to  the  contrary. 
Hickman  was  with  his  dying  wife  in  Somersetshire.  The 
news  about  Bix  reached  him,  and  he  secretly  resolved  to 
have  nothing  more  to  do  with  Rachael.  To  carry  out 
this  with  more  security,  the  wretch  wrote  her  affection- 
ate letters  from  time  to  time,  giving  plausible  excuses 
for  remaining  in  Somersetshire ;  and  so  he  carried  on  the 
game  for  three  months  after  his  w^ife  was  dead ;  he  then 
quietly  dropped  the  mask,  and  wrote  no  more. 

So  matters  went  on  for  some  years,  until  one  day  the 
graceless  nephew,  finding  work  a  bore,  announced  Bix 
Farm  to  let.  Poor  Hickman  had  set  his  heart  upon 
this  Bix,  and  as  he  could  not  have  it  for  his  own,  he 
thought  he  should  like  to  rent  it,  so  he  came  up  and 
made  his  offer,  and  was  accepted  as  tenant.  The  rest  the 
reader  knows,  I  believe ;  but  what  iron  passed  through 
the  hearts  of  Rachael  and  the  old  soldier  all  this  time, 
that  let  me  hope  he  knows  not. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


The  events  we  have  recorded  had  no  sooner  taken 
place,  than  a  great  change  seemed  to  come  over  Mrs. 
Mayfield.  She  went  about  her  avocations  as  usual,  but 
not  with  the  same  alacrity  ;  and  her  spirits  were  so 
unstrung,  that  every  now  and  then  she  burst  into  tears. 
The  female  servants,  honest  country  wenches  that  were 
not  sublimely  indifferent,  like  London  domestics,  to 
everybody  in  the  house  but  themselves,  seeing  the 
gloom  of  the  house,  and  Mrs.  May  held  continually  cry- 
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iiig  who  never  cried  before,  began  to  wliimper  for  sym- 
jjathy,  and  the  house  was  a  changed  house.  Robert  had 
disappeared ;  and  they  all  felt  it  was  a  charity  not  to 
ask  where,  or  to  go  near  him  for  awhile :  all  but  the 
mother,  who  could  not  resist  the  yearnings  of  a  mother's 
nature ;  she  crept  silently  at  a  distance,  and  watched  her 
boy,  lest  perchance  evil  should  befall  him. 

Mrs.  Mayfield  then,  after  many  efforts  to  go  through 
her  usual  duties,  gave  way  altogether,  and  sat  herself 
down  in  her  own  parlor,  and  cried  over  all  the  sorrow 
that  had  come  on  the  farm ;  and,  as  all  generous  natures 
do,  if  you  give  them  time  to  think,  she  blamed  herself 
more  than  any  one  else,  and  wished  herself  dead  and 
out  of  the  way,  if  by  that  means  the  rest  could  only  be 
made  happy  as  they  used  to  be.  While  she  was  in  this 
mood,  her  head  buried  in  her  hands,  she  heard  a  slight 
noise,  and,  looking  up,  saw  a  sorrowful  face  at  the  door: 
it  was  Mr.  Casenower. 

"  I  am  come  to  bid  you  good-by,  Mrs.  Mayfield." 

*'  Come  to  bid  me  good-by  ?  " 

"  Yes.  All  my  things  are  packed  up  except  this,  which 
I  hope  you  will  do  me  the  favor  to  accept,  since  I  am 
going  away  and  shall  never  tease  you  again." 

"  You  never  teased  me  that  I  know,"  said  Mrs.  May- 
field,  very  gently.     "  What  is  it,  sir  ?  " 

"  It  is  my  collection  of  birds'  eggs :  will  you  look  at 
it?" 

"Yes.  Why,  here  are  a  hundred  different  sorts,  and 
no  two  kinds  alike." 

"No  two  kinds?  I  should  think  not.  No  two  eggs, 
you  mean." 

"  How  beautiful  they  look  when  you  see  them  in  such 
numbers ! " 

"Tliey  are  beautiful.  Nature  is  very  skilful ;  we  don't 
take  half  as  many  hints  from  her  as  we  might.     Do  you 
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observe  these  eggs  all  of  one  color  —  these  delicate  blues 
—  these  exquisite  drabs  ?  If  you  ever  wish  to  paint  a 
room,  take  one  of  these  eggs  for  a  model,  and  you  will 
arrive  at  such  tints  as  no  painter  ever  imagined  out  of 
his  own  head,  I  know.  I  once  hoped  we  should  make 
these  experiments  together ;  but  it  was  not  to  be.  Good- 
by,  dear  Mrs.  May  field  !  •' 

"  Oh  !  Mr.  Casenower,  I  did  not  think  you  came  to 
quarrel  with  me." 

"  Heaven  forbid  !     But  you  love  somebody  else." 

"No;  I  don't." 

"Yes:  you  know  you  do;  and  you  rejected  me  this 
morning." 

"I  remember  I  was  rude  to  you,  sir:  I  knocked  a 
flower  out  of  your  hand.  Does  that  rankle  in  your  heart 
so  long  ?  " 

"  Mrs.  IMayfield,  it  is  for  your  sake  I  am  going,  not  out 
of  anger ;  you  know  that  very  well." 

"  I  know  no  such  thing  :  it  is  out  of  spite  ;  and  a  pretty 
time  to  show  your  spite,  when  my  heart  is  breaking. 
If  you  want  to  please  me,  you  would  wait  till  I  bid  you 
go." 

"  You  don't  bid  me  go,  then  ?  " 

"  It  doesn't  seem  like  it." 

"  You  bid  me  stay  ?  " 

"  Not  I,  sir.  Don't  let  me  keep  you  here  against  your 
will." 

"But  it  is  not  against  my  will ;  only  you  seemed  to 
hate  me  this  morning." 

"  WJiat  signifies  what  I  did  this  morning  ?  "  cried 
Mrs.  Mayfi.eld,  sharply ;  "  it  is  afternoon  now.  This 
morning  they  put  me  out ;  I  wanted  somebody  to  quar- 
rel with  :  you  came  in  my  way,  so  I  quarrelled  with  you. 
Now  I  have  made  you  all  unhappy,  so  I  am  miserable 
myself,  as  I  deserve ;  and  now  I  want  somebody  to  com- 
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fovt  lue,  and  you  come  to  me:  but  instead  of  comforting 
me,  all  you  can  think  of  is  to  quarrel  with  me  —  oh!  oh! 
oh  ! "     This  speech  was  followed  by  a  Hood  of  tears. 

Casenower  drew  his  chair  close  to  hers,  and  took  her 
hand,  and  promised  to  console  her  —  to  die  for  her  if 
necessary. 

"Tell  me  3^our  trouble,"  said  he,  "and  you  shall  see 
how  soon  I  will  cure  it,  if  a  friend  can  cure  it.  Mrs. 
May  field  —  Rose  —  what  is  the  matter  ?  " 

''Dear  Mr.  Casenower,  Eobert  is  in  love  with  that 
Rachael  — the  farmer  has  insulted  her,  and  sent  her  and 
her  grandfather  away  —  Eobert  is  breaking  his  heart; 
—  and  all  this  began  with  a  word  of  mine,  though  that 
blackguard  Hickman  is  more  to  blame  still.  But  I  am 
a  woman  that  likes  to  make  people  happy  about  me ;  I 
may  say  I  live  for  that ;  and  now  they  are  all  unhappy ; 
and  if  I  knew  where  to  find  a  dose  of  poison,  I  would 
not  be  long  before  I  would  take  it  this  da3^  I  can't 
bear  to  make  folk  unhappy  —  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  " 

''Don't  cry,  dearest,"  said  Cfisenower;  "you  shall 
have  your  wish ;  you  shall  make  everybody  happy  ! " 

"  Oh,  no,  no  !  that  is  impossible  now." 

"No  such  thing  —  there  is  no  mischief  that  can't  be 
cured  —  look  here,  Eose,  the  old  farmer  is  very  fond  of 
money ;  Rachael  is  poor ;  well,  I  am  rich.  I  will  soon 
find  Eobert  a  thousand  ])ouiids  or  two,  and  he  shall  have 
the  girl  he  likes." 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Casenower,  if  money  could  do  it  I  should 
have  settled  it  that  way  myself.  Oh !  what  a  good 
creature  you  are.  I  love  you  —  no,  I  don't,  I  hate  you, 
because  I  see  how  all  this  is  to  end.  No,  no !  we  have 
insulted  the  poor  things  and  set  their  hearts  against  us, 
and  we  have  set  poor  Eobert  against  the  girl,  who  is 
worth  the  whole  pack  of  us  twice  counted.  They  are 
gone,  and  the  old  man's  curse  hangs  like  lead  upon  the 
house,  and  ;i]l  in  it." 
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*'  Where  are  they  gone  ?  " 

"Newbury  way." 

"  How  long  ?  " 

"  An  hour  and  a  half." 

"  In  two  hours  I'll  have  them  back  here." 

"  Don't  be  a  fool  now,  talking  nonsense." 

"Will  you  lend  me  your  mare  ?  " 

"  Yes !  no !     The  old  farmer  would  kill  us." 

"  Hang  the  old  farmer !  Who  cares  for  him  ?  Is  this 
your  house  or  his  ?  " 

"  Mine,  to  be  sure." 

"Then  I  shall  bring  them  to  this  house." 

"  Yes,  but  —  but  "  — 

"  You  have  a  right  to  do  what  you  like  in  your  own 
house,  I  suppose.  Why,  how  scared  you  look  !  Where 
is  all  your  spirit  ?     You  have  plenty  of  it  sometimes." 

"  Dear  Mr.  Casenower  —  don't  tell  anybody  —  I  have 
not  a  grain  of  real  spirit.  I  am  the  most  chicken- 
hearted  creature  in  the  world  :  only  I  hide  it  when  I 
fall  in  with  other  cowards,  and  so  then  I  can  bully  them, 
3'ou  know.  I  have  hectored  it  over  you  more  than 
once,  and  so  I  would  again ;  but  it  would  be  a  shame, 
you  are  so  good  —  and  besides  you  have  found  me  out 
now." 

"  Well !  I  am  not  afraid  of  anybody,  if  I  can  please 
you.  I  will  ride  after  them  and  fetch  them  here,  and 
if  you  are  afraid  to  give  them  house-room,  I  will  hire 
that  empty  house  at  the  end  of  the  lane,  and  this  very 
night  they  shall  be  seated  in  a  good  house,  by  a  good 
fire,  before  a  good  supper,  within  fifty  yards  of  your 
door." 

"  Let  me  go  with  you.     You  don't  know  the  way." 

"  Thank  you ;  I  should  be  sure  to  lose  the  way  by 
myself;  go  and  get  your  habit  on.  Lose  no  time.  I 
will  saddle  the  horses," 
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"  How  a  man  takes  tlic  command  of  us,"  thought 
Mrs.  Maytield.  "  I  shall  have  to  marry  you  for  this,  I 
suppose,"  said  she,  gayly,  shining  through  her  late 
tears. 

"Not  unless  you  like,"  said  Casenower,  proudly.  "I 
don't  want  to  entrap  you,  or  take  any  woman  against 
her  will." 

The  Maytield  colored  up  to  her  eyes. 

"  You  had  better  knock  me  down,"  said  she.  "  I 
know  yon  would  like  to,"  and,  casting  on  Ihu-  companion 
a  glance  of  undisguised  admiration,  she  darted  up-stairs 
for  her  habit. 

Ten  minutes  later  she  was  in  the  saddle,  and  giving 
her  mare  the  rein,  she  went  after  our  poor  travellers 
like  a  flash  of  lightning. 

Casenower  followed  as  he  mi<rht. 


CHAPTER   IX. 


It  was  a  glorious  evcnhig  :  tlie  sun,  gigantic  and  red, 
had  just  begun  to  tip  the  clouds  witli  gold,  and  rubies, 
and  promises  of  a  line  day  to-morrow ;  the  farm  was 
quiet;  tiie  farmer's  homely  supper  was  set  on  a  table 
outside  the  door,  and  he  and  his  wife  sat  opposite  each 
other  in  silence. 

Mrs.  Ilathoru  helped  herself  to  a  morsel ;  but  she 
did  not  care  to  cat  it,  and,  in  fact,  she  only  lielped  her- 
self to  encourage  her  husband  to  eat.  She  did  not  suc- 
ceed ;  P^armer  Hathorn  remained  in  a  brown  study,  his 
supi)er  untasted  before  him. 

"  Eat  your  supper,  husl)and." 

" 'I'hank  you,  wife;    I  :iiii  not  liungry." 

"  Take  a  <h'oi)  of  hei  r,  then." 
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"No,  Jane,  I  am  not  dry." 

"  You  are  ill  then,  John ;  you  don't  look  well." 

"  I'm  well  enough,  I  tell  you." 

"You  are  in  trouble,  like  many  more  in  this  house." 

"Me  ?     No  :  I  never  was  happier  in  my  life." 

"  Indeed  !     What  is  there  to  be  happy  about  ?  " 

"  Come,  now,  what  is  it  ?  "  cried  the  farmer,  angrily. 
"  Out  with  it,  and  don't  sit  looking  at  me  with  eyes  like 
a  adder's." 

"  My  man,  you  see  your  conscience  in  your  wife's 
eyes ;  that  is  all  the  venom  they  have." 

"You  had  better  tell  me  Robert  is  in  his  senses  to 
love  that  girl.  I  would  cut  my  arm  off  at  the  shoulder 
sooner  than  consent  to  it." 

"Would  you  cut  your  son  off  sooner-?"  said  Mrs. 
Hathorn,  with  forced  calmness. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"You  take  very  little  notice  of  what  passes,  John." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"Didn't  you  see  what  Robert  tried  for  when  the 
wagon  started  with  them  ?  " 

"Oh,  about  his  fainting!  I  could  have  kicked  the 
silly  fool  if  I  hadn't  been  his  father." 

"  Don't  you  think  it  is  very  odd  he  should  faint  like 
that ;  just  under  the  wheel  of  a  wagon  ?  " 

"  Oh !  Avhen  a  chap  swoons  away  he  can't  choose  the 
bed  he  falls  on." 

"  A  moment  more,  the  wheel  would  have  been  on  his 
head ;  if  Thomas  hadn't  been  lightsome  ^  and  stopped 
the  horses  all  in  a  minute,  Robert  Hathorn  would  have 
been  a  corpse  in  this  house." 

"  Well ! " 

"Well!" 

The  man  lowered  his  voice:  "You  had  better  tell  me 
you  think  he  did  it  on  purpose  !  " 

I  Pronounced  lissome. 
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Mrs.  Hatliorn  leaned  over  the  table  to  him. 

"  I  don't  think  it,  John ;  I  am  sure  of  it.  Robert 
never  fainted  at  all ;  he  was  as  white  as  his  shirt,  but 
he  knew  what  he  was  about  from  first  to  last.  He  chose 
his  time ;  and  when  Rachael  turned  her  head  from  him, 
he  just  said,  'Very  well,  then,'  and  flung  himself  under 
the  wheel.  What  did  Thomas  say,  who  dragged  him  up 
from  the  horses'  feet  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  old  Hathorn,  half  sulkily,  half 
trembling. 

"  He  said,  '  That  is  flying  in  the  face  of  Heaven,  young 
master.'  Jane  heard  him  say  it ;  and  you  know  Thomas 
is  a  man  that  speaks  but  little.  What  did  Rose  May- 
field  say,  as  she  passed  him  next  minute  ?  '  Would  you 
kill  your  mother,  Robert,  and  break  all  our  hearts  ?  ' 
You  cried  out,  '  Go  on  —  go  on.'  Robert  said  his  foot 
had  slipped ;  and  made  as  though  he  would  smile  at  me. 
Ah !  what  a  smile,  John  !  If  you  had  been  as  near 
it  as  I  was,  you  wouldn't  sleep  this  night."  And  Mrs. 
Hathorn  began  to  sob  violently,  and  rocked  herself  to 
and  fro. 

''Then  send  for  them  back,"  cried  the  farmer,  sud- 
denly starting  up.  "  Send,  before  worse  ill  conies  — 
confound  them ! " 

"  They  will  never  come  back  here.  They  are  poor, 
but  honest  and  }>roud ;  and  we  have  stung  them  too 
bitterly,  reproaching  them  with  their  hard  lot." 

"Where  is  he  ?"  whispered  the  farmer. 

"In  the  barn;  with  his  face  buried  in  the  straw,  like 
one  who  wouldn't  speak,  or  see,  or  hear  the  world  again." 

"  Mayhap  he  is  asleep  ?  " 

"  No,  he  is  not  asleep." 

"Give  him  time;  he'll  come-to  wlien  lie  has  cried  his 
bellyful." 

"He.  shed  tears  ?     Oh,  no!  it  is  too  deep  for  that ;  he 
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will  die  by  his  own  hand,  or  fret  to  death.  He  won't  be 
long  here,  I  doubt :  look  for  dark  days,  old  man  !  " 

"Wife,"  said  Hathorn,  trembling,  "you  are  very  hard 
upon  me :  to  hear  you,  one  would  say  I  am  a  bad  father, 
and  am  killing  my  son." 

"No  —  no  —  John  !  But  we  were  too  ambitious,  and 
we  have  humbled  the  poor  and  the  afflicted  ;  and  Heaven 
does  not  bless  them  that  do  so,  and  never  will," 

"  I  don't  know  what  to  do,  Jane." 

"  No  more  do  I,  except  pray  to  God :  that  is  my 
resource  in  dangers  and  troubles." 

"  Ay  !  ay  !  that  can  do  no  harm  any  way," 

While  the  old  couple  sat  there  with  gloomy  and  fore- 
boding hearts,  suddenly  a  cheerful  cry  burst  upon  their 
ears.  It  was  Mrs,  Mayfield's  voice  ;  she  came  cantering 
up  the  lane  with  Mr.  Casenower ;  she  dismounted,  flung 
him  the  bridle,  and  ran  into  her  own  house,  where  she 
busied  herself  in  giving  orders  and  preparing  two  rooms 
lor  some  expected  visitors.  A  few  minutes  more,  and, 
to  the  astonishment  of  Hathorn  and  delight  of  his  wife, 
the  wagon  hove  in  sight  with  Rachael  and  Patrick.  . 

They  descended  from  the  wagon,  and  were  led  by  Mr. 
Casenower  into  Mrs.  Mayfield's  house,  and  there,  after 
all  this  day's  fatigues  and  sorrows,  they  found  a  Avelcome 
and  bodily  repose.  But  Rachael  showed  great  uneasi- 
ness ;  she  had  been  very  reluctant  to  return ;  but  Mrs. 
Mayfield  had  begged  them  both  so  hard,  with  the  tears 
in  her  eyes,  and  Patrick  had  shown  so  strong  a  wish 
to  come  back,  that  she  had  yielded  a  passive  consent. 
When  the  news  of  their  return  was  brought  to  Robert 
by  his  mother,  he  betrayed  himself  to  her ;  he  threw  his 
arms  around  her  neck  like  a  girl  —  but  in  his  downcast 
look,  and  dogged  manner,  none  of  the  others  could  dis- 
cover whether  he  was  glad  or  sorry.  He  went  about  his 
work,  next  morning,  as  usual,  and  did  not  even  make  an 
inquiry  about  Rachael. 
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It  was  about  twelve  o'clock  the  next  day,  that  Mrs. 
Mayfield  observed  him  return  from  the  field,  and  linger 
longer  than  usual  in  the  neighborhood  of  the  house. 
She  invited  Rachael  to  come  and  look  at  her  pet  calf, 
and  walked  her  most  treacherously  right  up  to  Robert. 

''  Oh  .'  "  cried  she,  "  you  must  excuse  me,  here  is  Robert, 
he  will  do  as  well.  Robert,  you  take  and  show  her  my 
calf,  the  red  and  white  one,  that's  a  good  soul ;  they  want 
me  in-doors."  And  in  a  moment  she  was  gone,  and  left 
Robert  and  Rachael  looking  alternately  at  each  other 
and  the  ground. 

When  Rose  left  these  two  together  she  thought,  inno- 
cently enough,  that  the  business  was  half  done,  as  far  as 
they  were  concerned.  She  had  not  calculated  the  char- 
acters of  the  parties,  and  their  pride.  They  were  little 
nearer  each  other  now  than  at  twenty  miles  distant. 

"  Well,  Rachael,"  said  Robert,  -  I  am  glad  you  are 
here  again.  They  were  wrong  to  insult  you,  and  now 
they  are  right  to  bring  you  back ;  but  it  is  no  business 
of  mine." 

"No,  Master  Robert,"  said  Rachael  quietly,  "and  it  is 
against  my  will  I  am  here." 

With  these  words  she  was  moving  away,  when  Robert 
intercepted  her,  and,  intercepting  her,  said,  '"Oli!  I  don't 
hinder  you  to  stay  or  to  go.  The  folk  say  a  heap  of 
things  about  you  and  me ;  but  did  I  ever  say  a  word  to 
you  more  than  civility  ?  " 

"No;  nor  would  I  have  suffered  it." 

"Oh,  you  are  proud;  it  suits  your  situation,"  said 
Robert  bitterly. 

"  A  man  and  a  Christian  would  think  twice  (m-c  he  re- 
minded me  of  my  situation,"  cried  Kachaol,  with  Hashing 
eyes;  "and  since  you  can't  feel  for  it,  wh}'  s])eak  to  me 
at  all?" 

"  I  (lid  not,  iiic;m  to  alTidiit,  }ou,"  said  Robert,  with 
feeling.     "  I  pity  you." 
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"  Keep  your  pity  for  one  that  asks  it,"  was  the  spirited 
reply. 

"  What !  are  we  to  worship  j^ou  ?  " 

"  Misfortune  that  does  not  complain  should  meet  some 
little  respect,  I  think." 

"  Yes,  Ilachael ;  but  it  would  be  more  respected  if  you 
had  not  kept  it  so  close." 

"  Master  Kobert,"  answered  Rachael,  in  what  we  have 
already  described  as  her  dogged  manner,  '^  poor  folk  must 
work,  and  ought  to  work  ;  and,  as  they  won't  let  a  girl 
in  my  situation,  as  you  call  it,  do  work  or  be  honest,  I 
concealed  my  fault,  if  fault  it  was  of  mine." 

"And  I  call  it  cruel  to  let  a  man  love  you,  and  hide 
your  story  from  him." 

"Nay,  but  I  never  encouraged  any  man  to  love  me,  so 
I  owe  my  story  to  no  man." 

"  Keep  your  secrets,  then,"  said  Robert,  savagely ; 
"  nobody  wants  them,  without  it  is  Richard  Hickman. 
I  hear  his  cursed  voice  in  the  air  somewhere." 

"Richard  Hickman!"  gasped  Rachaeh  "Oh,  why 
did  I  come  to  this  place  to  be  tortured  again  ?  " 

Richard  Hickman  had  come  here  expressly  to  have  a 
friendly  talk  with  ]\Ir.  Patrick.  Mr.  Patrick  owed  this 
honor  to  the  following  circumstance  :  — 

As  the  wagon  returned  to  the  farm,  Thomas  had  stopped 
at  a  certain  wayside  public-house  in  which  ]\rr.  Hickman 
happened  to  be  boozing.  Patrick  was  breathing  threats 
against  Hickman,  and  insisting  on  Rachael's  taking  the 
law  of  him,  and  sending  him  out  of  the  country.  Rachael, 
to  get  rid  of  the  subject,  yielded  a  languid  assent,  and 
Hickman,  who  was  intently  listening,  trembled  in  his 
shoes.  To  prevent  this  calamity  the  prudent  Richard 
determined  to  make  a  pseudo-spontaneous  offer  of  some 
sort  to  the  corporal,  and  hush  up  the  whole  affair. 

At  sight  of  Hickman  the  corporal  was  for  laying  on, 
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as  our  elder  dramatists  have  it ;  but  ]\Ir.  Casenower,  wlio 
was  there,  arrested  his  arm,  and  proposed  to  him  to  hear 
what  the  man  had  to  say. 

"  Well,"  cried  Patrick,  "let  him  speak  out,  then,  before 
them  all  —  they  have  all  seen  us  affronted  through  his 
villany.     Where  is  Rachael  ?  " 

So  then  the  corporal  came  round  to  where  Rachael 
stood,  pale  as  death  ;  and  Robert  sat  pale,  too,  but  clench- 
ing his  teeth  like  one  who  would  die  sooner  than  utter  a 
cry,  though  many  vultures,  called  passions,  were  gnaw- 
ing the  poor  lad's  heart  at  this  moment.  And,  to  make 
matters  worse,  both  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hathorn,  seeing  this 
assemblage,  were  drawn  by  a  natural  curiosity  to  join  the 
group. 

And  here  Mr.  Hickman's  brass  enabled  him  to  cut  a 
more  brilliant  figure  than  his  i)ast  conduct  justified.  He 
cast  a  sly,  satirical  look  at  them,  especially  at  poor 
Robert,  and,  setting  his  back  to  the  railings,  he  opened 
the  ball  thus  :  — 

"  I  come  to  speak  to  Mrs.  Mayfield ;  she  says,  '  Speak 
before  all  the  rest.'  With  all  my  heart.  I  come  to  say 
three  words  to  Mr.  Patrick  ;  '  Speak  before  all  the  rest,' 
says  he.  Well,  why  not  ?  It  is  a  matter  of  taste.  Mr. 
Patrick,  I  have  done  you  wrong,  and  I  own  it ;  but  you 
have  had  your  revenge.  You  have  told  the  story  your 
way,  and  the  very  boys  are  for  throwing  stones  at  me 
here,  and  you  have  set  Mrs.  Mayfield  against  me,  that 
used  to  look  at  me  as  a  cat  does  at  cream." 

"As  a  cat  does  at  water,  you  mean  —  you  impudent, 
ugly  dog ! " 

"Keep  your  temper,  my  darling;  you  were  for  having 
everything  said  in  pul)lic,  you  know.  Well,  now  let  us 
two  make  matters  smootli,  old  man.  How  much  will  you 
take  to  keep  your  tongue  between  your  teeth  after 
this  ?  " 
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Patrick's  reply  came  in  form  of  a  question  addressed 
to  the  company  in  general :  — 

"  Friends,  since  Corporal  Patrick  of  the  Forty-seventh 
Foot  was  ill  amongst  you,  and  partly  out  of  his  senses, 
has  he  done  any  dirty  action,  that  this  fellow  comes  and 
offers  him  money  in  exchange  for  good  name  ?  " 

"No,  Mr.  Patrick,"  said  Robert,  breaking  silence  for 
the  first  time.  "  You  are  an  honest  man,  and  a  better 
man  than  ever  stood  in  Dick  Hickman's  shoes." 

Hickman  bit  his  lip,  and  cast  a  wicked  glance  at 
Robert. 

"  And  your  daughter  is  as  modest  a  lass  as  ever  broke 
bread,  for  all  her  misfortunes,"  cried  jMrs.  Hathorn. 

"And  none  but  a  scoundrel  would  hope  to  cure  the 
mischief  he  has  done  with  money,"  cried  the  Maylield. 

"Spare  me,  good  people,"  said  Hickman,  ironically. 

"  Ay,  spare  him,"  said  Patrick,  simply.  "  I  have 
spared  him  this  five  years  for  Rachael's  sake ;  but  my 
patience  is  i-un  out,"  roared  the  old  man,  and,  lifting  his 
staff,  he  made  a  sudden  rush  at  the  brazen  Hickman. 
Casenower  and  old  Hathorn  interposed. 

"Let  him  alone,"  said  Hickman,  "you  may  be  sure  I 
sha'n't  lift  my  hand  against  foui'score  years.  I'll  go 
sooner,"  and  he  began  to  saunter  off. 

"  What !  you  are  a  coward  as  well,  are  you  ?  "  roared 
Patrick.  "  Then  I  pity  you.  Begone,  ye  lump  of  dirt, 
with  your  idleness,  3'Our  pride,  your  meanness,  3^our 
money,  and  the  shame  of  having  offered  it  to  a  soldier 
like  me  that  has  seen  danger  and  glory." 

"Well  done,  Mr.  Patrick,"  cried  Hathorn,  "that  is  an 
honor  to  a  poor  man  to  be  able  to  talk  like  that." 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Patrick,  that  was  well  said." 

"It  is  well  said,  and  well  done." 

Every  eye  was  now  bent  with  admiration  on  Patrick, 
and  from  him  they  turned  with  an  universal  movement 
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of  disdain  to  Hickman.  The  man  writhed  for  a  moment 
under  this  human  lightning  difficult  to  resist,  and  then 
it  was  he  formed  a  sudden  resolution  that  took  all  pres- 
ent by  surprise.  Conscience  pricked  him  a  little, 
Rachael's  coldness  piqued  him,  jealousy  of  Robert 
stung  him,  general  disdain  annoyed  him,  and  he  longed 
to  turn  the  tables  on  them  all.  Under  this  strange  med- 
ley of  feelings  and  motives,  he  suddenh'  wheeled  round 
and  faced  them  all,  with  an  air  of  defiance  that  made 
him  look  much  handsomer  than  they  had  seen  him  yet, 
and  he  marched  into  the  middle  of  them. 

"  I'll  show  you  all  I  am  not  so  bad  as  you  make  me 
out  —  you  listen,  old  man  —  Rachael,  you  say  that  you 
love  me  still,  and  that  'tis  for  my  sake  you  refuse  Bob 
Hathorn,  as  I  believe  it  is,  and  the  Devil  take  me  if  I 
won't  marry  you  now,  for  all  that  is  come  and  gone." 
He  then  walked  slowly  and  triumphantly  past  Kobert 
Hathorn,  looking  down  on  him  with  superior  scorn,  and 
he  came  close  up  to  Rachael,  who  was  observed  to 
tremble  as  he  came  near  her.  "  Well,  Rachael,  my  lass, 
I  am  Richard  Hickman,  and  I  offer  you  the  ring  before 
these  witnesses.  Say  yes,  and  you  are  mistress  of 
Bix  Farm  —  and  Mrs.  Hickman.  Oh,  I  know  the  girl 
I  make  the  offer  to,"  added  he,  maliciously  ;  "  if  3^ou 
could  not  find  out  what  she  is  worth,  I  could.  Where 
are  you  all  now  ?  —  name  the  day,  Rachael,  here  is  the 
man." 

Rachael  made  no  answer. 

It  was  a  strange  situation,  so  strange  that  a  dead 
silence  followed  Hickman's  words.  Marriage  offered  to 
a  woman  before  a  man's  face  who  had  tried  to  kill  him- 
self for  her  but  yesterday,  and  offered  by  a  man  who 
had  neglected  her  entirely  for  five  years,  and  had  de- 
clined her  under  more  favorable  circumstances.  Then 
the   motionless   silence    of   the   woman   so  addressed  — 
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they  all  hung  upon  her  lips,  poor  INIr.  Casenower  not 
excepted,  who  feared  that,  now  Rachael  was  to  be  Mrs. 
Hickman,  Robert  might  turn  to  Mrs.  Mayfield  and  crush 
his  new-raised  hopes. 

As  for  Robert,  he  did  everything  he  could  to  make 
Rachael  say  "  Yes  "  to  Hickman.  He  called  up  a  dogged 
look  of  indifference,  and  held  it  on  his  face  by  main 
force.  It  is  to  be  doubted,  though,  whether  this  im- 
posed on  Rachael.  She  stole  a  single  glance  at  him 
under  her  long  lashes,  and  at  last  her  voice  broke  softly 
but  firmly  on  them  all,  and  it  sounded  like  a  bell,  so 
hushed  were  they  all,  and  so  highly  strung  was  their 
attention  and  expectation. 

"I  thank  you,  Richard  Hickman,  but  I  decline  your 
offer." 

"  Are  you  in  earnest,  little  girl  ?  " 

"  Rachael,"  said  Patrick,  "  think  —  are  you  sure  you 
know  your  own  mind  ?  " 

"  Grandfather,  to  marry  a  man  I  must  swear  in  the 
face  of  Heaven  to  love  and  honor  him.  How  could  I  re- 
spect Richard  Hickman  ?  If  he  was  the  only  man  left 
upon  the  earth,  I  could  not  marry  him,  and  I  would  not. 
I  would  rather  die  !  " 

Robert  drew  a  long  breath. 

"You  have  got  your  answer,"  said  Patrick,  "so  now, 
if  I  was  you,  I'd  be  off." 

"  If  I  don't,  I'm  a  fool.  I  shall  go  to  my  uncle  :  he 
lives  ninety  miles  from  here,  and  you'll  see  I  shall  get  a 
farm  there  and  a  wife  and  all — if  so  be  you  don't  come 
there  a-reaping,  Mr.  Patrick." 

"  Heaven  pardon  you,  then,"  said  the  old  man,  gravely. 
"You  are  but  young;  remember  it  is  not  too  late  to  re- 
pair your  ill-conduct  to  us  by  good  conduct  to  others ; 
so  now  good-aaternoon." 

"  Good-aaternoon,   Daddy    Patrick/'    said    Hickman, 
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with  sudden  humility.  "  Your  servant,  all  the  com- 
pany," added  he,  taking  off  his  hat.  So  saying,  he  went 
off.  He  had  no  sooner  turned  the  corner  than  he  re- 
pented him  of  the  manner  of  his  going ;  so,  putting  his 
hands  in  his  pockets,  he  whistled  the  first  verse  of  "  The 
Plough-boy,"  until  out  of  hearing.  As  these  last  sounds 
of  Hickman  died  away,  they  all  looked  at  one  another 
in  silence.     Old  Hathorn  was  the  first  to  speak. 

"■  That  was  uncommon  spirity  to  refuse  Hickman,"  said 
he,  bluntly,  *'  but  you  have  too  much  pride,  both  of  you." 

"  No,  not  I,  farmer,"  'said  the  old  man,  sorrowfully. 
"  I  have  been  proud,  and  high-spirited  too ;  but  it  is  time 
that  passed  away  from  me.  I  am  old  enough  to  see 
from  this  world  into  another,  and  from  this  hour  to  my 
last  (and  that  won't  be  long,  I  hope),  I  am  patient ;  the 
sky  is  above  the  earth ;  my  child  has  had  wrong  —  cruel, 
bitter,  undeserved  wrong;  but  we  will  wait  for  Heaven's 
justice,  since  man  has  none  for  us  :  and  we  will  take  it 
when  it  comes,  here  or  hereafter." 

The  fiery  old  man's  drooping  words  brought  the  water 
into  all  their  eyes,  and  Robert,  in  whose  mind  so  sore  a 
struggle  had  been  raging,  sprang  to  his  feet. 

"You  speak  well,"  he  cried,  "you  are  a  righteous 
man,  and  my  ill-pride  falls  before  your  words ;  it  is  my 
turn  to  ask  your  daughter  of  you.  Rachael,  you  take 
me  for  husband  and  friend  for  life.  I  loved  you  well 
enough  to  die  for  you,  and  now  T  love  you  well  enough 
to  live  for  you;  liachael,  be  my  wife  —  if  you  please." 

"She  won't  say  'No'  this  time,"  cried  Rose  May- 
field,  archly. 

"  Thank  you,  Robert,"  said  Rachael,  mournfully.  "  I 
am  more  your  friend  than  to  say  '  Yes.' " 

"  Rachael,"  cried  Mrs.  Hathorn,  "  if  it  is  on  our  ac- 
count, I  never  saw  a  lass  1  would  like  so  well  for 
daughter-in-law  as  yourself." 
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"No,  mother,"  said  Eobert ;  "it  is  on  account  of 
father.  Father,  if  you  will  not  be  offended,  I  shall  put 
a  question  to  you  that  I  never  thought  to  put  to  my 
father.  Have  I  been  a  good  son  or  a  bad  son  to  you 
these  eight  and  twenty  years  ?  " 

"Eobert!"  cried  the  old  man,  in  a  quivering  tone, 
that  showed  these  sim])le  words  had  gone  through  and 
through  his  heart.  Then  he  turned  to  Eachael :  "  My 
girl,  I  admire  your  pride ;  but  have  pity  on  my  poor  boy 
and  me." 

"  And  on  yourself,"  put  in  Mrs.  Mayfield. 

"  May  Heaven  bless  you,  Mr.  Hathorn  !  "  said  Eachael. 
"If  I  say  'No'  to  Eobert,  I  have  a  reason  that  need 
offend  no  one.  Folk  would  never  believe  I  was  not  in 
fault;  they  would  cast  his  wife's. story  in  his  teeth,  and 
sting  us  both  to  death ;  for  he  is  proud,  and  I  am  proud 
too.  And  what  I  have  gone  through  —  oh  !  it  has  made 
me  as  bitter  as  gall  —  as  bitter  as  gall !" 

"Eachael  AVright,"  cried  the  old  corporal  sternly, 
"  listen  to  me  ! " 

"  Eachael  Wright ! "  yelled  Casenower.  "Oh  !  gracious 
heavens !  —  Eachael  Wright  —  it  is  —  it  must  be.  I 
knew  it  was  an  odd  combination — I  got  it  into  my 
head  it  was  '  Eebecca  Eeid '  —  is  this  Eachael  Wright, 
sir  ?  " 

"  Of  course  it  is,"  said  the  corporal,  peevishly. 

"  Then  I  have  got  something  for  her  from  my  late 
partners.  I'll  find  it  —  it  is  at  the  bottom  of  my  seeds," 
and  away  scampered  Casenower. 

He  presently  returned,  and  interrupted  a  rebuke  Mr, 
Patrick  was  administering  to  Eachael,  by  giving  her  a 
long  envelope.  She  opened  it  with  some  surprise,  and 
ran  her  eye  over  it,  for  she  was  what  they  call  in  the 
county  a  capital  scholar.  Now  as  she  read,  her  face 
changed  and  changed  like  an  April  sky,  and  each  change 
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was  a  picture  and  a  story.  They  looked  at  her  in  won- 
der as  well  as  curiosity.  At  last  a  lovely  red  mantled 
in  her  pale  cheek,  and  a  smile  like  a  rainbow,  a  smile 
those  present  had  never  seen  on  her  face,  came  back  to 
her  from  the  past.  The  paper  dropped  from  lier  hands 
as  she  stretched  them  out,  like  some  benign  goddess  or 
nymph,  all  love,  delicacy,  and  grace. 

"  Robert,"  she  cried,  and  she  need  have  said  no  more, 
for  the  little  word  ''  Robert,"  as  she  said  it,  was  a 
volume  of  love ;  "  Robert,  I  love,  I  always  loved  you. 
I  am  happy  —  happy  —  happy  !  "  and  she  threw  her  arm 
round  Robert's  neck,  and  cried  and  sobbed,  and,  crying 
and  sobbing,  told  him  again  and  again  how  happy  she 
was. 

"Hallo!  "  cried  Hathorn,  cheerfully,  "■  wind  has  shifted 
in  your  favor,  appearently.  Bob." 

Mrs.  Mayfield  picked  up  the  paper.  "  This  has  done 
it,"  cried  she,  and  she  read  it  out  pro  bono.  The  paper 
contained  the  copy  of  a  will  made  by  Rachael's  aunt,  a 
year  before  she  died.  The  sour  old  lady,  being  wrath 
with  Rachael  on  account  of  her  misconduct  in  getting 
victimized,  but  not  quite  so  wrath  as  with  her  graceless 
nephew,-  had  taken  a  medium  course.  She  had  not 
destroyed  this  will,  as  she  did  the  other,  by  which 
gra(;eless  nephew  was  to  benefit,  but  she  hid  it  in  the 
wall,  safe  as  ever  magpie  hid  thimble,  and  dying  some- 
what suddenly,  she  died  intestate  to  all  appearance. 
This  old  lady  was  immeasurably  fond  of  the  old  ram- 
shackly  house  she  lived  in.  So,  after  awhile,  to  show 
liis  cnntemi)t  of  her,  graceless  nephew  had  the  house 
pull('(l  down  ;  tlie  workmen  picked  out  of  the  wall  the 
will  in  (piestion.  An  old  servant  of  the  lady,  whom 
graceless  nei)liew  had  turned  off,  lived  hard  by,  and 
was  sorrowfully  watcliiug  tlie  demolition  of  the  liousc, 
when  the  will  was  picked  out.     Old  servant  read  the 
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will,  and  found  herself  down  for  one  hundred  pounds. 
Old  servant  took  the  will  to  a  firm  of  solicitors,  no  other 
than  Casenower's  late  partners.  They  sent  down  to 
Rachael's  village  ;  she  and  Patrick  were  gone ;  a  neigh- 
bor said  they  were  reaping  somewhere  in  Oxfordshire. 
The  firm  sent  a  copy  of  the  will  to  Casenower  as  a 
forlorn  hope,  and  employed  a  person  to  look  out  for 
Rachael's  return  to  her  own  place,  as  the  best  chance  of 
doing  business  with  her.  By  the  will,  two  thousand 
pounds  and  Bix  Farm  were  bequeathed  to  Rachael. 

"  Bix  Farm  !     Three  hundred  acres  !  "  cried  Hathorn. 

"  Bix  Farm  —  the  farm  Hickman  is  on,"  cried  Rose 
Mayfield.  ''  Kick  him  out ;  he  has  no  lease.  If  you 
don't  turn  him  out  neck  and  crop  before  noon  to-morrow, 
I'm  a  dead  woman." 

"The  farm  is  Robert's,"  said  Rachael;  "and  so  is  all 
I  have  to  give  him,  if  he  will  accept  it."  And  though 
she  looked  at  Mrs.  Mayfield,  she  still  clung  to  Robert. 

Robert  kissed  her,  and  looked  so  proudly  at  them  all! 
"  Have  I  chosen  ill  ?  "  said  Robert's  eyes. 


CHAPTER   X. 


"When  everybody  sees  how  a  story  will  end,  the  story 
is  ended. 

Robert  and  Rachael  live  on  their  own  farm,  Bix ; 
Corporal  Patrick  sits  by  their  fireside. 

People  laugh  at  Mr.  Casenower's  eccentricities  ;  but 
it  is  found  unsafe  to  laugh  at  them  in  presence  of  Mrs. 
Casenower,  late  Mayfield. 

I  think  I  cannot  conclude  better  than  by  quoting  a 
few  words  that  passed  between  Mrs.  Hathorn  and  Cor- 
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poral  Patrick,  as  tliey  all  sat  rouud  one  table  that  happy 
evening. 

"  Rose,"  said  this  homely  good  creature,  "  I  do  notice 
that  trouble  comes  to  all  of  us  at  one  time  or  other ;  and 
I  think  they  are  the  happiest  that  have  their  trouble 
(like  these  two  children)  in  the  morning  of  their  days." 

"Ay,  dame,"  said  the  corporal,  taking  up  the  word, 
^'  and  after  that  a  bright  afternoon,  and  a  quiet  evening 
—  as  mine  will  be  now,  please  God  ! " 

Friendly  reader  (for  I  have  friendly  as  well  as  un- 
friendly readers),  I  do  not  wish  you  a  day  without  a 
cloud,  for  you  are  human,  and  I,  though  a  writer,  am 
not  a  humbug.  But,  ^in  ending  this  tale,  I  wish  you  a 
bright  afternoon,  and  a  tranquil  evening,  and  above  all 
a  clear  sky  when  the  sun  goes  down. 


II. 

THE    BLOOMER. 


CHAPTER   I. 


Propria  quae  maribus  tribuuiitur  mascula  ilicas. 
Free  Trans.  —  The  things  that  are  proper  to  males  you  may  call 
masculine. 

John  Courtknay  was  the  sou  of  Richard  Courtenay. 
Richard  was  the  younger  son  of  a  good  Devonshire 
family  :  his  elder  brother  inherited  four  thousand  a  year 
—  he,  fifteen  hundred  pounds  down  from  the  same  rela- 
tive, his  father  —  vlve  V Anrjleterve  ! 

His  fifteen  hundred  pounds  wouldn't  do  in  a  genteel 
country  like  England  ;  so  he  went  to  America  and  com- 
merce. He  died  richer  than  the  owner  of  Courtenay 
Court. 

John,  his  son,  was  richer  still  by  the  same  honorable 
means. 

He  was  also  a  stanch  republican.  The  unparalleled 
rise  and  grandeur  of  the  United  States  might  well  recom- 
mend their  institutions  to  any  candid  mind  ;  and  John 
Courtenay  spent  his  leisure  moments  in  taking  the  gloss 
off  John  Bull's  hide.  He  was  not  so  spiteful  against 
him  as  some  of  those  gentry  who  owe  their  cleverness 
to  themselves,  but  their  existence  to  Bull  and  forget  it : 
his  line  was  rather  cool  contempt.  The  old  country  was 
worn  out  and  decayed  ;  it  was  progressing  like  a  crab 
instead  of  going  ahead,  etc. 


100  THE   COURSE    OF   TRUE   LOVE 

For  all  this,  one  fine  day  something  seemed  to  crack 
inside  John  Courtenay's  bosom  when  he  saw  an  announce- 
ment from  the  modest  pen  of  Eobins,  that  Courtenay 
Court  Avas  in  the  market. 

He  did  not  think  such  an  advertisement  would  have 
interested  him  any  more  than  consols  ninety-six  and  a 
half  —  but  it  did. 

This  gentleman  was  at  the  moment  working  a  loan  at 
five  per  cent  with  Kentucky ;  and  he  had  promised  him- 
self to  be  in  it  to  the  tune  of  fifty  thousand  pounds :  but 
all  this  day  he  took  more  snuff  than  was  good  for  him, 
and  the  next  day  after  breakfast  and  a  reverie  he  sud- 
denly burst  out,  "  Pshaw !  the  worst  investment  in  the 
worst  country:  a  sinking  interest  in  a  sinking  kingdom." 

"Papa!"  said  a  musical  voice,  "your  paying  me  no 
attention  will,  I  fear,  end  in  your  being  worried." 

This  worrying  meant  a  certain  violent  system  of  kiss- 
ing with  which  the  speaker  used  to  fall  upon  John 
Courtenay  when  he  was  very  good  or  very  bad ;  she  used 
it  indifferently  as  a  reward  or  punishment. 

This  time,  to  her  surprise,  the  old  gentleman  answered 
her  smiling  threat  by  opening  his  arms  in  a  moment  and 
saying,  "My  child  ! " 

In  another  moment  Caroline  Courtenay  was  in  his 
arms:  he  pressed  his  lips  to  her  brow,  and  said,  "  I  will 
do  it !     I  will  do  it ! " 

"  What  will  you  do,  papa  ?  " 

"Tliat  is  my  business,  I  reckon,"  said  he,  recovering 
the  statesman  and  man  of  business  with  rather  a  brusque 
reaction  —  and  off  lie  bustled  to  Wall  Street,  "where 
merchants  most  do  congregate." 

Cai'oline  stood  irresolute,  and  had  a  mind  to  whimjx'r 
—  she  thought  hov  affection  had  been  for  once  half 
repulsed. 

CaroliiK^!  doubt  ;uiyt,liing,  everything,  l)ut  a  jiarent's 
love  for  his  only  child. 


NEVER   DID   KUN    SMOOTH.  101 


CHAPTER   II. 

In  three  weeks  after  this  the  hammer  came  to  Courte- 
nay  Court,  and  that  hammer  was  wielded  (I  use  the  term 
he  would  have  selected)  by  the  St.  George  of  the  auction 
room. 

Need  I  say  the  wood  and  water  of  the  estate  had  pre- 
viously been  painted  in  language  as  flowing  as  the  one 
and  as  exuberant  as  the  foliage  of  the  other  ? 

In  the  large  hall  were  two  fireplaces  where  piles  of 
beech-log  blazed  and  crackled. 

Mr.  Robins  made  his  bow,  and  up  went  Courtenay 
Court,  manor  and  lordship,  in  a  single  lot. 

There  were  present,  besides  farmers,  some  forty  coun- 
try gentlemen,  many  of  whom  looked  business  :  they  had 
not  examined  their  own  horizon  as  John  Courtenay, 
merchant,  had.     Land  Avas  in  vogue. 

I  don't  wonder  at  it. 

Certainly  a  lauded  estate  is  "an  animal  with  its  mouth 
always  open."  But  compare  the  physical  perception  and 
enjoyment  of  landed  wealth  with  that  of  consols  and 
securities. 

Can  I  get  me  rosy  cheeks,  health,  and  good-humor, 
riding  up  and  down  my  Peruvian  bonds ;  can  I  go  out 
shooting  upon  my  parchment,  or  in  summer  sit  under 
the  shadow  of  my  mortgage  deed,  and  bob  for  commas 
and  troll  for  semicolons  in  my  river  of  ink  that  meanders 
through  my  meadow  of  sheepskin  ? 

Wherefore  I  really  tliink  land  will  always  tempt  even 
the  knowing  ones,  until  some  vital  change  shall  take 
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place  in  society :  for  instance,  till  the  globe  makes  its 
exit  in  smoke  and  the  blue  curtain  comes  down  on  the 
creation. 

Three  or  four  gentlemen  held  the  bidding  up  till 
about  thirty  thousand  pounds ;  it  then  became  flat. 

And  now  one  Adam  Eaves,  a  farmer,  pushed  sheep- 
ishly forward,  made  an  advance  on  the  bidding,  and 
looked  ashamed. 

Why  lookest  thou  ashamed,  0  yeoman,  bulwark  of 
our  isle  ? 

This  is  why.  Adams  Eaves  farmed  two  farms ;  and 
he  had  for  three  years  been  praying  his  landlords  for  a 
decrease  of  rent,  upon  grounds  that  nowise  tallied  with 
his  little  offer  of  thirty-  thousand  one  hundred  pounds 
down  on  the  nail  for  Courtenay  INIanor;  and  therefore 
looked  he  ashamed,  the  simple-minded  yeoman,  bulwark 
of  our  isle. 

Joshua  Tanner,  linen-draper  in  the  market-town,  he 
whose  cry  for  ten  years  had  been  the  decay  of  retail 
trade,  was  so  surprised  at  this  that  thrown  off  his  guard 
he  bid  an  hundred  more  —  but  the  mask  once  thrown 
off,  he  blushed  not,  but  sprinkled  insulting  arrogance  on 
all  around. 

Both  these  worthies,  who,  unlike  us  writers,  had  for 
years  announced  themselves  beneath  their  true  value, 
gave  way  to  heavier  metal,  and  the  estate  began  to 
approach  its  real  worth.  It  was  at  thirty-eight  thou- 
sand pounds. 

There  was  a  pause.  St.  George  looked  jocose,  and 
felt  uneasy  :  were  they  running  cunning  like  their  own 
hounds,  these  South  country  gentlemen  ? 

He  now  looked  carefully  all  round  the  room  :  a  long 
attenuated  figure  with  a  broad-brimmed  luit  on,  stand- 
ing by  a  distant  window,  met  his  eye,  and,  as  if  to  oblige 
him,  now  for  the  first  time  made  a  cool  nonchalant  bid 
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by  nodding  his  head  —  round  went  all  the  company  on 
their  heels  with  their  backs  to  the  auctioneer,  as,  when 
in  the  last  row  of  the  pit  two  personages  of  this  our  day 
go  to  fisticuffs,  I  have  seen  the  audience  turn  its  back  on 
the  quarrel  of  Brutus  and  Cassius,  or  Melantius  and 
Amyntor. 

Forty -two/  three,  four  thousand  were  reached  —  two 
country  gentlemen  bidders  turned  red  and  white  —  the 
pin  bid  on,  rhythmically,  at  measured  intervals,  like  a 
chaff-cutting  machine,  unconscious  of  opposition,  indif- 
ferent to  result. 

The  estate  was  now  at  thirty  years'  purchase ;  a  hum 
that  went  round  the  room  announced  this  fact  without 
a  Avord  spoken  —  all  the  hounds  had  tailed  off  but  one. 
He  went  on.  The  two  bidders  were  strangely  con- 
trasted :  it  seemed  odd  the}'  could  both  want  the  same 
thing.  In  shape  one  was  like  a  pin :  the  other  a  pin- 
cushion. 

Our  friend  at  the  window  was  all  one  color,  like  wash- 
leather,  or  an  actor  by  daylight ;  the  other,  with  his  head 
of  white  hair  as  thick  as  a  boy's,  and  his  red-brown 
cheeks,  and  his  bright  eye,  reflected  comfort  as  brightly 
as  Hampton  Court  with  its  red  brick  and  white  facings, 
and  cheered  the  eye  like  old  Sun  and  old  Frost  battling 
for  a  December  day. 

At  last  the  thin  and  sallow  personage  uttered  these 
words  :  "  Forty-seven  thousand  pounds  !  "  in  a  nasal 
twang  that  seemed  absurdly  unjust  to  the  grand  ideaa 
such  words  excite  in  elegant  minds  conscious  how  many 
refined  pleasures  can  be  luid  for  forty-seven  thousand 
pounds. 

His  antagonist's  head  sunk  for  a  moment. 

He  sighed,  and  instead  of  bidding  higher  or  holding 
his  tongue,  the  two  business  alternatives  open  to  him, 
he  said,  "  Then  it  will  never  be  mine  ! " 
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He  said  this  so  simply,  yet  with  so  much  pain,  that 
some  of  those  good  souls,  who  unless  they  have  two  days 
to  think  over  it  with  their  wives  or  sisters,  are  sure  to 
take  the  pathetic  for  the  ludicrous,  horse-laughed  at 
him. 

He  turned  away.  Mr,  Robins  did  not  waste  a  second 
in  idle  flourishes ;  when  a  thing  is  settled,  end  it,  thought 
he :  he  knocked  the  lot  down  now  as  he  would  a  china 
tea-pot  in  a  sale  of  two  hundred  lots  —  and  the  old  oaks 
of  Courtenay  bowed  their  heads  to  a  Yankee  merchant. 

The  buyer  stepped  up  to  the  auctioneer. 

Mr.  Ralph  Seymour,  the  last  bidder,  made  for  the  door 
—  at  the  door  he  buttoned  with  difficulty  his  coat  over  his 
breast,  for  his  heart  was  swelling  and  his  eye  glistened. 
It  was  a  bitter  disappointment  —  we  who  live  in  towns 
can  hardly  think  how  bitter.  Such  sales  do  not  come 
every  day  in  the  country  :  his  estate  marched  for  a  mile 
and  a  half  with  the  Courtenays.  He  had  counted  on 
no  competition  but  that  of  his  neighbors,  he  had  bouglit 
it  from  them  :  but  a  man  who  happened  to  want  an 
estate  had  come  from  London,  or,  as  it  was  now  whis- 
pered, from  New  York. 

Any  other  estate  would  have  suited  him  as  well,  but  he 
would  have  this. 

Poor  old  gentleman,  he  had  told  Mrs.  Seymour  she 
should  walk  this  evening  under  the  great  birch-trees  of 
the  Courtenays  —  and  they  be  hei-s  ! 

They  had  been  married  forty  years,  and  he  had  never 
broken  his  word  to  her  before. 

The  auctioneer  read  the  buj'er's  card. 

"  Sold  to  Mr.  Jonathan  Sims,"  —  said  he. 

"  Ugh ! "  went  one  or  two  provincials,  and  then  dead 
silence. 

"  Acting,"  continued  the  auctioneer,  "  for  Mu.  John 

COUHTENAY  OF  NeW  YcHiK." 
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There  was  a  pause  —  a  hurried  buzz  —  and  then,  to 
Mr.  Sims's  surprise,  a  thundering  "  Hurrah  "  burst  out 
that  made  the  rafters  ring  and  the  windows  rattle. 

"  It's  Master  Ricliard's  son,"  shouted  Adam  Eaves. 
"  My  father's  ridden  many's  the  time  with  Master 
Richard,  he  rode  the  mule,  and  father  the  jenny-ass 
after  Squire  Courtenay's  hounds,  Hurraih  !  " 

Omnes.     Hurraih ! 

The  thorough-bred  old  John  Bull  at  the  door,  Mr. 
Ralph  Seymour,  seemed  glad  of  an  excuse  to  get  rid  of 
some  bile  foreign  to  his  nature.  In  three  strides  he  was 
alongside  Jonathan,  and  had  he  been  French  it  was  plain 
he  would  have  said  something  neat,  but  as  he  was  only 
English  he  grasped  Mr.  Sims's  hand  like  a  vise  —  and 

—  asked  him  to  dinner. 

That  is  the  English  idea,  —  you  must  ask  a  gentleman 
to  dinner ;  and  you  must  give  a  poor  man  a  day's  work 

—  that  wins  him. 

John  Courtenay  came  home  :  I  omit  the  objections  he 
took,  chemin  faisatit,  to  things  in  the  old  country.  They 
would  fill  a  volume  with  just  remonstrance. 

He  came  to  his  own  lodge-gate ;  the  old  man  who 
opened  it  sung  out,  — 

"  Oh  !  Master  John,  how  like  you  be  to  Master  Richard 
sure///."' 

Courtenay  was  astonished :  he  found  this  old  boy  had 
been  thinking  of  him  all  that  way  off  for  sixty  years, 
ever  since  his  birth  transpired. 

The  old  housekeeper  welcomed  him  with  tears  in  her 
eyes. 

He  dined  in  a  room  enriched  Avith  massive  old  carv- 
ings, he  walked  after  dinner  under  his  avenue  of  birches 
with  silver  stems  of  gigantic  thickness  and  patriarchal 
age.  The  housekeeper  put  hini  in  a  bed  his  father  liad 
slept  in  when  a  boy.    • 
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Soon  the  country  gentlemen  made  acquaintance  with 
him.  The  strong  idea  of  distributive  justice  he  had 
brought  from  commerce,  aiul  his  business  habits,  caused 
him  to  be  consulted  and  valued. 

It  is  a  fact  that  after  some  months  in  Devonshire  he 
developed  a  trait  or  two  of  Toryism,  but  they  could  not 
make  him  believe  that  nations  are  the  property  of  kings, 
and  countries  their  home  farms.  They  did  all  they  could 
think  of  to  corrupt  him. 

They  made  him  perforce  a  justice  of  the  peace.  He 
remonstrated  and  pooh-poohed,  but  was  no  sooner  one 
than  he  infused  fresh  blood  into  the  withered  veins  of 
justice  in  his  district.  He  became  a  referee  in  all  nice 
matters  of  rural  equity.  In  short,  his  neighbors  had  all 
overcome  any  little  prejudice,  and  had  learned  his  value 
when  —  they  lost  him.  His  time  was  come  to  close  an 
honorable  life  by  a  peaceful  death. 

Short  as  had  been  his  career  among  them,  the  whole 
county  followed  him  to  his  resting-place  among  the 
■Courtenays  in  Conyton  church  vault. 

He  left  all  his  land  and  all  his  money  by  will  to  his 
daughter.  To  his  will  he  attached  a  paper  containing 
some  requests. 

One  was  that  she  would  provide  for  the  aged  house- 
keeper and  lodgekeeper,  who  knew  his  father,  and  wel- 
comed him  home:  he  called  it  home.  Ihit  there  was 
nothing  about  where  he  wished  her  to  live.  He  did  not 
decide  the  great  little  question :  is  America  or  England 
the  right  place  for  us  globules  to  swell  and  burst  in  ? 

In  other  words,  when  he  wrote  this  letter  John  Courte- 
nay  was  dying,  and  thought  less  about  the  kingdom 
whence  came  his  root,  or  the  State  where  his  flowers  had 
bloomed,  than  of  a  country  lu;  had  learned  to  look  towards 
l)y  Ix'ing  ncitlnn'  Yankee  nor  P>riton  so  much  as  an  lionest, 
God-fearing  man  ;  so  his  ilioughis.  were  now  upon  a  land 
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older  than  little  England,  broader  than  the  great  United 
States,  —  a  land  where  Americans  and  English  are 
brothers. 

And  I  Avarn  them  and  all  men  to  be  brothers  here,  lest 
they  never  see  that  land. 

Caroline  Courtenay  remained  at  New  York.  There 
was  little  to  tempt  her  to  leave  her  birthplace,  and  visit 
the  country  which  seemed  to  her  to  have  robbed  her  of 
her  father.  It  happened,  however,  about  three  years 
after  Mr.  Courtenay 's  death,  that  a  fresh  circumstance 
changed  her  feeling  in  that  respect. 

Young  Eeginald  Seymour,  who  had  come  to  see  the 
States,  had  brought  letters  of  introduction  to  her,  and 
had  prolonged  his  stay  from  a  fortnight  to  eight  months. 
And  he  was  eloquent  in  praise  of  Courtenay  Court,  and  of 
his  father's  place,  which  adjoined  it ;  and  what  Reginald 
praised,  Caroline  desired  to  see. 

Miss  Courtenay  combined  two  qualities  which  are 
generally  seen  in  opposition — beauty  and  wit.  On  her 
wit,  however,  she  had  latterly  cast  some  doubt  by  a  trick 
she  had  fallen  into. 

She  had  been  detected  thinking  for  herself.  Ay,  more 
than  once. 

This  came  of  being  left  an  orphan,  poor  thing.  She 
had  no  one  to  warn  her,  day  by  day,  against  this  habit, 
which  is  said  always  to  lead  her  sex  into  trouble  when 
they  venture  upon  it.  Luckily,  they  don't  do  it  very 
often. 

Wealth,  wit,  and  beauty  meeting  with  young  blood 
were  enough  to  spoil  a  character.  All  they  had  done  in 
this  case  was  to  give  her  a  more  decided  one  than  most 
young  ladies  of  her  age  have,  or  could  carry  without 
spilling. 

It  so  happened,  one  day,  that  a  question  much  agitated 
in  parts  of  the  United  States  occupied  a  semicircle  of 
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ladies,  of  whom  Miss  Courtenay  was  one.  This  was  a 
new  costume  introduced  by  a  highl}'  respectable  hidy, 
the  editor  of  a  paper  called  the  LH;/,  and  wife  of  a 
lawyer  of  some  eminence  at  Seneca  Falls. 

The  company  generally  were  very  severe  on  this  cos- 
tume, and  proceeded  upwards  from  the  pantalets  to  the 
morals  of  the  inventor,  which,  though  approved  at  Seneca 
by  simple  observation,  were  depreciated  at  New  York  by 
intelligent  inference. 

When  the  conversation  began,  Miss  Courtenay  looked 
down  on  the  bare  idea  of  the  bloomer  costume. 

But  its  vituperators  shook  her  opinion  by  a  very  simple 
process,  —  they  gave  their  reasons. 

"It  is  awkward  and  absurd,"  said  one,  as,  by  way  of 
contrast,  she  glided  majestically  to  the  piano  to  sing. 
As  she  spoke  her  foot  went  through  her  dress,  to  the 
surprise  of  —  nobody. 

"  It  is  highly  indelicate  to  expose  any  portion  of  the 
—  in  short,  the  —  the  —  the  —  ankle,"  continued  the  lady 
at  the  piano. 

"  It  is.  Miss  Jemima,"  purred  a  smooth,  deferential 
gentleman,  looking  over  her.  His  eye  dwelt  compla- 
cently on  two  snowy  lunnispheres. 

A  little  extravagance  injures  a  good  cause. 

At  last  Miss  Courtena}'^,  fired  by  opposition  and  uni'ea- 
sonaljle  reasons,  began  to  favor  the  general  theory  of 
bloomer. 

Next  she  converted  several  friends,  still  to  the  theory 
only.  This  got  wind,  and  a  general  attack  was  made  on 
her  by  hei-  well-wishers.  Their  arguments  and  sneers 
completed  the  business,  and  slie  was  pretty  far  gone  in 
bloomerisiii  when  \,\n\  following  scene  took  place  in  her 
own  kitchen. 

Klisii,,  the  cook,  was  making  pastry  on  the  long  oak 
tal>l(;.     iler  fact;  was  rcddci-  than  Iicr  work  a(;count(Ml  lor 
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''Well,  Elisa,"  said  Mrs.  Triinmei",  the  housekeeper, 
"  your  tongue  won't  stop  of  itself,  of  course  not,  so  I'll 
stop  it." 

"  Do,  ma'am,"  suggested  Elisa  with  meek  incredulity. 

"  You  sha'n't  wear  them  here,"  said  Mrs.  Trimmer. 

"  La,  ma'am,"  said  the  housemaid  Angelina,  "  she  had 
better  wear  them  in  the  house  than  in  the  street  with 
two  hundred  boys  at  her  tail." 

'•'  That  is  not  my  meaning,"  answered  Mrs.  Trimmer. 
"  I  hired  you  for  a  female  cook,  and  the  moment  you 

put  on things   that  don't  belong  to  a  woman,  our 

bargain's  broke  and  you  go." 

"  Well,  it  is  an  indelicate  dress,"  observed  Angelina ; 
then  turning  to  John  Giles,  Elisa's  sweetheart,  who  was 
eating  pork  at  the  dresser,  "  Don't  you  think  so,  Mr. 
Giles  ?  "  inquired  she  affectedly. 

"  I-does,"  said  Giles,  with  his  mouth  full.  Giles  was 
a  Briton  in  the  suite  of  young  Seymour. 

"  Vulgar  ?  "  suggested  Angelina. 

"  And  no  mistake,"  said  Giles :  "  it's  as  vulgar  as  be 
blowed,"  added  he,  clenching  the  nail  with  his  polished 
hammer. 

"  And  who  asked  your  opinion  ? "  inquired  Elisa, 
sharply. 

"  Angelina,"  replied  Giles.     Giles  was  matter-of-fact. 

Elisa.     I  mean  to  wear  it  for  as  vulgar  as  'tis. 

Giles.  Then  you  had  better  look  for  another  man 
(applause). 

Elisa.  Oh,  they  are  always  to  be  had  without  look- 
ing out ;  so  long  as  there's  pickled  pork  in  the  kitchen 
they'll  look  in. 

Angelina.  Well,  I  think  a  woman  should  dress  to 
gratify  the  men  (with  an  oeillade  at  Giles),  not  to  imitate 
them. 

Elisa.     The  men  !  so  long  as  we  sweep  the  streets  for 
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them  with  our  skirts,  they  are  all  right.  You  talk  of 
delicacy  :  is  dirt  delicacy  ? 

On  this  she  whipped  off  a  chair  by  the  fire  a  gown 
that  had  met  with  a  misfortune  ;  it  had  been  out  walk- 
ing on  a  wet  day.  Elisa  put  it  viciously  under  Ange- 
lina's nose,  who  recoiled.  An  accurate  description  of  it 
would  soil  these  pages. 

"  Is  that  pretty,"  continued  cook,  "  to  carry  a  hundred- 
weight of  muck  wherever  you  go  ?  " 

"  Dirt  can't  be  helped,"  retorted  Trimmer,  "  indecency 
can." 

"  Indecent ! "  cried  Elisa,  with  a  face  like  scarlet. 
"  Who's  a-going  to  be  indecent  in  this  kitchen  ?  " 

"  The  gals,"  suggested  Angelina,  "  who  wear  —  who 
wear  "  — 

"  Small-clothes,"  put  in  Giles. 

A  grateful  glance  repaid  him  for  extricating  the  pair 
from  a  conventional  difficulty. 

"  What,  it's  indecent  because  it  shows  your  instep,  I 
suppose  ?  You  go  into  the  drawing-room  this  evening, 
and  the  young  ladies  shall  show  you  more  than  ever  a 
bloomer  will.  Women's  delicacy  !  "  said  Elisa,  putting 
her  hand  under  the  paste  and  bringing  it  down  on  the 
reverse  with  a  whack.  *'  Gammon !  Fashion  is  wliat 
we  care  for,  not  delicacy.  If  it  was  the  fashion  to  tie 
our  right  foot  to  our  left  ear,  wouldn't  you  do  it  ?  " 

"  No ! "  said  Angelina  with  but  little  hesitation. 

"  Tlien  I  would  !  "  cried  Elisa,  sacrificing  herself  to 
her  argument.  "  What  did  they  wear  last  year,"  con- 
tinued this  orator,  "  eh  ?  answer  me  that  whisking  to  and 
fro  as  they  walked  and  drawing  everybody's  attention." 

In  speaking,  Elisa  was  worse  than  I  am  in  writing, 
she  never  punctuated  at  all. 

"So  you  mean  to  w(>,ar  them?"  in([uir(Ml  Mrs.  Trim- 
mer, coming  back  from  the  argument  to  tlie  j)oint. 
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EUsa.     Yes,  I  do. 

Observe.  At  the  beginning  of  the  argument  she  had 
no  such  intention. 

Mrs.  Trimmer.  Then  I  give  you  a  month's  warning, 
here  and  now,  Elisa  Staunton. 

Elisa.     And  I  won't  take  it  from  you,  Mrs.  Trimmer. 

Mrs.  Trimmer.     Wlio  will  you  take  it  from,  then  ? 

EUsa.     The  mistress  or  nobody. 

Aiigelina.  La,  Lisa !  you  know  she  never  speaks  to 
a  servant. 

Elisa.     She  speaks  to  Mrs.  Trimmer,  don't  she  ? 

Mrs.  Trimmer.  Am  I  a  servant,  hussy  ?  Am  I  a 
servant  ? 

EUsa.  Yes,  you  are ;  we  are  all  servants  here  :  some 
is  paid  for  doing  the  work,  and  other  some  for  looking 
on  and  interrupting  it  here  and  there. 

3Irs.  Trimmer  (gasping).  Leave  the  kitchen,  young 
woman. 

EUsa.  The  kitchen's  mine,  and  the  housekeeper's 
room  is  yours,  old  woman. 

"  Go  to  the  mistress,  and  tell  her  I  want  to  come  and 
S])eak  to  her,"  gasped  the  insulted  housekeeper,  deprived 
of  motion  by  her  fury. 

Angelina  took  but  one  step  before  Elisa  caught  her, 
held  the  roller  high  above  her  head,  and,  saying  "  If  you 
offer  to  go  there  I'll  roll  ye  up  into  my  paste,"  pushed 
her  down  into  a  chair,  where  she  roared  and  blubbered. 

'^  0  you  rude,  brutal-behaved  woman  !  "  cried  Trimmer. 
"  I  shall  faint." 

Helps  have  an  insolence  all  their  own  ;  they  say  the 
most  cutting  things  with  a  tone  of  extra  sweetness  and 
courtesy,  that  has  the  effect  of  fire  quenched  with  sweet 
oil,  or  brandy  softened  with  oil  of  vitriol. 

With  such  sweet  and  measured  tones  Elisa  said,  half 
under   her  -breath,    "  Giles,   you   go  —  into   the    house- 
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keeper's  room  —  and  look  behind  the  door  —  and  you'll 
find  —  the  biggest  brandy -bottle  you  ever  did  see  —  Mrs. 
Trimmer  wants  it !  " 

This  dry  little  speech  was  hartshorn.  Some  spring 
seemed  to  have  been  pressed,  so  erect  bounced  Mrs. 
Trimmer. 

She  bustled  up  to  Elisa,  and,  with  a  spite  that  threat- 
ened annihilation,  gave  her  an  inhnitesimal  pat  on  the 
back  of  her  head,  and  retired  precipitately  with  a  face 
in  which  misgiving  already  took  the  place  of  fury. 

Elisa  put  down  the  roller  quite  leisurely,  and  cleaned 
her  fingers  slowly  of  dough. 

"  It  is  lucky  for  you,"  said  she  firmly,  "  that  you  are 
the  same  age  as  my  mother,  or  down  you'd  go  on  those 
bricks.  Oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  ! "  and  down  went  she  on 
a  chair  opposite  Angelina,  and  her  apron  over  her  head ; 
for  these  women  who  are  going  to  tear  the  house  down 
and  stand  like  mercury  on  the  debris,  in  a  bloomer,  with 
a  finger  pointing  to  truth  and  a  toe  to  futurity,  are  just 
two  shades  more  faint-hearted  at  bottom  than  the  others. 

So  Elisa  and  Angelina  kept  up  the  bawl  with  great 
want  of  spirit,  bursting  out  in  turns  after  the  manner 
of  strophe  and  antistrophe. 

Et  ululai'e  pai*es  et  fZcspondere  purutas. 

Meantime  the  man  of  one  idea  at  a  time,  Giles,  was 
obeying  ordex'S  and  going  after  the  bottle  specified  by 
Elisa,  and  had  his  hand  on  the  door  of  housekeeper's 
room. 

"  Giles ! "  screamed  the  proprietor.  He  stood  petri- 
fied. *'  There  is  no  such  thing  in  my  room,"  said  she, 
with  sudden  calmness. 

Giles  returned  to  the  dresser. 

The  present  scene  had  lately  received  an  addition  that 
made  it  perfect,  a  satiri(:a]  spectator. 
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The  pantry  window  which  looked  into  the  kitchen 
was  opened  by  a  footman  whose  head  had  been  previ- 
ously seen  bobbing  wildly  up  and  down  as  he  cleaned 
his  plate. 

This  footman  had  admired  Elisa,  but,  outweighed  by 
the  solid  virtues  and  limbs  of  Giles,  was  furtively  look- 
ing out  for  a  chance  of  disturbing  the  balance. 

Elisa  and  Angelina  were  now  sobbing  placidly. 

Mr.  Giles  stretched  his  legs  slowly  out  before  him 
and  said  very  slowly,  and  with  really  an  appearance  of 
reflection,  "Now  all  this  —  here  —  bobbery  —  comes  from 
a  woman  —  making  up  —  7ier  mind  —  to  wear  —  the  — 
B-ugh  a  ha  ho  ho !  ugh ! " 

Elisa  had  bounced  up  in  a  rage,  and  dabbed  the  paste 
right  over  his  mouth,  nose,  eyes,  face,  and  temples.  (He 
should  have  spoken  quicker.) 

It  was  nearly  his  death  :  however,  with  horrible  noises 
and  distortions  he  got  clear  of  it. 

The  footman  roared  with  laughter  —  he  thought  he 
never  had  seen  so  truly  funny  a  thing  done  in  his  life  — ■ 
none  of  your  vulgar  jokes  —  "legitimate  humor,"  thought 
John  (Giles  being  my  rival).  However,  turning  sud- 
denly grave  he  said,  — 

"Well,  you  are  drawing  it  mild,  you  are  —  here's  the 
mistress  coming  to  see  whose  cat's  dead."  So  saying  he 
slammed  the  window,  and  his  head  went  bobbing  again 
over  his  spoons. 

At  this  announcement  histrionics  commenced.  "Mrs. 
Trimmer,  madam,"  began  Elisa  demurely,  with  a  total 
change  of  manner,  "  I'm  sure,  ma'am,  you  wouldn't  take 
away  a  poor  girl's  place  that's  three  thousand  miles 
away  from  home  all  for  a  word,  ma'am  !" 

"You  may  pack  up  your  box,  Elisa,  for  you  won't 
sleep  in  this  house,"  was  the  grim  answer. 

"  0  Mrs.  Trimmer,"  remonstrated  Elisa  tearfully  j  "  if 
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you  have  no  heart  for  poor  servants,  where  do  you 
expect  to  go  to  ?  " 

"I  shall  go  nowhere,"  replied  the  dignitary;  "I  shall 
stay  here,  it's  you  that  shall  march."  .  Then  hearing  a 
light  step  approach,  she  astonished  them  all  by  suddenly 
rising  into  a  wild  sonorous  recitative,  — 

*'  I  have  my  mistress's  confidence,  and  will  deserve 
it." 

]\Iiss  Courtenay  stood  on  the  threshold. 

Mrs.  Trimmer's  game  was  not  to  see  her.  She  intoned 
a  little  louder. 

"  No  woman  shall  stay  a  day  in  this  house  "  — 

"Well,  I  never!"  gasped  Angelina,  looking  towards 
the  door. 

"Hold  your  tongue  —  no  woman  shall  sta}''  a  day  in 
this  house  who  thinks  to  put  on  that  immoral,  owdelicate, 
ondece.nt  —  ah!  ah!  ah!"  Trimmer  screamed,  put  her 
nose'  out  straight  in  the  air  —  put  on  her  spectacles,  and 
screamed  again. 

Miss  Courtenay  stood  at  the  door  in  a  suit  of  propria 
qxim  marihus! 


CHAPTER  III. 


The   world  up  to  that   moment   had   never   seen  so 
smart  a  fella  as  caused  Trimmer's  recitative  to  die  in  a 

quaver;     i,  r  e   stood    in  the  threshold  erect  yet  lithe, 

the  ser})entine  lines  of  youthful  female  beauty  veiled 
yet  not  disguised  in  vest  and  pantaloons  of  marvellous 
cut  —  neat  little  collars,  dapper  shoes  and  gaiters,  deli- 
cious purple  broadcloth. 

"Giles!"  groaned  Mrs.  Trimmer,  "^-ou    may  go    for 
what    Elisa   said  —  anybody  may  do   anything   now;  I 
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nursed  her  on  these  knees,"  whined  the  poor  woman 
with  the  piteous  tone  that  always  accompanies  this 
favorite  statement. 

"Trimmer,"  said  the  Courtenay,  coldly,  "theatrical 
exhibitions  amuse  but  do  not  deceive  —  be  yourself." 

"  Yes,  ma'am,"  answered  Trimmer  coolly,  dropping 
her  histrionics  directly  and  taking  up  her  tact. 

"  Hearing  cries  of  distress  from  my  household,  I  came 
to  see  if  I  could  be  of  any  service  to  you  —  what  is  the 
matter  ?  " 

"If  you  please,  ma'am,"  put  in  Elisa  hastily,  "it  is 
all  along  of  Mrs.  Trimmer  being  so  hard  ixpon  the 
bloomers,  ma'am." 

A  short  explanation  followed. 

Elisa  was  asked  why  she  had  defended  this  costume. 
Elisa,  having  found  such  a  backer,  Avas  fluent  in  defence 
of  the  new  costume. 

The  rest  looked  unutterable  things,  but  could  say 
nothing. 

In  the  middle  of  one  of  her  long  sentences  her  mistress 
cut  her  short,  congratulated  her  demurely  on  her  sense, 
informed  her  that  she  wished  one  of  the  servants  to  assist 
her  in  a  little  scheme  for  recommending  the  dress ;  that 
she  shovxld  have  hesitated  to  propose  it,  but,  having  found 
one  already  so  disposed,  would  use  her  services. 

"  On  my  bed  you  will  find  a  costume  ;  put  it  on  imme- 
diately, and  come  to  me  for  further  instructions."  So 
saying,  she  vanished  with  a  sly  smile. 

Elisa  watched  her  departing  form  with  a  rueful  face. 
She  discovered  when  too  late  that  she  had  never  for  a 
moment  intended  to  wear  the  thing,  and  had  only  de- 
fended it  out  of  contrariness.  She  moved  towards  the 
door  like  a  lamb  to  sacrifice. 

"Ahem!"  said  Mrs.  Trimmer;  "you  can  go  into  the 
street  dressed  like  hobbadehoy  if  you  like,  Miss  Staunton, 
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but  if  I  might  ask  a  favor,  it  is  that  you  wou't  tell  the 
people  what  house  you  come  out  of;  because  I  come  of 
decent  people  in  the  neighborhood,  that  might  feel  hurt 
and  leave  the  town  owing  to  such  a  thing  being  seen 
come  out  of  the  house  where  I  am.  That's  all,  ma'am. 
And  I  am  a  regular  attendant  on  public  and  family 
worship." 

This  was  said  very  politely. 

"  Well,  ma'am,"  answered  Elisa,  beginning  as  politely, 
but  heating  so  much  per  sentence,  "  I  don't  know  as 
bloomers  are  so  like  what  you  mention  ma'am  as  your 
own  gown  would  be  ma'am  if  it  was  a  bit  cleaner  ma'am. 
But  whenever  I  meet  a  new-married  couple  coming  from 
church  I'll  step  up  to  the  bride  and  I'll  say  Mrs.  Trim- 
mer requests  you  would  be  so  good  as  not  put  on  your 
night-gown  before  supper  next  time,  she's  turned  so 
devilish  modest  all  of  a  svdden.''' 

So  saying,  Elisa  flounced  out  in  a  rage,  and,  her  blood 
being  put  up,  burned  now  to  go  through  with  it. 


CHAPTER   IV. 


Reginald  Seymour  was  a  handsome,  gentlemanly 
fellow,  heir-apparent  of  the  unsuccessful  bidder  for 
Courtenay  Court. 

He  had  been  for  six  months  the  declared  lover  of  the 
heiress,  and  his  sister  Harriet,  warmly  invited  by  Miss 
Courtenay,  had  at  length  taken  advantage  of  an  escort 
offered  by  an  English  family,  and  was  a  guest  of  the 
fiancee. 

If  Reginald  had  a  fault  it  was  too  strong  a  conscious- 
ness of  tlie  antiquity  and  importance  of  the  Seymours, 
and  as  that  was  condjined  with  a  determination  to  hand 
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down  their  name  as  pure  as  he  had  received  it,  it  was  a 
very  excusable  weakness. 

He  was,  however,  perhaps  rather  more  formal  and 
stately  than  suited  his  youth. 

It  was  in  the  dusk  of  the  evening  that  Harriet  Sey- 
mour, full  dressed  for  the  ball  and  entertainment,  came 
into  a  sort  of  antechamber  with  a  bouquet  of  choice 
flowers  in  her  hand,  and  there  encountered  Caroline,  for 
whom,  in  fact,  she  was  looking.  At  sight  of  her  friend 
Harriet  did  not  at  first  comprehend;  all  she  realized  was 
that  her  friend's  shoulders  were  not  visible. 

"  What,  not  dressed  yet,  Caroline  ?  "  said  she.  "  It  is 
very  late." 

"  I  am  dressed,  dear." 

"  Why,  of  course  I  see  you  have  some  clothes  on  for 
fun  —  he  !  he  !  —  but  it  is  to  be  a  ball,  dear." 

"  JNIy  feet  will  be  as  unembarrassed  as  yours,  dear," 
replied  Caroline  quietly. 

Harriet  gave  her  the  bouquet,  and  said,  with  much 
meaning,  "Eeginald  sends  you  these.  Of  course  you 
did  not  know  he  was  returned." 

"  Of  course  I  did,"  was  the  reply.    "He  is  to  be  here." 

Harriet.     Oh  !     Reginald  loves  you,  Caroline. 

Caroline.     So  he  pretends. 

Harriet.  He  loves  you  with  all  the  force  of  an  honest 
heart,  and  I  love  you  for  his  sake  and  your  own.  Give 
me  the  privilege  of  a  sister  :  let  me  advise  you. 

Caroline.     With  all  my  heart, 

Harriet.     Yes  ;  but  advice  is  apt  to  be  ill  received. 

Caroline.  That  is  because  it  is  given  hastily  and 
harshly  ;  but  true  friends  like  you  and  me  —  oh,  fie ! 

Harriet.     Promise,  then,  not  to  be  angry  with  me. 

Caroline.  Certainly  ;  only  you  must  promise  not  to 
be  angry  if  I  am  too  silly  or  self-willed  to  take  it. 

Harriet.  I  should  not  be  angry,  love,  though  I  might 
be  grieved  on  your  own  account. 
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Caroline.     Well,  then,  dear. 

Harriet.  Well,  then,  dear.  Do  not  receive  society  in 
this  costume.  I  will  never  tell  Reginald,  and  do  not  you 
let  him  know  you  ever  wore  it. 

Caroline.  But  how  can  I  help  it,  when  he  is  going  to 
see  me  in  it  ? 

Harriet.  It  is  for  your  delicacy,  your  feminine  quali- 
ties, he  has  loved  you. 

Caroline.  Has  he  ?  (looking  down.)  Well,  those  qual- 
ities reside  in  our  souls,  not  our  —  habiliments. 

Harriet.  Not  in  such  habiliments  as  those.  He  will 
be  shocked. 

Caroline.     No ;  only  surprised  a  little.     He,  he ! 

Harriet.     He  will  be  grieved,  Caroline. 

Caroline.     I  shall  console  him. 

Harriet  (with  color  heightening).  He  will  be  indig- 
nant. 

Caroline  (with  color  rising).     I  shall  laugh  at  him. 

Harriet.     He  will  be  disgusted. 

Caroli7ie.     Ah,  then  I  shall  dismiss  him. 

Harriet.     I  see  I  speak  to  no  purpose.  Miss  Courtenay. 

Caroline.     To  very  little,  ]\Iiss  Seymour. 

Harriet.     I  shall  say  no  more,  madam. 

Caroline.     You  have  said  enough,  madam. 

Harriet.     Since  you  despise  my  advice,  please  ^-ourseli. 

Caroline.     I  shall  take  your  advice  at  present. 

Harriet.     But  you  will  never  be  my  brother's  wife ! 

Caroline.  Then  1  shall  always  be  mistress  in  my  own 
house. 

Harriet,  who  was  at  the  door,  returned  as  if  to  speak, 
but  she  was  too  angry,  gave  it  up,  and  retired  half 
choking. 

A  sacred  joy  tilled  Caroline's  bosom  —  she  had  had  the 
last  word ! 

As  she  was  about  to  pass  out  of  the  room  who  should 
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enter  hastily  but  Reginald  Seymour  —  her  back  was 
towards  him. 

He  called  to  her,  "  Can  you  tell  me  where  I  shall  find 
Miss  Courtenay,  sir  ?  " 

Caroline  bit  her  lips ;  but  she  turned  sharply  round 
and  said,  "  She  is  in  this  room,  madam." 

"Oh!"  said  Eeginald  — he  added,  '^  0  Caroline!" 
and  looked  pained. 

Caroline  blushed :  and  if  heavenly  looks  and  little 
female  artifice  could  have  softened  censure  they  were 
not  wanting. 

"  What  beautiful  flowers  you  have  sent  me ! "  said  she  ; 
"see,  I  threw  away  my  formal  bouquet  for  your  7iose- 

"  You  do  me  honor,"  said  the  young  gentleman 
uneasily. 

"  Honor  !  no  !  but  justice ;  a  single  violet  from  you 
deserves  to  be  preferred  to  roses  and  camellias." 

"  Dear  Caroline  !  I  withdraw ;  you  are  not  dressed 
yet,  and  people  will  soon  arrive." 

Caroline  saw  there  was  no  real  way  of  escape,  so  with 
great  external  calmness  she  said  sweetly, — 

"  I  am  dressed,  dear  Reginald." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  he  as  not  understanding 
her. 

"I  forgive  you,"  said  the  sly  thing,  taking  him  up, 
"there  are  so  many  who  do  not  see  the  beauty  of  —  all 
this  ;  I  have  promised  to  wear  it  to-night,"  continued 
she  (not  allowing  him  to  get  in  a  word),  "and  to  com- 
pare it  calmly  and  candidly  with  other  costumes ;  you 
will  be  so  amused,  and  we  shall  arrive  at  a  real  judg- 
ment instead  of  violent  prejudices,  which  you  are  above ; 
at  least  I  give  you  credit;  I  should  not  admire  you  so 
much  as  I  do  if  I  doubted  that." 

"Caroline,"  said  the  young  gentleman,  gravely. 
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"Yes,  Reginald." 

''Dear  Caroline,  do  you  believe  I  love  you  ?  " 

"  Better  than  I  deserve,  I  dare  say,"  said  Caroline. 

*'Xo  !  as  you  deserve  —  I  will  not  own  my  love  inferior 
even  to  your  merit  —  do  you  believe  that  when  we  are 
one  my  life  will  be  devoted  to  your  happiness  ?  " 

"  I  am  sometimes  —  goose  enough  —  to  hope  so,"  mur- 
mured Caroline,  averting  her  head. 

"Shall  you  then  think  ill  of  me  if  before  marriage  I 
ask  a  favor,  perhaps  a  sacrifice,  of  you  ?  I  feel  I  shall 
not  be  ungrateful." 

"  There,"  thought  Caroline.  *'  I  am  not  to  wear  it  — 
that  is  plain." 

Reginald  continued  :  "  If  you  wear  this  dress  you  will 
give  me  pain  be3'^ond  any  pleasure  you  can  derive." 

"Reginald,"  said  the  poor  girl,  "I  wished  to  wear  it  — 
now  and  then  ;  indeed  I  had  set  my  heart  on  making  a 
few  —  a  very  few  converts  to  it :  see  how  pretty  it  is  (no 
answer)  ;  but  for  your  sake,  when  I  take  it  off  to-night,  I 
will  give  it  away,  and  it  shall  never,  never  offend  you 
more." 

Reginald  kissed  her  hand. 

There  was  a  pause. 

"Caroline,"  said  he,  stammering,  "you  do  not  quite 
understand  me ;  it  is  to-day  I  beg  you  on  no  account  to 
wear  it." 

"  Oh  !  to-day,"  said  she  hastily,  "  I  have  promised  to 
wear  it." 

"I  entreat  you,"  said  he,  "consider,  if  you  once  show 
yourself  to  people  from  every  part  of  New  York  in  tliis 
costume,  what  more  remains  to  be  done  ?  " 

"Reginald,  be  reasonable,"  said  Caroline  more  coldly: 
"  I  stand  engaged  to  some  sixty  persons  to  wear  this 
dress  to-night  —  I  liave  made  you  a  concession,  and  with 
pleasure,  because  I  make  it  to  you.     It  is  your  turn  now 
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—  you  must  think  of  me  as  well  as  of  yourself,  dear 
Reginald.  I  am  afraid  you  must  shut  your  eyes  on  me 
for  a  few  hours  —  that  will  spoil  all  my  pleasure  —  or 
you  must  fancy,  as  many  a  lover  has  been  able  to  do, 
that  I  consecrate  a  dress,  not  that  a  dress  has  power  to 
lower  me." 

"  0  Caroline  !  do  you  value  my  respect  ?  " 
"  Yes !  and  therefore  I  shall  keep  my  word,  and  so 
you  will  feel  sure  I  shall  keep  my  word  to  you  too  if 
ever  I  promise  something  about   (blushes  and  smiles) 
love  —  honor  —  and  obey." 

A  battle  took  place  in  the  young  man's  mind. 
He  took  several  strides  backwards  and  forwards. 
At  last  he  burst  out,  "  There  are  feelings  too  strong  to 
be  conquered  by  our  wishes. 

"I  cannot  bear  that  my  wife  should  do  what  three- 
fourths  of  her  sex  think  indelicate.  We  never  differed 
in  opinion  before,  we  never  shall  again  —  if  we  do,  be 
assured  I  will  bow  to  you  —  I  would  yield  here  if  I 
could,  but  I  cannot  —  I  think  you  can  —  if  you  can,  have 
pity  on  me,  and  add  one  more  claim  to  my  life-long 
gratitude." 

The  balance  trembled  —  the  tears  were  in  Caroline's 
eyes  —  her  bosom  fluttered  —  when  the  demon  of  Dis- 
cord inspired  her  proud  nature  with  this  idea :  — 

"He  loves  his  prejudices  better  than  you,"  said  Dis- 
cord, "  and  this  is  Tyranny  —  coaxing  Tyranny  if  you 
will." 

On  this  hint  spake  Caroline. 
"  I  find  I  have  rivals." 
"  Rivals ! " 

"In  your  prejudices,  Reginald.  Neither  person  nor 
thing  shall  ever  be  my  rival.  Show  me  at  once  which 
you  love  with  the  deeper  affection,  Mr.  Seymour's  preju- 
dices or  Caroline  Courtenay.     I  shall  wear  this  dress  to 
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night  —  only  for  a  few  hours  :  consider  !  you  will  be 
here  and  keep  me  in  countenance,  or  you  don't  love  me." 

"ISTo!  Caroline,"  said  Reginald  sadly  and  firmly,  "I 
have  spoken  :  our  future  life  now  rests  in  your  hands. 
I  shall  not  come  —  I  shall  arrange  so  that  if  you  degrade 
yourself  (I  cling  to  the  hope  you  will  not)  I  shall  hear 
of  it  and  leave  the  country  that  minute !  Were  I  to  see 
it,  by  Heaven !  I  should  leave  the  world."  He  said  this 
in  a  great  heat,  but  recovering  himself  said,  ''Forgive 
me  ! "  kissed  her  hand,  and  went  despondently  away. 

Caroline  on  his  departure  wished  he  had  gone  away 
in  a  pet  instead  of  sorrowful  —  wished  he  had  been  her 
husband  to  cut  the  matter  short  by  carrying  her  in  his 
arms  and  securing  her  in  his  dressing-room  till  the 
ball  was  over :  wished  she  had  never  seen  the  bloomer 
costume  —  wished  she  had  the  courage  to  hide  and  cry 
in  an  attic  till  all  was  over. 

On  her  meditations  entered  a  plump  figure  with  all 
manner  of  expressions  chasing  one  another  over  her 
countenance  —  this  was  Elisa,  who  courtesied  to  attract 
attention,  and  failing,  presumed  that  her  deportment  had 
not  corresponded  with  her  costume,  so  bowed  instead, 
and  ducked,  and  as  a  last  resource  gave  a  pull  at  the  top 
of  her  head. 

Caroline.     Well ! 

Elisa.  If  you  please  ma'am  —  but  if  you  please  ma'am 
am  I  to  say  ma'am  or  sir  now  ma'am  ? 

Caroline.     Madam  will  do  for  the  present. 

Elisa.  If  you  jjlease  ma'am  Kitty  the  housemaid,  that 
was  to  wear  the  sliort-waisted  gown  before  the  company, 
says  she  won't  put  it  on  for  a  double  dollar. 

Caroline.     Promise  her  four  dollars  then. 

Elisa.     Yes  M. 

Caroline.  The  girl's  mother  would  have  been  as  loath 
to  wear  a  lonu  waist. 
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Elisa.     Yes  M. 

Caroline.  And  to-morrow  morning  tell  Trimmer  to 
discharge  her. 

Elisa.  Yes,  M !  Oho !  (thought  Elisa),  then  now  is 
the  time  to  trim  that  old  fagot  Trimmer. 

"  If  you  please  ma'am  I  have  the  greatest  respect  for 
Mrs.  Trimmer,  because  she  has  been  here  longer  than  I 
have,  and  is  a  good  servant  ma'am  there's  no  denying 
it ;  but  if  you  please  M  there's  no  putting  Mrs.  Trimmer 
out  of  her  turnpike  road,  as  the  saying  is.  She  says  if  I 
don't  make  the  jellies  and  blamonge  she'll  make  you 
turn  me  off  ma'am  ;  now  how  can  I  when  I'm  got  to 
learn  off  all  those  words  you  gave  me  if  you  please 
ma'am  am  I  take  your  orders  or  Mrs.  Trimmer's  M?" 

Caroline.  Now  I  must  ask  you  a  question  —  who  are 
you? 

Elisa.  La  ma'am  !  I  am  Elisa  mum  !  cook  mum !  I 
make  guava  jelly  that  you  like  so  ma'am  ! 

Caroline.  Very  well !  then  Elisa  cook,  for  six  hours 
you  are  my  lieutenant  here,  and  queen  in  the  kitchen  : 
give  your  orders,  and  discharge  Trimmer  and  every  man 
or  woman  in  the  house  that  disobeys  you,  and  I'll  confirm 
all  you  do. 

Elisa.     Yes  M  (with  flashing  eyes). 

Caroline.  And  if  you  abuse  your  authority  you  shall 
be  the  first  victim. 

Elisa.     Yes  M  (crestfallen). 

"  There,"  said  Elisa  to  herself  as  she  absconded  with 
a  modest  reverence,  "I've  been  and  given  you  a  dig  in 
your  old  ribs  with  my  rolling-pin,  Mrs.  Trimmer." 

"  Until  to-day,"  thought  her  mistress,  "  a  look  from 
me  was  law,  and  now  every  creature  high  and  low 
thwarts  and  opposes  me,  ever  since  I  put  these  vile 
things  on." 

Now  some  would  have  carried  the  reasoning  out  thus: 
Ergo,  take  these  vile  things  off ! 
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P)ut  this  sweet  creature  never  dreamed  of  that  path  of 
inference. 

"  Of  this  there  can  be  but  one  consequence,"  said  she, 
"I  shall  do  it  ten  times  the  more." 

She  then  burst  out  crying,  which  was  an  unfair  advan- 
tage the  bloomer  took  over  poor  Reginald :  for  after  a 
shower  of  tears  the  ladies  acquire  additional  force. 

Kat  a  tat,  tat  a  tat,  tat !  tat !  tat !  tat ! 

The  guests  arrived.  We  shall  only  particularize  one. 
Mr.  Fitzpatrick.  an  Irish  gentleman,  who  had  retained 
the  delightful  qualities  of  his  nation  and  rubbed  off  its 
ignorance,  and  down  its  prejudices. 

Handsome,  gay,  and  though  not  varnished,  polished, 
he  was  as  charming  a  companion  as  either  a  man  or 
woman  could  desire. 

He  was  as  fond  of  men  as  Englishmen  are  of  women, 
and  as  fond  of  the  ladies  as  an  Englishman  is  of  adul- 
terated wine. 

Eitzpatrick's  flattery  was  agreeable  to  the  ladies ;  it 
was  so  very  sincere  —  he  really  saw  en  beau  both  them 
and  all  their  ways. 

At  sight  of  Miss  Courtenay  in  a  bloomer  he  was 
ravished. 

"0  Miss  Caroline!  but  that's  a  beautiful  costume 
ye've  invented :  the  few  of  us  that's  left  standing  will 
fall  to-night:  ye've  no  conscience  at  all." 

"1  did  not  invent  the  hideous  thing;  it  is  bloomer." 

"  Bloomer  ?  ye're  joking.  What !  is  it  this  they've 
been  running  down  ?  Oh !  the  haythen  barbarians  !  ye 
were  a  rainbow  at  the  last  ball ;  but  now  ye're  a  sun- 
beam —  ye'll  not  be  for  dancing  the  first  dance  with  an 
uncouth  Celt." 

"  You  will  not  be  for  waiting  till  the  seventh,  Mr. 
Fitzpatrick ! " 
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"  Is  it  only  six  ye're  engaged  ?  Oh,  but  I'm  in  luck 
to-night." 

Mr.  Fitzpatrick  had  been  for  some  time  puzzled  which 
he  loved  most,  Harriet  Seymour  or  Caroline  Courtenay : 
but  last  week  he  had  decided  in  favor  of  the  latter; 
without  prejudice  to  the  former. 

The  dancing  was  kept  up  with  some  spirit  for  two 
hours ;  and  then  Caroline's  associates  were  observed  to 
steal  out  and  to  make  for  various  apartments  in  her 
very  large  house  on  the  doors  of  which  their  respective 
names  were  written  in  chalk. 

Eesults,  not  processes,  are  for  the  public  eye. 

Suffice  it  to  say  at  present  in  excuse  of  Caroline's 
obstinacy  that  she  had  been  at  no  small  trouble  and  ex- 
pense to  carry  out  her  little  idea.  She  had  also  read, 
drawn,  composed,  and  written :  others  that  saw  the  work 
had  given  her  credit  for  some  talent,  great  talent  of 
course  they  said;  and  she  was  mortified  to  think  her 
lover  would  not  give  her  this  opportunity  of  showing 
him  her  wit,  on  which  she  secretly  valued  herself  more 
than  on  her  beauty. 

A  polka  concluded.  A  tide  of  servants  poured  in.  A 
semicircle  of  seats  sprung  up.  A  pulpit  rose  like  an  ex- 
halation, and  almost  before  her  guests  could  seat  them- 
selves, Caroline  was  a  lecturer  wearing  over  her  bloomer 
a  B.  C.  L.  gown  from  Oxford,  and  the  four-cornered  cap 
of  that  university  on  her  head. 

Veffrontee!  of  whom  think  you  she  had  borrowed 
this  two  days  before  ?  —  of  Reginald  ! 

The  optimist  Fitzpatrick  was  enchanted.  "  She  was 
more  beautiful  in  this  than  even  in  a  bloomer ! "  And 
indeed  it  became  her :  the  gravity  of  the  dress  made  a 
keen  contrast  with  her  archness.  She  was  like  a  vivid 
flower  springing  unexpectedly  from  some  time-stained 
wall  —  dancing,  vanity,  wit,  pique  at  Reginald,  and  the 
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flattery  of  others  made  her  cheek  flush,  her  eyes 
flash. 

"  Ahem  ! "  said  she  in  the  dry-as-dust  tone  of  a  lect- 
urer, ''ladies  and  gentlemen,  as  you  will  have  to  bear 
with  many  costumes  this  evening,  permit  me  to  begin 
with  this. 

"  I  wear  it,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  because  it  is  supposed 
to  confer  a  right  to  be  tedious  —  a-hem  ! 

"  1  am  here  to  attack  two  principal  errors. 

"One  is  that  such  fashions  as  embarrass  the  limbs  are 
of  a  nature  to  last  upon  earth. 

•'  The  other  is  that  pantaloons  are  essentially  mascu- 
line and  sweeping  robes  feminine. 

"Ladies  and  gentlemen,  Ave  women  can  only  predict 
the  future  by  examining  the  past  —  moles  and  rabbits 
may  have  some  other  way,  though  I  think  not. 

"Elisa! 

"  Call  back  past  facts  with  lessons  fraught, 
To  teach  us  —  if  we  can  be  taught." 

Elisa  opened  the  door. 

Miss  Spilman,  the  musical  associate,  splashed  a  mag- 
nificent chord  on  the  })iano,  and  in  sailed  Queen  Eliza- 
beth. I  mean  a  lady  in  the  exact  costume  in  which  that 
queen  went  into  the  city  to  return  thanks  for  the  de- 
struction of  the  Spanish  Armada. 

Set  a  stomacher  three  feet  long  between  two  monstrous 
jelly  bags  upon  a  bloated  bell,  and  there  you  have  tliis 
queen  and  her  successor  in  New  York. 

"Ladies  and  gentlemen,"  said  the  lecturer,  "common- 
sense  fell  flatter  than  Spain  the  day  royalty  appeared 
thus. 

"  Could  a  duck  make  a  doll,  this  would  be  the  result. 

"  Yet  this  costume,  as  much  admired  once  as  ours  is 
now,  is   only   the  principle  of   our  own   carried  a  step 


NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH.  127 

farther;  at  the  head  of  our  principle  is  the  sack  in 
which  rustics  jump  at  a  fair ;  next  comes  Queen  Bess, 
and  then  come  we. 

"With  us  motion  is  embarrassed. 

"  With  Queen  Bess  motion  is  impeded. 

"  With  the  sack  motion  is  obstructed. 

"  In  rational  and  therefore  permanent  costumes  motion 
is  free.      Vide  Time  and  the  World  ! " 

A  Chord. 

With  a  multiplicity  of  affectation  in  came  a  courtier 
the  point  of  whose  shoes  touched  his  knees,  and  he 
seemed  proud  of  them. 

No  remark  was  made :  this  thing  spoke  for  itself. 

Next  a  noise  was  heard,  and  with  infinite  difficulty  a 
lady  was  squeezed  in  who  wore  the  genuine  hoop. 

Two  short-waisted  ladies  came  in. 

Everybody  laughed  at  the  sight  of  them. 

Straight  one  of  them  burst  out  a-crying.  This  was 
Kitty,  who  was  instantly  attempted  to  be  consoled  (as 
the  papers  phrase  it)  by  Mr.  Fitzpatrick :  he  told  her 
nothing  could  disguise  her  comeliness,  and  really  thought 
so  at  the  moment. 

This  dress  set  people  talking :  those  who  had  worn  it 
confessed  to  the  younger  ones  that  they  had  thought  it 
beautiful,  and  had  anticipated  the  destruction  of  nature 
as  soon  as  the  demise  of  this  phase  of  the  unnatural 

Then  followed  gigot  sleeves. 

Two  chords  were  struck  on  the  piano,  and  Miss 
Courtenay  resumed  her  lecture  thus :  — 

RECITATIVE. 

••  All  these  good  people  when  they  were  here  thought  they 

must  be  here  forever, 
Or  as  long  as  men  and  women,  and   Primrose   Hill  and    the 

Mississippi  River; 
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But  they  proved  more  like  the  flower  than  the  hill  that  bears 
its  name  — 

And  instead  of  the  great  Mississippi,  they  were  bubbles  float- 
ing down  that  same." 

SONG. 

"  Such  fashions  are  like  poppies  spread. 
You  seize  the  flower,  the  bloom  is  fled ; 
Or  like  a  snowflake  on  a  river, 
A  moment  seen,  then  gone  forever." 

"  We  have  shown  you  the  costumes  that  could  not  stand  the 

shock  of  time: 
You  shall  now  see  what  sort  of  costumes  have  stood  the  brunt 

of  centuries  —  compare  the  bloomers 
With  each  in  turn  —  and  you  will  be  on  the  path  of  truth." 

Armenian,  Polish,  and  Sicilian  peasants  were  then 
introduced,  whose  limbs  were  free  enough,  goodness 
knows;  they  ranged  themselves  in  a  line  opposite  their 
stiff  competitors  —  and  a  bloomer  took  up  the  recitative. 

*'  All  these  unlike  the  bloomer  confine  the  limbs  and  make  the 

ribs  to  crack, 
All  those  like  bloomers  free  the  mind,  the  body,  and  the  back. 
So  hail  to  great  Amelia  who  takes  a  sex  out  of  a  sack." 

SONG. 

•'  For  grace  is  motion  unconfined. 
Like  rippling  sea  or  sweeping  wind; 
Fi'ee  as  the  waves  of  yellow  corn 
That  bows  to  greet  the  breezy  morn." 

The  applause  had  but  just  subsided,  when  a  clear, 
rich,  quaint  voice  arose,  and  to  the  equal  surprise  of  the 
lecturer  and  company,  trilled  forth  the  following  stanza 
to  some  fossil  tune.     Chevy  Chace  —  we  really  believe. 

"The  ass  with  four  legs  has  the  wit 
None  of  those  four  to  tether  — 
But  th(!r(!'s  a  grfulcr  ass  with  two 
That  tics  those  two  together." 
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While  the  others  sat  aghast. 

"  Now  that  was  like  honey  dropping  from  the  comb," 
exclaimed  Fitzpatrick. 

"  Now  you  know,  ^Iv.  Fitzpatrick,  it  was  like  vinegar 
distilling  from  a  cruet,"  replied  ^liss  Courtenay. 

''There  was  an  agreeable  acidulation  compared  with 
yours,  Miss  Courtenay,  but  in  itself  delicious,"  retorted 
the  optimist. 

"  Ladies  and  gentlemen,"  said  the  modern  Portia, 
"  the  first  head  of  my  lecture  is  before  you.  I  am  now 
to  prove  that  pantaloons  are  not  necessarily  masculine 
nor  long  skirts  feminine." 

On  this  entered  two  Persian  women  in  gorgeous  cos- 
tume and  very  spacious  trousers. 

They  salaamed  to  Caroline  and  the  bloomers,  but 
seemed  staggered  by  the  other  figures.  Whilst  they 
whispered  and  eyed  the  company,  Caroline  lectured  :  — 

"  Ladies,  this  costume  is  worn  by  half  the  well-dressed 
women  in  the  world ;  and  we  must  not  flatter  ourselves 
we  are  more  feminine  than  Mussul  women  —  on  the  con- 
trary, these  pantalooned  females  practise  a  reserve,  com- 
pared with  which  the  modesty  of  Europe  is  masculine 
impudence." 

A  Lady.  Make  them  speak.  I  don't  think  they  are 
women  at  all. 

Caroline.     They  are  women,  I  assure  you.  Miss  "White, 
for  one  has  just  borrowed  a  pin  of  me. 
Miss  WJiite.     Then  why  don't  they  talk  ? 
Caroline.     He !  he  !  the   inference  is  just.     They  are 
going  to  speak  —  unless  they  have  forgotten  all  I  — 

Zuleima.  They  have  feet,  and  even  legs.  0  Holy 
Prophet,  here  are  women  Avho  muffle  their  feet,  and 
reveal  their  necks  to  the  gaze  of  man. 

Fatima.  What  dirt  has  this  people  eaten  ?  Can  this 
be  the  great  Frank  nation,  whose  ships  subdue  every 
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sea,  and  whose  wisdom  and  probity  are  such  that  the 
evil  spirit  himself  cannot  get  the  better  of  them  in 
making  bargains  :  are  these  sea  kings  sprung  from  fools, 
who  hide  their  feet  which  were  made  for  show  and 
motion,  and  reveal  their  faces  and  necks,  which  is 
unlawful  ? 

Zuleima.  Daughter  of  the  Commander  of  the  Faith- 
ful—  your  slave  has  an  idea. 

Fatima  (with  some  surprise).  Bismillah !  In  the 
name  of  the  Prophet  let  me  hear  it. 

Zulebiia.  Three  revolutions  of  the  moon  are  com- 
pleted since  we  sailed  in  ships  from  Istaniboul :  in  the 
mean  time  Sheitan  has  doubtless  obtained  permission  to 
derange  this  people's  intellects,  that  so  they  may  be 
converted  to  the  true  faith.  Thus,  their  brains  being 
confounded,  they  muffle  their  feet,  and  reveal  their 
necks  without  shame  to  the  gaze  of  man :  your  slave 
has  spoken. 

Fatima.  It  is  well  spoken :  it  is  also  a  nation  which 
sups  on  opium  —  and  drinks  hot  wine,  as  a  camel  sucks 
water  in  the  desert  —  we  will  therefore  sit  on  ottomans 
and  laugh. 

Zuleima.     Be  cheshm  !     On  my  eyes  be  it! 

Fatima.     Seven  days. 

Zuleima.     And  seven  nights. 

Fatima.     At  these  children. 

Zuleima.     Of  Burnt  Fathers. 

Fativia  and  Zuleima.     We  will  laugh.     Seven  days 

And  seven  nights 

At  these  children 

Of  Burnt  Fathers. 

They  then  sat  like  little  tailors  on  two  ottomans  op- 
posite eacii  other,  and,  nodding  like  mandarins,  laughed 
mechanically  as  became  people  who  were  going  to  make 
seven  nijrhts  of  it. 
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Caroline.     Adsis,  O  Cato.     Call  him,  Elisa, 

Elisa.  If  you  please  um  would  you  say  them  -words 
again  ? 

Caroline.     Adsis,  0  Cato. 

Elisa.     Assist  us,  old  King  Cole  ! 

Cato  swept  in  with  a  magnificent  toga  — 

'' Adsum,''  said  he,  "  quis  me  vocat?^' 

Caroline.  Be  pleased,  sir,  to  tell  us  which  are  the 
most  masculine  and  which  the  most  feminine  of  these 
good  souls. 

Cato  folded  his  arms  and  took  three  antique  strides. 
"These  cackling  creatures,"  said  he,  "are  Persian  women 
—  this  (Elisa)  is  a  native,  I  believe,  of  some  barbarous 
country  not  yet  under  the  dominion  of  Rome." 

Elisa.     Nor  don't  mean  to. 

Cato.  These  with  black  plaster  stuck  to  them  are  of 
the  genus  Simii  or  apes.  The  rest  with  togae,  but  no 
beards,  are,  I  suppose,  of  the  Epicene  class  —  dismiss 
me. 

A  Chord. 

Cuto.  Abeo  —  (chord.)  Excedo  —  (chord.)  Evado  — 
(chord.)  Erumpo  —  (four  strides,  one  for  each  verb,  took 
him  out  with  a  sharp  and  pleasing  effect.) 

This  ended  the  lecture,  and  a  dance  of  all  ages  and 
climes  was  proposed. 

"  I  can't  hop  as  you  do  nowadays,"  remonstrated  the 
hoop  ;  "  I  was  taught  to  dance." 

''Grace  was  in  all  my  steps,"  said  the  courtier. 

Said  Caroline,  "  Dance  in  your  own  way,  dress  in  your 
own  way,  and  let  your  neighbors  have  their  way  —  that 
is  the  best  way  !  " 

A  dance  was  then  played  with  no  very  marked  accent ; 
and  mighty  pleasant  it  was  to  see  couples  polking,  couples 
gavotting  with  all  the  superstition  of  antiquated  grace, 
and  waltzes  and  jigs  and  tarantula,    The  sanctified  solenj- 
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nity  witli  whieli  polite  people  frisk  was  for  this  once  ex- 
changed for  sly  gravity  and  little  bursts  of  merriment. 
Boom  !  went  a  gun  at  sea. 

The  great  steamer  was  starting  for  England. 

It  was  a  brilliant  moonlight. 

There  was  a  general  move  to  the  supper-room,  which 
had  four  windows  looking  seaward. 

One  old  lady  lingered  a  moment  to  convey  to  her  host 
her  opinion  of  the  lecture. 

"  You  are  a  very  clever  young  lady.  Your  lecture  was 
very  ingenious." 

"  I  am  fortunate  in  your  friendly  consideration  of  it, 
madam,"  said  Caroline. 

"  The  women  in  trousers  were  funny." 

''  If  it  gave  my  friends  a  smile,  Miss  Ruth  "  — 

''It  will  make  bloomers,  I  believe — it  was  as  good  as 
a  play.  Miss  Courtenay ;  and  I  shall  never  enter  your 
house  again,  madam."  With  this  conclusion  Miss  Ruth 
became  a  vertical  rod  and  marched  oif. 

The  next  moment  a  servant  brought  Caroline  a  letter. 
She  opened  it.  A  smile  with  which  she  was  listening  to 
Fitzpatrick's  admiration  became  a  stone  smile  as  her  eyes 
fixed  themselves  on  the  paper.  She  gave  a  cry  like  one 
wounded,  and,  stretching  out  her  hands  with  a  tender 
helplessness  that  at  once  gave  the  lie  to  her  dress,  she 
sank  insensible  into  Mr.  Fitzpatrick's  arms. 

Tlic.  steamboat  was  taking  Reginald  past  her  window 
to  En<rland. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Several  months  after  this  event  a  young  gentleman 
was  seated  in  a  study,  book  in  hand,  but  by  no  effort 
could  he  give  his  mind  to  the  book.  He  sighed,  turned 
the  leaves,  and  gave  it  up  in  despair.  This  was  Regi- 
nald Seymour,  whose  offended  dignity  and  delicacy  had 
borne  him  stiffly  up  for  five  months,  but  could  support 
him  no  longer. 

He  had  now  had  leisure  to  remember  the  many  high 
qualities  of  her  whose  one  fault  he  had  thought  unpar- 
donable. He  had  flung  away  a  jewel  for  a  single  flaw  — 
jewels  are  rare  —  he  began  to  think  he  had  been  a  fool, 
and  to  know  he  was  wretched. 

What  was  to  be  done  ?  He  had  been  silent  so  long 
that  now  he  was  ashamed  to  write,  and  when  he  had,  with 
a  great  struggle,  determined  to  make  the  first  overtures, 
a  letter  from  his  sister  had  given  him  a  mysterious  hint 
that  it  would  now  be  too  late  to  attempt  an  accommoda- 
tion. 

Reginald  was  not  one  of  those  who  babble  their  griefs, 
and  cure  themselves  in  ten  days  by  tormenting  all  their 
friends. 

He  was  silent,  distracted,  reserved. 

His  own  family,  who  guessed  the  cause  of  his  low 
spirits,  respected  him  too  much  to  approach  the  subject, 
or  to  let  strangers  into  the  secret. 

They  left  him  in  peaceable  enjoyment  of  his  misery. 

He  thanked  them  in  his  heart,  and  availed  himself  to 
the  full  of  their  kind  permission. 

He  sat  in  a  room  whose  windows  looked  on  Courtenay 
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Court,  and  in  that  room,  in  the  company  of  the  immortal 
dead  —  s'ennuyait. 

One  of  tliese  painful  reveries  was  interrupted  by  a 
visitor,  an  old  gentleman  in  black  gaiters  and  a  white 
head,  —  the  Rev.  James  Tremaiue,  perpetual  curate  of 
Cony  ton,  an  old  and  true  friend  of  both  houses,  and  Regi- 
nald's tutor  for  many  years.  Mr.  Tremaine  had  not  seen 
his  depression  without  interest.  He  was  acquainted  with 
the  cause.     The  Seymours  had  few  secrets  from  him. 

Certain  features  in  every  story  vary  according  to  the 
side  we  hear  it  from,  and  Mr.  Tremaine  secretly  con- 
gratulated Reginald  on  his  escape  from  a  strong-minded 
woman.  He  called,  not  to  keep  his  pupil's  mind  lixed  on 
the  subject,  but,  on  the  contrary,  to  divert  him  from  it. 

After  noticing  with  regret  the  young  man's  depression, 
he  asked  permission  to  be  his  physician. 

''  I  see,"  said  he,  "  what  it  is :  you  want  some  fixed  in- 
tellectual pursuit.  Will  you  allow  me  to  recommend 
you  one  ?  " 

"  As  many  as  you  like,  dear  sir,"  said  Reginald,  "  for 
I  am  wearied  of  my  life  ;  I  have  nothing  to  do,"  added 
he,  thinking  to  throw  dust  in  his  mentor's  eyes. 

Mr.  Tremaine  took  his  cue,  and  then  and  there  proposed 
to  his  late  pupil's  attention  an  interesting  pursuit,  suited 
to  that  part  of  the  country  —  geology.  "  It  is  a  science," 
said  he,  "  which  lifts  you  out  of  this  ignorant  present, 
and  transports  you  into  various  stages  of  this  earth's 
existence.  You  learn  on  its  threshold  what  a  mushroom 
in  this  world's  great  story  is  the  author  of  the  pyramids. 

"  You  find  that  the  earth  was  red-hot  for  millions  of 
years,  and  spouted  liquid  stone  like  a  whale.  In  that  stone 
look  for  no  sign  of  vegetation,  and  still  fewer  of  life. 
Then  for  millions  of  years  the  heat  of  its  upper  crust 
has  been  cooling,  and  water  depositing  rubbish  which  has 
coagulated  into  stone;  and  in  this  stratified  stone  you 
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shall  find  things  that  lived  or  grew  very  late  in  the 
world's  history,  —  in  fact,  within  a  few  million  years  of 
mammoths,  who  precede  man  by  a  few  thousand  years 
only,  —  at  least,  I  think  so,  since  the  flesh  of  mammoths 
has  been  found  in  ice  in  our  own  day,  and  was  eaten  by 
our  contemporaries,  the  wolves." 

The  old  gentleman  then  hinted,  with  a  twinkle  in  the 
eye,  that  this  science  has  also  its  prose ;  that,  by  break- 
ing stones  with  iron  in  them,  men  have  repaired  their 
own  shattered  fortunes  :  that  coal,  silver,  iron,  and  even 
gold  are  as  common  as  dirt,  though  not  quite  so  easy  to 
come  at,  and  that  geology,  really  mastered,  would  teach 
its  proficient  the  signs  of  their  presence  ;  brief,  how  much 
better  to  circulate  over  the  face  of  Devonshire  with  ham- 
mer and  book,  than  be  a  prey  to  weariness  without  the 
excuse  of  work ! 

Mr.  Tremaine  had  not  observed  what  we  have :  that 
snobs  in  fustian  jackets  without  a  single  polysyllable  to 
their  tongues  find  all  the  gold  and  all  the  coal  that  is 
found ;  and  science  finds  the  crustaceonidunculae. 

Botany  Mr.  Tremaine  recommended  only  as  a  relaxa- 
tion of  the  more  useful  study ;  at  the  same  time  he 
hinted  it  was  amusing  to  be  able  to  classify  plants,  not 
by  their  properties,  but  their  petals,  and  to  call  every- 
thing by  its  long  name  that  belongs  to  twenty  other 
things  as  well,  instead  of  knowing  each  by  its  own  name 
as  the  vulgar  unscientific  do. 

"Oh,  le  p/rt/.sa??,)^  projet ."^  exclaims  my  reader,  "he 
knows  the  boy  is  in  love,  and  prescribes  geology  and 
botany." 

Well,  is  not  one  folly  best  cured  by  another  ?  But 
is  this  sort  of  thing  folly  ?  especially  in  a  youth  born  to 
fortune. 

Experience  is  our  only  safe  guide  in  all  things  —  and 
experience  proves  that  geology  and  botany  are  roads  to 
happiness. 
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Other  things  are  constantly  tried  in  vain  —  these 
seldom  fail. 

Ambition  is  raging  agitation  followed  by  bitter  dis- 
appointment. 

Wit,  an  unruly  engine,  recoils  on  him  that  plays  it. 

Politics,  love,  theology,  art,  are  full  of  thorns  ;  but 
when  you  see  a  man  perched  like  a  crow  on  a  rock  chip- 
ping it,  you  see  a  happy  dog.  You  who  are  on  the  look- 
out for  beauty  find  irregular  features  or  lack-lustre  dolls 
—  you  who  love  wit  are  brained  with  puns  or  ill-nature, 
the  two  forms  of  wit  that  exist  out  of  books.  But  the 
hammerist  can  jump  out  of  his  gig  at  any  turn  of  the 
road  and  find  that  which  his  soul  desires  —  the  meanest 
stone  a  boy  throws  at  a  robin  is  millions  of  years  older 
than  the  Farnese  Hercules,  and  has  a  history  as  well  as 
a  sermon. 

Stones  are  curious  things.  If  a  man  is  paid  for  break- 
ing them,  he  is  wretched  ;  but  if  he  can  bring  his  mind 
to  do  it  gratis,  he  is  at  the  summit  of  content!  With 
tliese  men  life  is  a  felicitous  dream  —  they  are  not  sub- 
ject to  low  spirits  like  other  men ;  they  smile  away  their 
human  day  ;  and  when  they  are  to  die  they  don't  seem 
to  mind  so  very  much.  Can  they  take  anything  eas}^  by 
giving  it  one  of  their  hard  names  —  is  the  grave  to  them 
a  cretaceous,  or  argillaceous,  or  ferruginous  bed ;  I  beg 
their  pardon  —  stratum  ? 

No!  It  is  because  their  hobbies  have  been  innocent: 
and  other  men's  hobbies  are  so  apt  to  be  vicious. 

These  have  broken  stones  while  egotists  have  been 
breaking  human  hearts. 

Mr.  Tremaine  was  enlarging  on  such  topics  with  more 
eloquence  and  metliod  than  I,  and  his  patient  became 
animated  with  a  sudden   expression  of  surprise,  hope, 

joy- 
He  looked  out  of  the  window. 
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The  old  gentleman  looked  too.  "Ah,"  cried  he,  "I 
see !  Yes,  Reginald  !  that  is  better  than  science  and 
beyond  the  power  of  art." 

"  Yes  !  "  said  Reginald. 

"  That  glorious  breadth  of  golden  sunlight  that  streams 
across  that  foliage,"  continued  the  savant. 

"Sunshine  and  leaves  ?"  cried  Reginald,  "it  is  some- 
thing of  more  importance  I  am  looking  at." 

"  More  importance  than  sunshine  ? "  said  the  old 
gentleman  faintly. 

"  Yes  !  see  !  look  !  —  the  smoke  from  those 
chimneys  !  " 

Mr.  Tre-maine  looked  ;  and  Courtenay  Court  was  smok- 
ing from  a  dozen  chimneys  at  once.  He  was  taken  off 
his  guard. 

"  She  must  be  come  home,"  said  he,  "  or  coming ! 
(aside)  plague  take  her  !  " 

Reginald  seized  him  by  the  hand. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


•  Mr.  Tremaine  was  right.  Caroline  was  expected  at 
Courtenay  Court.  The  next  day  she  arrived,  bringing 
]\Iiss  Seymour,  who  went  to  her  father's  house. 

They  had  been  escorted  across  the  water  by  'Mv.  Fitz- 
patrick  ;  but  he  remained  in  town.  Before  they  left 
New  York  this  gentleman  had  declared  himself  Caro- 
line's jjrofessed  admirer.  Caroline  asked  him  with  some 
archness  which  he  loved  best,  her  or  Miss  Seymour.  The 
question  staggered  him  for  a  moment,  so  he  said,  "  Can 
you  ask  ?  "  Cross-examined,  however,  he  was  brought 
to  this,  that  he  liked  Caroline  a  shade  better  than 
Harriet. 
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During  the  voyage  home  Mr.  Fitzpatrick  lost  a  portion 
of  his  gayety,  and  was  seen  at  times  to  be  grave  and 
perplexed ;  novel  phenomenon, 

Harriet  Seymour  and  Caroline  had  got  over  their  tiff, 
and  indeed  Harriet  for  months  past  had  sided  rather  with 
her  friend  than  her  brother.  ''Caroline  was  wrong,"  said 
she,  "  but  Reginald  was  more  wrong.  He  ought  to  have 
forgiven  a  woman  a  caprice."  Harriet  therefore  spent 
the  evening  of  her  arrival  at  home  ;  but  early  next  morn- 
ing she  rode  over  to  Courtenay  Court  to  bear  her  friend 
company.  She  was  the  more  eager  to  lend  her  counte- 
nance because  others  were  so  hard  upon  her. 

For  the  evening  of  her  arrival  Caroline  was  discussed 
at  Seymour  Hall.  The  old  people,  including  jMr.  Tre- 
maine,  spoke  of  her  with  horror ;  tomboy,  vixen,  and 
even  strong-minded  woman,  from  which  Heaven  defend 
us  males  !  They  congratulated  themselves  and  Reginald 
on  his  escape  from  her.  Reginald  maintained  a  dogged 
silence.  But  when  Harriet  stoutly  defended  his  late 
sweetheart,  and  declared  that  her  faults  were  only  on 
the  surface,  he  cast  a  look  of  gratitude  at  her,  that  she 
caught  and  comprehended.  Her  defence  was  not  quite 
lost  on  others.  Mr.  Tremaine  asked  her  quietly,  " Has 
Miss  Courtenay  really  anything  good  about  her  ?  " 

"  Judge  for  yourself,"  replied  Harriet,  Avith  a  toss  of 
the  head.     "  Call  on  her.     She  is  your  parishioner." 

"  Humph  !  I  don't  like  strong-minded  women.  They 
say  she  can  swim  into  the  bargain ;  but  I  certainly  shall 
call  on  her,  and  judge  with  my  own  eyes.  Her  father 
was  a  worthy  man." 

To  return,  Caroline  and  Harriet  were  walking  in  the 
grounds  of  Courtenay  Court,  at  some  distance  from  the. 
house.  Harriet  was  lionizing  the  mistress,  showing  her 
her  beauties,  tlie  famous  old  yew-tree,  the  nari'ow  but 
deep  water   that  meandered  through  her  grounds,  and 
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each  admired  view  and  nook.  It  was  charming,  and  both 
ladies  did  loud  admiration ;  and  did  not  care  a  button  for 
it  all. 

Harriet.     Is  Mr.  Fitzpatrick  coming  to-day  ? 

Caroline.  I  don't  know  :  what  a  curious  bridge  !  it 
looks  like  a  long  gate.     Shall  Ave  cross  it  ? 

Harriet.     Not  for  the  world  :  the  water  is  ever  so  deep. 

Caroline.  I  did  not  mean  to  cross  the  water,  only  the 
bridge. 

Harriet.  But  see  how  crazy  it  is  !  the  wood  is  so  old ; 
nobody  has  lived  here  ever  so  long,  and  then  it  is  so  hard 
to  keep  on  it  too. 

Caroline  looked  wistfully  at  the  primitive  bridge.  "If 
I  had  my  bloomer  on,  I  would  soon  be  over  it,"  said  she, 
"  but  this  appendage  would  catch  my  feet  and  draggle  in 
the  water  at  every  step." 

Harriet  implored  her  friend  never  to  mention  that 
Avord  again. 

"  Bloomer !  it  is  the  cause  we  are  all  unhappy." 

"  What,  are  you  unhappy  ?  What  about  ?  Oh,  he 
will  be  here  to-day,  dear,  ten  to  one." 

"  Who,  pray  ?  " 

"Mr.  Fitzpatrick." 

"Mr.  Pitzpatrick  is  your  lover,  not  mine,"  said  Harriet, 
coloring  all  over. 

"  So  he  is.  I  forgot.  Oh,  look  at  the  tail  of  your  gown 
—  three  straws,  tAvo  sticks,  and  such  a  long  brier." 

Harriet.  Put  your  foot  on  it,  dear.  These  lawyers  are 
the  plague  of  this  county. 

Caroline.     Lawyers  ? 

Harriet.  I  forget,  you  don't  know  our  country  terms  ; 
we  call  these  long  briers  lawyers ;  because  when  once 
they  got  hold  of  you  — 

Caroline.  I  understand  —  all  to  be  aA'oidcd  by  a  little 
bloomer. 
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Harriet.  Now,  Caroline,  don't.  —  I  wish  the  woman 
had  never  been  born.     Let  us  go  into  the  shade. 

An  observer  of  the  sex  might  have  noticed  the  same 
Languor,  and  the  same  restlessness,  in  both  these  ladies, 
though  one  was  Yankee  and  one  English. 

At  last  they  fell  into  silence.  It  was  Caroline  who 
broke  the  silence.  "  Nobody  comes  to  welcome  me  or 
even  sends.  How  hospitable  these  British  are!  If  I 
had  quarrelled  with  anj^  one  in  their  own  country,  and 
then  they  came  to  mine,  I  should  be  generous,  I  should 
make  that  an  excuse  for  holding  out  the  hand,  and  being 
friends  any  way,  if  I  could  be  nothing  more.  But  the 
people  here  are  not  of  ray  mind.  All  the  Avorse  for 
them.  Much  I  care.  I  shall  go  and  see  where  they 
have  buried  my  father.  I  don't  believe  he  would  have 
died  if  he  had  not  come  here ;  and  then  I  shall  go  back 
home  across  the  water,  to  my  countiy,  where  men  know 
how  to  quarrel,  ay,  and  fight,  too,  and  then  drop  it  when 
it  is  done  with."  Thus  spake  the  Yankee  girl.  The 
English  girl  colored  up,  but  she  did  not  answer  back  — 
except  by  turning  brimming  eyes  and  a  look  of  gentle 
reproach  on  her. 

On  this,  partly  because  she  was  unhappy,  partly  be- 
cause this  mild  look  pricked  her  great  though  wayward 
heart,  the  Yankee  girl  began  to  cry  bitterly. 

On  this  the  English  girl  flung  her  arms  round  tlie 
Yankee  girl's  neck,  and  cried  with  her. 

"  Dearest,  he  loves  you  still." 

"  Still !  he  never  loved  me,  Harriet.  Oh,  no  —  he  never 
loved  me  —  oh,  oh  !  " 

"  You  forget ;  I  have  been  home.  I  liave  seen  him. 
He  is  pale  —  he  is  sad." 

"  That  is  a  c — c — comfort.  I  wish  he  was  at  d — d — 
death's  door." 

"II(!  is  far  more  unh;i])])y  than  you  are." 
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"I  am  so  glad  —  I  don't  believe  it." 

"You  may  believe  it  —  I  have  seen  it." 

At  this  moment  a  servant  was  seen  approaching ;  he 
came  up,  touched  his  hat  to  Caroline  with  a  world  of 
obsequiousness,  and  informed  her  the  parson  had  called 
to  see  her  and  was  in  the  drawing-room. 

"  The  parson  ?  " 

"The  Rev.  Mr.  Tremaine,  miss." 

"A  great  friend  of  our  family,"  explained  ?Iarriet. 

"Ah,  tell  me  all  about  him  as  we  go  along." 


CHAPTER   VII. 


Mr.  Tremaine.     Will  she  receive  me  in  a  bloomer? 

Harriet.  I  don't  know  —  I  hope  not.  She  was  decent 
a  minute  ago. 

Tremaine.     Perhaps  she  has  gone  to  put  one  on. 

Harriet  gave  a  start,  and  had  a  misgiving,  Caroline 
being  a  devil.  "Heaven  forbid  !  "  she  cried.  "  I  will  go 
and  see." 

The  next  minute  a  young  lady  of  singular  beauty  and 
grace  glided  into  the  room.  She  was  dressed  richly  but 
very  i)lainly.  Mr.  Tremaine  looked  at  her  with  surprise. 
"  Are  you  Miss  Courtenay  ?  "  She  smiled  sweetly  and 
told  him  she  was  Miss  Courtenay.  She  added  that  Mr. 
Tremaine  was  no  stranger  to  her ;  she  had  often  heard 
of  him  and  his  virtues  in  happier  days.  After  that  she 
thanked  him  for  being  the  first  to  welcome  her  home. 

"  We  shall  all  feel  flattered  at  your  calling  it  home, 
Miss  Courtenay ;  we  must  try  and  keep  you  here  after 
that." 

In  about  ten  minutes  the  intelligent  young  beauty 
had  not  only  dissolved  Mr.  Tremaine's  prejudices  against 
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her,  but  had  substituted  a  strong  prejudice  in  her 
favor. 

''This  quiet,  ladylike,  dignified,  gentle,  amiable, 
beautiful  3'oung  woman  a  tomboy  ?  "  said  he  to  him- 
self. "  I  don't  believe  it  —  it  surpasses  belief  —  it  is 
false  ! " 

There  was  a  pause. 

"Miss  Courtenay,"  began  the  old  gentleman,  "your 
late  father,  during  the  short  time  he  was  among  us, 
gained  the  respect  of  the  whole  county.  I  cannot  help 
thinking  3^ou  will  be  his  successor  in  our  esteem  as  well 
as  in  Courtenay  Court."  • 

Miss  Courtenay  bowed  with  quiet  dignity. 

"  The  worst  of  it  is,  we  are  an  old-fashioned  people 
here  in  Devonshire.  We  are  strait-laced  —  ahem  —  in 
short  —  shall  I  be  presuming  too  far  on  our  short  ac- 
quaintance if  (pray  give  me  credit  for  friendly  motives) 
I  ask  permission  to  put  you  a  question  ?  But  no,  when 
I  look  at  you  —  it  is  impossible." 

"  What  is  impossible,  sir  ?  " 

"That  you  can  ever  have"  —  and  the  old  gentleman 
flushed  a  bit;  "by  the  by,  they  say  you  can  swim.  Miss 
Courtenay." 

"A  little,  not  worth  boasting  of,"  replied  Caroline, 
modestly.  "  I  think  I  could  make  shift  to  swim  across 
this  room,  if  the  sea  was  in  it." 

"Oh,  no  farther  than  that?  well,  there  is  not  much 
harm  in  that.  But  they  do  say,  you  have  done  lis  the 
honor,  ahem  —  to  wear  male  habiliments  —  is  that 
true  ?  " 

"  Indeed,  Mr.  Tremaine,  I  have  ;  let  —  me  —  see,  I 
think  it  was  at  a  fancy  ball,  —  in  my  own  house  —  at 
New  York."  The  words  were  said  with  assumed  care- 
lessness and  candor. 

^'What,  on  no  other  o(!casiou  ?" 
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"  On  no  other  public  occasion  —  why  ?  "  inquired 
Caroline  so  innocently. 

"Then,  really,  I  think  too  much  has  been  made  of  it. 
But  you  are  said  to  advocate  the  bloomer  costume." 

"  I  have  often  advocated  it,  in  words,  sir  ;  but  wearing 
it  is  a  different  matter,  you  know." 

"Very  different,  very  different  indeed,"  said  Tremaine, 
hastily. 

"  I  could  not  help  advocating  it ;  its  adversaries 
argued  so  weakly  against  it.  Shall  I  repeat  their  argu- 
ments and  my  own  ?  " 

"  If  you  please." 

Caroline,  with  the  calm  indifference  of  a  judge,  stated 
the  usual  arguments  pro  and  con,  and  did  not  fail  to 
dwell  upon  the  trousers  of  Eastern  women.  Mr.  Tre- 
maine took  her  up. 

"There  is  a  flaw  in  your  reasoning,  I  think,"  said  he; 
"  those  Eastern  women  distinguish  themselves  from  men 
by  a  thick  veil  —  they  all  wear  a  thick  veil.  It  appears 
to  me  that  the  true  argument  against  bloomer  has  never 
been  laid  before  you.  It  is  this :  in  every  civilized 
nation,  the  entire  sexes  are  distinguished  by  some 
marked  costume.  But  bloomer  proposes  that  one-third 
of  the  women  should  be  at  variance  with  the  other  two- 
thirds." 

"  Oh,  no,  sir !  she  is  for  dressing  them  all  in  bloomers." 

"No,  excuse  me;  how  would  old  women  and  fat 
women  look  in  a  bloomer  ?  How  would  young  matrons 
look  at  that  period  when  a  woman  is  most  a  woman  ? 
No;  the  dress  for  women  must  clearly  be  some  dress 
that  becomes  all  women,  at  all  times  and  occasions  of 
life.  There  are  plenty  of  boys  of  sixteen  or  seventeen, 
who  could  be  dressed  as  women,  and  eclipse  all  the 
women  in  a  ball-room  ;  but  it  would  be  indelicate  and 
unmanly.     You,  with  your  youthful,  symmetrical  figure, 
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could  eclipse  most  young  men  in  their  own  habiliments : 
but  it  would  be  indelicate  and  unwomanly.  Forgive 
me ;  I  distress  you," 

"  No,  sir !  but  you  convince  me ;  and  that  is  new  to 
me.  I  admit  this  argument  at  once ;  and  so  I  would 
have  done  six  months  ago ;  but  no  one  had  the  intelli- 
gence to  put  the  matter  to  me  so,"  said  the  sly  thing. 

"You  seem  to  be  a  very  reasonable  young  lady." 

"It  is  the  only  merit  I  have." 

"Permit  me  to  contradict  you  again.  Well,  then, 
since  the  bloomer  difficulty  is  despatched,  let  me  have 
the  honor  and  the  happiness  of  reconciling  an  honorable 
young  man  with  the  most  charming  young  lady  I  have 
met  with  this  many  a  day." 

The  charming  young  lady  froze  directly. 

"  I  will  not  affect  to  misunderstand  you,  sir ;  but  the 
difference  between  Mr.  Seymour  and  m3'self  lies  deeper 
than  this  paltry  dress :  lies  too  deep  for  you  to  cure : 
the  bloomer  was  a  mere  pretext.  Mr.  Seymour  did  not 
love  me." 

"  Excuse  me  ;  I  know  better." 

"  When  we  love  people,  we  forgive  their  faults  :  we 
forgive  their  virtues  even." 

Mr.  Tremaine  looked  at  her  with  some  surprise.  The 
Devonshire  ladies  had  not  tongues  so  pointed  as  the  fair 
Yankee's. 

"  He  did  love  you  —  he  does  love  you." 

"No,  Mr.  Tremaine  —  no.  Was  that  a  fault  for  any 
one  who  really  loved  me,  to  quarrel  out  and  out  with 
a  spoiled  child  for  ? "  Here  two  tears,  one  real,  the 
other  crocodile,  ran  down  her  lovely  cheeks,  and  did  the 
poor  old  gentleman's  business  entirely.  "He  deserves 
U)  be  hanged,"  cried  he  jumping  up,  in  great  haste, 
"young  fool!  But  he  does  love  you  tenderly,  sincerely. 
He   has    never   been   happy  since.     He   never   will  be 
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happy  till  you  are  reconciled  to  him.  He  is  waiting  in 
great  anxiety  for  my  return.  I  shall  tell  him  to  ride 
over  here,  and  just  —  go  —  down  —  on  —  his  —  knees  to 
you,  and  ask  your  forgiveness.  Then  will  you  forgive 
him  ?  " 

"I  will  try,  sir,"  said  Caroline,  doubtfully;  "but  he 
owes  much  to  his  advocate,  and  so  you  may  tell  him." 

"I  shall  be  vain  enough  to  tell  him  so,  you  may 
depend ; "  and  aAvay  went  IMr.  Tremaine,  Caroline's  de- 
voted champion  through  thick  and  thin  from  this  hour. 
As  he  rode  away,  zeal  and  benevolence  shining  through 
him,  Caroline  said  dryly  to  herself,  "  I  am  your  friend 
for  life,  old  boy." 

Harriet  came  in  and  heard  the  news  ;  she  was  de- 
lighted. 

"  Reginald  will  be  here  as  fast  as  his  horse's  feet  can 
carry  him.     Mr.  Tremaine  is  all  powerful  in  our  house." 

"  So  I  concluded  from  what  you  told  me,"  said  Caroline, 
demurely  ;  "  and  I  —  hem  —  will  you  excuse  me  for 
half  an  hour  ?  " 

"Yes,  dear;  you  wdll  find  me  on  the  lawn." 

Full  three-quarters  of  an  hour  had  elapsed,  and  Harriet 
was  beginning  to  wonder  what  had  become  of  her  friend, 
when  a  musical  laugh  rang  behind  her.  She  turned 
round,  and  beheld  a  sight  that  made  her  scream  with 
terror  and  dismay  —  there  stood  Caroline  in  propria 
Qu^  MARiBus  as  bold  as  brass. 

10 
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CHAPTER   VIII. 

The  face  of  uneasy  defiance  Caroline  got  up  when 
Harriet  faced  her  was  truly  delicious. 

"It  is  all  over,"  gasped  Harriet,  "you  are  incurable." 

"He  loves  me,"  explained  Caroline;  "when  I  felt  like 
giving  in,  I  didn't  think  he  loved  me." 

Harriet  made  no  reply  ;  she  marched  off  stiflfty.  The 
hloonier  followed  and  tried  to  apjjcase  her  by  reminding 
her  how  hard  it  was  to  give  in  as  long  as  a  cluince 
of  victory  remained  —  "Hard  —  it  is  impossible  —  it 
hurts ! " 

No  answer. 

"It  was  all  that  dear  old  man's  fault  for  letting  out 
that  he  loves  me  still,  and  he  is  unhappy  ;  so  then  he  is 
in  my  power,  and  I  can't  give  in  now — and  I  won't. 
No.  Let  us  see  whether  it  is  me  or  my  clothes  he  loves 
—  ah,  ah  !  Oh,  my  dear  girl,  here  he  comes  ;  let  me  get 
behind  you.     Oh,  dear,  I  wish  I  hadn't." 

Sure  enough,  Reginald  was  coming  down  to  the  other 
side  of  the  stream. 

Caroline  got  half  bdiind  Harriet. 

Reginald  came  along  the  bridge  to  join  them. 

"I  wish  it  would  break  down,"  whined  Caroline. 
"  Then  I'd  run  home,  and  I  know  what  I  would  do." 

The  words  were  out  of  her  mouth  and  no  more,  when 
some  portion  of  the  rotten  wood  gave  way,  and  sphisli 
goes  Reginald  into  the  water. 

Harriet  screamed.     Caroline  laughed. 

Her  laughter  was  soon  turned  to  dismay.     Reginald 
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sank  ;  lie  came  uj)  and  struggled  towards  tlie  wood-Avork, 
but  in  vain  :  the  current  had  carried  him  a  yard  or  two 
from  it,  and  even  that  small  space  lie  could  not  recover. 
He  was  too  proud  to  cry  for  help,  but  he  was  drowning. 

"  He  can't  swim,"  cried  Caroline,  and  she  darted  into 
the  stream  like  a  water  spaniel.  In  two  strokes  she 
was  beside  him,  and  seized  him  by  the  hair.  One  stroke 
took  her  to  the  remnant  of  the  bridge.  ''  Lay  hold  of 
that,  Reginald,"  she  cried.  He  obeyed,  aiid,  wdiile  she 
swam  ashore,  he  worked  along  the  wooden  bridge  to  the 
bank. 

The  moment  she  saw  him  safe,  she  began  to  laugh 
again ;  and  then  wliat  does  my  lady  do  but  set  off  run- 
ning home  full  pelt  before  he  could  say  a  word  to  her ! 
He  followed  her  crying,  "  Caroline,  Caroline  !  "  It  was 
no  use  :  she  was  in  her  bloomer  and  had  the  start,  and 
ran  like  a  doe. 

"  0  Reginald  !  go  home  and  change  your  clothes,"  cried 
the  tender  Harriet. 

"  What,  go  home  before  I  have  thanked  my  guardian 
angel,  my  beloved  ?  " 

"  Your  guardian  angel  must  change  her  clothes,  and 
you  must  change  yours  ;  you  will  catch  your  death." 

"  At  least  tell  her  she  shall  wear  what  she  pleases  ; 
tell  her  "  — 

''I  will  tell  her  nothing;  come  and  tell  it  her  yourself, 
frightening  me  so.  Her  bloomer  is  spoiled  forever  now, 
that  is  one  comfort." 

Reginald  ran  to  the  stables,  got  his  horse,  galloped 
home,  dressed  himself,  and  galloped  back,  and  came 
into  Caroline's  drawing-room  open  mouthed.  "  Wear 
what  you  like,  dear  Caroline ;  why,  you  ai-e  in  a  gown  ! 
No  matter  —  forgive  me  — oh,  forgive  me  —  I  have  been 
ungrateful  once  —  I  never  will  again.  My  beloved, 
what,  did  I  not  owe  you  enough  before,  that  you  must 
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save  my  life  ?  0  Caroline,  one  word ;  can  the  devotion 
of  a  life  restore  me  the  treasure  I  once  had,  and  trifled 
with  —  for  what  ?  "  then  he  fell  to  kissing  her  hands 
and  lier  gown.  Then  she,  seeing  him  quite  overcome, 
was  all  woman. 

"  Eeginald,"  she  murmured,  and  sank  upon  his  neck, 
all  her  strength  of  mind  dissolving  in  tears  and 
love. 

"  What  did  you  say  about  bloomer,  Eeginald  dear  ?  " 

"  I  said  you  should  wear  what  you  liked,  sweet  one." 

"  Ah,  then  we  are  never  to  agree,  for  I  mean  to  wear 
whatever  you  like." 

This  was  ''the  way  to  take  her,"  one  of  that  sort; 
they  are  to  be  made  slaves  of  just  as  easily  as  the  hen- 
hearted  ones.     But  ye  mustn't  show  'em  the  chain  ! 

Afternoon  came  Fitz. 

Caroline.     Mr.  Fitzpatrick,  will  you  come  here  ? 

FitP,patrick.  I  will.  An  Irishman  always  consents, 
but  never  says  "  yes." 

Caroline  (with  a  twinkle  in  her  eye).  Will  you  do  me 
a  favor  ? 

Fitz2XLtrick.     I  will. 

Caroline.  Do  you  see  that  lady  sitting  there  ? 
(Harriet.) 

Fit::patrick  (coloring).     I  do. 

Caroline.     Go  and  marry  her. 

And  she  gave  him  a  i)ush  that  seemed  less  than  a 
feather,  but  somehow  it  propelled  Fitz  all  across  the 
room,  and  sent  him  down  on  his  knees  before  Harriet. 
N.B.     There  were  only  these  three  in  the  room. 

Mr.  Tremaine  married  two  couples  in  one  day  —  Regi- 
nald and  Caroline  ;  Fitz})atrick  and  ITarriet.  I  ought  to 
explain  to  those  who  have  not  seen  it,  that  during  the 
voyage  l^'iLz  had  discovered  it  was  Harriet  he  loved  a 
soupgon  the  best  of  the  two. 
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At  the  wedding  breakfast,  arrayed  in  white  and  adorned 
with  wreaths,  both  the  Yankee  and  the  English  beauty 
were  intolerably  lovely. 

No  one  seemed  more  conscious  of  this  double  fact  than 
Fitz.  Caroline  observed  his  looks,  and  took  occasion  to 
say  to  him  confidentially,  "Wouldn't  you  like  to  have 
married  both  ladies  ?     Now,  come,  tell  the  truth." 

"  Indeed  and  I  would,"  replied  the  candid  Celt,  uncon- 
scious of  any  satire  in  the  question. 

America  takes  two  hundred  thousand  English  every 
year.  We  have  got  this  one  Yankee  in  return,  and  we 
mean  to  keep  her. 

A  year  after  they  had  been  married  she  wanted  to  give 
her  bloomer  to  one  of  the  stable-boys.  "What,  the  dress 
you  saved  my  life  in  ?  "  cried  Keginald.  "  I  would  not 
part  with  it  to  a  prince,  for  the  price  of  a  king's  ransom." 

Lads  and  lasses,  this  trifle  is  what  I  have  called  it,  "a 
Jeti  d'esprit,"  written  for  your  amusement,  and  not  in- 
tended to  improve  you,  instruct  you,  or  elevate  your 
morals. 

A  thing  not  to  be  approved  in  general,  but  excused 
once  in  a  way,  methinks. 

—  Neque  semper  arcum 
Tendit  Apollo. 


Ill 

ART:    A   DRAMATIC   TALE 


Early  in  the  last  century  two  young  women  were 
talking  together  in  a  large  apartment,  richly  furnished. 
One  of  these  was  Susan,  cousin  and  dependent  of  Mrs. 
Anne  Oldfield  ;  the  other  was  a  flower-girl,  whom  that 
lady  had  fascinated  by  her  scenic  talent.  The  poor  girl 
was  but  one  of  many  persons  over  whom  Mrs.  Oldfield 
had  cast  a  spell,  and  yet  this  actress  had  not  reached  the 
zenith  of  her  reputation. 

The  town,  which  does  not  always  know  its  own  mind 
about  actors,  applauded  one  or  two  of  her  rivals  more 
than  her,  and  fancied  it  admired  them  more. 

Oldfield  was  the  woman  (there  is  always  one)  who  used 
the  tones  of  nature  upon  the  stage  in  that  day.  She 
ranted  at  times  like  her  neighbors,  but  she  never  ranted 
out  of  tune,  like  them.  Her  declanuition  was  nature, 
alias  art,  thundering;  theirs  was  artifice  raving.  Her 
treatment  of  words  was  as  follows :  she  mastered  them 
iji  the  tone  of  household  speech  ;  she  then  gradually  built 
up  these  simple  tones  into  a  gorgeous  edifice  of  music 
and  meaning;  but  though  dilated,  heightened,  and  em- 
bellished, they  never  lost  their  original  truth.  Her  rivals 
started  from  a  lie,  so  the  higher  they  soared  the  fui-ther 
they  left  truth  behind  them.  They  do  tlie  same  tiling 
now  pretty  universally. 

The  public  is  a  very  good  judge,  and  no  judge  at  all, 
of  such  nuitters.     I  will  explain. 
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Let  the  stage  voice  and  the  dramatic  voice,  the  artifi- 
cial and  the  artistic,  the  bastard  and  the  legitimate,  the 
false  and  the  true,  be  kept  apart  upon  separate  stages, 
and  there  is  no  security  that  the  public  will  not,  as  far 
as  hands  go,  applaud  the  monotone  or  lie  more  than  the 
melodious  truth.  But  set  the  lie  and  the  truth  side  by 
side  upon  fair  terms,  and  the  public  becomes  what  the 
critics  of  this  particular  art  have  never  been,  — a  critic; 
and  stage  bubbles,  that  have  bubbled  for  years,  are  liable 
to  burst  in  a  single  night. 

Mrs.  Oldfield  was  wise  enough,  even  in  her  generation, 
to  know  that  the  public's  powers  of  comparison  require 
that  the  things  to  be  compared  shall  be  placed  cheek  by 
jowl  before  it ;  and  this  is  why  she  had  for  some  time 
manoeuvred  to  play,  foot  to  foot,  against  Mrs.  Brace- 
girdle,  the  champion  of  the  stage. 

Bracegirdle,  strong  in  position,  tradition,  face,  figure, 
and  many  qualities  of  an  actor,  was  by  no  means  sorry 
of  an  opportunity  to  quench  a  rising  rival ;  and  thus  the 
two  ladies  were  to  act  together  in  the  "  Rival  Queens," 
within  a  few  days  of  our  story. 

Roxana Mrs.  Bracegirdle. 

Statira Mrs.  Oldfield. 

The  town,  whose  heart  at  that  epoch  was  in  the  theatre, 
awaited  this  singular  struggle  in  a  state  of  burning  ex- 
citement we  can  no  longer  realize. 

Susan  Oldfield,  first  cousin  of  the  tragedian,  was  a  dra- 
matic aspirant.  Anne's  success  having  travelled  into  the 
provinces,  her  aunt,  Susan's  mother,  said  to  Susan,  who 
was  making  a  cream  cheese,  "  You  go  an'  act  too,  lass." 

"  I  will,"  said  Susan,  a-making  of  cream  cheese. 

Anne's  mother  remonstrated  :  "  She  can't  do  it." 

"Why  not,  sister?"  said  Susan's  mother,  sharply. 
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Then  ensued  some  reasoning. 

"Anne,"  said  the  tragedian's  mother,  "  was  born  clever. 
I  can't  account  for  it.  She  was  always  mimicking.  She 
took  off  the  exciseman,  and  the  farmers,  and  her  grand- 
mother, and  the  very  parson.  How  she  used  to  make  us 
laugh  !  Mimicking!  why,  it  was  like  a  looking-glass,  and 
the  folk  standing  in  front  of  it,  and  speaking  behind  it, 
all  at  one  time.  Once  I  made  her  take  me  off :  she  was 
very  loath,  poor  lass.  I  think  she  knew  she  could  not 
do  it  so  well  as  the  rest.  It  wasn't  like,  though  it  made 
them  all  laugh  more  than  the  others  ;  but  the  others  were 
as  like  as  fagot  to  fagot.  Now  Susan,  she  can't  take 
off  anything,  without  'tis  the  scald  cream  from  the  milk, 
and  I've  seen  me  beat  her  at  that.     I'm  not  bragging." 

To  this  piece  of  ratiocination  Susan's  mother  opposed 
the  following :  — 

"  Talent  is  in  the  blood,''  said  she  (this  implies  that 
great  are  all  the  first  cousins  of  the  great). 

Anne's  mother  might  have  weakened  this  by  examples 
at  her  own  door;  to  wit,  the  exciseman,  who  was  a  clever 
fellow,  and  his  son  an  ass.  But  she  preferred  keeping 
within  her  own  line  of  argument,  and  as  the  ladies  floated, 
by  a  law  of  their  nature,  away  from  that  to  which  law- 
yers tend,  an  issue,  they  drifted  divaguely  over  the  great 
pacific  ocean  of  feminine  logic.  At  last  a  light  shot 
into  Susan's  mamma ;  she  found  terra  firma ;  i.e.,  an  argu- 
ment too  strong  for  refutation. 

"Besides,  Jane,"  said  she,  "T  want  your  Susan  to 
chuin  !     So  there's  an  end ! " 

Alas!  she  had  underrated  the  rival  disputant.  Susan's 
mother  took  refuge  in  an  argument  equally  irrefragable  : 
she  j)ackod  up  the  girl's  things  that  night,  and  sent  lior 
off  by  coacli  to  Aniu;  m^xt  morning. 

Susan  arrived,  told  her  story  iind  licr  liopes  on  Anne's 
neck.      Anne   laughed,  and   made    room    Tor   lici-   on   tlie 
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third  floor.  The  cousins  went  to  the  theatre  that  even- 
ing, the  aspirant  in  front. 

Susan  passed  through  various  emotions,  and  when 
Belvidera  ''gazed,  turned  giddy,  raved  and  died,"  she 
ran  to  the  stage-door,  with  some  misgivings,  whether 
she  might  not  be  wanted  to  lay  her  cousin  out.  In 
Anne's  dressing-room  she  found  a  laughing  dame,  who, 
whilst  wiping  off  her  rouge,  told  her  she  was  a  fool,  and 
asked  her  rather  sharply,  "  how  it  went  ?  " 

"  The  people  clapped  their  hands  !  I  could  have  kissed 
them,"  said  Susan. 

"As  if  I  could  not  hear  that,  child,"  said  Anne.  "I 
want  to  know  how  many  cried  where  you  were." 

"Now,  how  can  I  tell  you,  cousin,  when  I  could  not 
see  for  crying  myself  ?  " 

"  You  cried,  did  you  ?     I  am  very  glad  of  that ! " 

"  La,  cousin  !  " 

"It  does  not  prove  much,  but  it  proves  more  than 
their  clapping  of  hands.  You  shall  be  my  barber's 
block  —  you  don't  understand  me  —  all  the  better  — 
come  liome  to  supper." 

At  supper  the  tragedian  made  the  dairy-maid  tell  her 
every  little  village  event ;  and,  in  her  turn,  recalled  all 
the  rural  personages  ;  and,  reviving  the  trick  of  her  early 
youth,  imitated  their  looks,  manners,  and  sentiments,  to 
the  life. 

She-  began  with  the  exciseman,  and  ended  with  the 
curate  —  a  white-headed  old  gentleman,  all  learning, 
piety,  and  simplicity.  He  had  seen  in  this  beautiful 
and  gifted  woman  only  a  lamb  that  he  was  to  lead  up  to 
heaven  —  please  God. 

The  naughtiest  things  we  do  are  sure  to  be  the  clever- 
est, and  this  imitation  made  Susan  laugh  more  than  the 
others. 

But  in  the  midst  of  it,  the  mimic  suddenly  paused,  and 
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her  eye  seemed  to  turn  inwards ;  she  was  quite  silent  for 
a  moment. 

Ah  !  Oldfield,  in  that  one  moment,  I  am  sure  your 
heart  has  drunli  many  a  past  year.  It  is  away  to  the 
banks  of  Trent,  to  grass  and  flowers,  and  days  of  inno- 
cence, to  church-bells  and  a  cottage  porch,  and  your 
mother's  bosom,  my  poor  woman  —  princess  of  the 
stage. 

She  faltered  out,  "But  he  was  a  good  man.  Oh !  yes  ! 
yes  !  yes  !  he  was  a  good  man  ;  he  admired  me  more 
than  he  would  now !  None  like  him  shine  on  my  path 
now."     And  she  burst  into  a  fit  of  crying. 

Susan  cried  with  her,  without  in  the  least  knowing 
what  was  the  matter.  And  these  most  dissimilar  beings 
soon  learned  to  love  one  another.  The  next  day  Anne 
took  the  gauge  of  Susan's  entire  intellects ;  and,  by  way 
of  comment  on  the  text  of  Susan,  connected  her  with 
dramatic  poetry  as  Mrs.  Oldfield's  dresser. 

Susan  then  had  been  installed  about  three  months, 
when  she  was  holding  that  conversation  with  the  flower- 
girl,  which  I  have  too  long  interrupted. 

"It  is  an  odd  thing  to  say,  but  I  think  you  are  in  love 
with  my  cousin  Anne." 

"  I  don't  know,"  was  the  answer.  "  T  am  drawn  to  her 
by  something  I  cannot  resist :  I  followed  her  home  for 
three  months  before  I  spoke  to  you.  AVill  she  not  be 
angry  at  my  presumption  ?  " 

"La!  Of  course  not;  it  is  not  as  if  you  were  one 
of  those  impudent  men  that  follow  her  about,  and  slip 
notes  into  every  mortal  thing  —  her  carriage,  her  prayer- 
book." 

Now  Susan  happened  to  l)e  laying  out  the  new  dress 
for  Statira,  which  had  just  come  in  ;  and,  in  a  manner 
singulai'ly  ajirapos,  no  less  than  two  nice  little  notes  fell 
out  of  it  as  she  spoke. 
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The  girls  looked  at  them,  as  they  lay  on  the  floor,  like 
deer  looking  askant  at  a  lap-dog. 

"  Oh  !  "  said  the  votary  of  Flora ;  "  they  ought  to  be 
ashamed." 

"  So  they  ought,"  cried  Susan.  "  I'd  say  nothing," 
added  she,  "if  some  of  them  were  for  me.  But  I  shall 
have  them  when  I  am  an  actress." 

"Are  you  to  be  that?  Ah!  you  will  never  be  like 
her  !  " 

"Why  not  ?  She  is  only  my  mother's  sister's  daughter, 
bless  you.  Anne  was  only  a  country  lass  like  me  at  first 
starting,  and  that  is  why  my  mother  sent  me  here,  because 
"when  talent  is  in  a  family,  don't  let  one  churn  all  the 
butter,  says  she." 

"  But  can  you  act  ?  "  interposed  the  other. 

"  Can't  I  ?  "  was  the  answer. 

"  '  His  fame  survives  the  world  in  deathless  story. 

Nor  heaven  and  earth  combined  can  match  his  glory.'" 

These  lines,  which  in  our  day  would  be  thought  a 
leetle  hyperbolical,  Susan  recited  with  gestures  equally 
supernatural. 

"  Bless  you,"  added  she,  complacently  ;  "  I  could  act 
fast  enough,  if  I  could  but  get  the  words  off.  Can  you 
read  ?  " 

"  Yes ! " 

"  Handwriting  ?     Tell  the  truth  now." 

"  Yes  !     I  can  indeed." 

"Handwriting  is  hard,  is  it  not?"  said  Susan;  "but 
a  part  beats  all :  did  you  ever  see  a  part  ?  " 

"  No." 

"Well,  I'll  tell  ye,  girl !  there  comes  a  great  scratch, 
and  then  some  words  :  but  don't  you  go  for  to  say  those 
words,  because  they  belong  to  another  gentleman,  and  he 
mightn't  like  it.     Then  you  come  in,  and  then  another 
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scratch.  And  I  declare  it  would  puzzle  Old  Scratch  to 
clear  the  curds  from  the  whey  "  — 

Susan  suddenly  interrupted  herself,  for  she  had  caught 
sight  of  a  lady  slowly  approaching  from  an  adjoining 
room,  the  door  of  which  was  open.  "  Hush ! "  cried 
Susan  ;  "  here  she  is  !  alack,  she  is  not  well !  Oh,  dear  ! 
she  is  far  from  well !  "  And,  in  point  of  fact,  the  lady 
slowly  entered  the  apartment,  laboring  visibly  under  a 
weight  of  disease.  The  poor  flower-girl,  naturally  think- 
ing this  no  time  for  her  introduction,  dropped  a  bouquet 
on  the  table,  and  retreated  precipitately  from  the  den  of 
the  sick  lioness. 

Then  the  lady  opened  her  lips,  and  faltered  forth  the 
following  sentence :  — 

"  I  go  no  further,  let  me  rest  here,  Qilnone  ! " 

"Do,  cousin!"  said  Susan,  consolingly. 

"I  droop,  I  sink,  my  strength  abandons  me  !"  said  the 
poor  invalid. 

"Here's  a  chair  for  y'  Anne,"  cried  Susan.  "What  is 
the  matter  ?  " 

On  this,  the  other,  fixing  her  filmy  eyes  upon  her,  ex- 
plained slowly  and  faintly,  that  "  Her  eyes  wei-e  dazzled 
with  returning  day  ;  her  trembling  limbs  refused  their 
wonted  stay." 

"  Ah  !  "  sighed  she,  and  tottered  towards    the  cliair. 

"She's  going  to  faint  —  she's  going  to  faint!"  cried 
poor  Susan.  "  Ob,  dear  !  Here,  quick  !  smell  to  this, 
Anne." 

"That  will  do,  then,"  said  the  other,  in  a  hard,  unfeel- 
ing tone.  "  T  am  fortunate  to  have  satisfied  your  judg- 
ment, madam,"  added  she. 

Susan  stood  petrified,  in  the  act  of  lunging  with  the 
smelling-bottle. 

" 'J'hat  is  the  way  T  come  on  in  tliat  scene,"  explained 
Mrs.  Oldficld,  yawning  in  Susan's  sympathetic  face. 
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"Acting,  by  jingo!"  screamed  Susan.  "You  ought 
to  be  ashamed  ;  I  thought  you  were  a  dead  woman.  I 
wish  you  wouldn't,"  cried  she,  flying  at  her  like  a  hen ; 
"tormenting  us  at  home,  when  there's  nobody  to  see." 

"It  is  my  system  —  I  aim  at  truth.  You  are  unso- 
phisticated, and  I  experiment  on  you,"  was  the  cool 
excuse. 

"  Cousin,  when  am  /  to  be  an  actress  ? "  inquired 
Susan. 

"After  fifteen  years'  labor,  perhaps,"  was  the  encour- 
aging response. 

"  Labor !  I  thought  it  was  all  in — spi — ration  ! " 

"  Many  think  so,  and  find  their  error.  Labor  and  art 
are  the  foundation  —  inspiration  is  the  result." 

"  0  Anne,"  cried  Susan,  "  now  do  tell  me  your  feelings 
in  the  theatre." 

"  Well,  Susan,  first,  I  cast  my  eyes  around,  and  try  to 
count  the  house." 

"No,  no,  Anne;  I  don't  mean  that." 

"  Well,  then,  child,  at  times  upon  the  scene  —  mind,  I 
say  at  times  —  the  present  does  fade  from  my  soul,  and 
the  great  past  lives  and  burns  again ;  the  boards  seem 
buoyant  air  beneath  me,  child ;  that  sea  of  English  heads 
floats  like  a  dream  before  me,  and  I  breathe  old  Greece 
and  Rome.  I  ride  on  the  whirlwind  of  the  poet's  words, 
and  wave  my  sceptre  like  a  queen  —  ay,  and  a  queen  I 
am  !  —  for  kings  govern  millions  of  bodies,  but  I  sway  a 
thousand  hearts  !  But,  to  tell  the  truth,  Susan,  when  all 
is  over,  I  sink  back  to  woman  —  and  often  my  mind  goes 
home,  dear,  to  our  native  town,  where  Trent  glides  so 
calmly  through  the  meadows.  I  pine  to  be  by  his  side, 
far  from  the  dust  of  the  scene,  and  the  din  of  life  —  to 
take  the  riches  of  my  heart  from  flatterers,  strangers, 
and  the  world,  and  give  them  all,  all,  to  one  faithful 
heart,  large,  full  and  loving  as  my  own  !     Where's  my 
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dress  for  Statira,  hussy  ?  "  She  snapped  this  last  witli 
a  marvellous  quick  change  of  key,  and  a  sudden  sharp- 
ness of  tone  peculiar  to  actresses  when,  stage  dresses  are 
in  question. 

"  Here  it  is.     Oh  !  isn't  it  superb  ?  " 

"  Yes,  it  is  superb,"  said  Oldfield,  dryly ;  "  velvet, 
satin,  and  ostrich  feathers,  for  an  Eastern  queen.  The 
same  costume  for  Belvidera,  Statira,  Clytemnestra,  and 
Mrs.  Dobbs.  0  prejudice  !  prejudice !  The  stage  has 
always  been  fortified  against  common-sense  !  Velvet 
Greeks,  periwigged  Eomans  —  the  audience  mingling 
with  the  scene  —  past  and  present  blundered  together  ! 
English  fops  in  the  Roman  forum,  taking  snuff  under  a 
Roman  matron's  nose  (that's  me),  and  cackling  out  that 
she  does  it  nothing  like  (no  more  she  does)  —  nothing 
like  Peggy  Porteous  —  whose  merit  was,  that  she  died 
thirty  years  ago,  whose  merit  would  have  been  greater 
had  she  died  fifty  years  ago,  and  much  greater  still  had 
she  never  lived  at  all." 

Here  Susan  offered  her  half  a  dozen  letters,  including 
the  smuggled  notes ;  but  the  sweet-tempered  soul  (being 
for  the  moment  in  her  tantrums)  would  not  look  at  them. 
"  I  know  what  they  are,"  said  she  :  "  vanity,  in  marvel- 
lous thin  disguises;  my  flatterers  are  so  eloquent,  that 
they  will  persuade  me  into  marrying  poor  old  Mannering 
—  every  morning  he  writes  me  four  pages,  and  tells  me 
my  duty  ;  every  evening  he  neglects  his  own  and  goes  to 
the  theatre,  which  is  unbecoming  his  age,  I  think." 

"  He  looks  a  very  wise  gentleman,"  observed  Susan. 

"  He  does,"  was  the  rejoinder  ;  "  but  his  folly  reconciles 
me  in  some  degree  to  his  wisdom ;  so,  mark  my  words,  I 
shall  marry  my  silly  sage.  There,  burn  all  the  rest  but 
his  —  no  !  don't  burn  the  letter  in  verse." 

"  In  verse  ?  " 

"  Yes!     I  won't  have  him  bunit  either  —  for  he  loves 
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me,  poor  boy  —  find  it,  Susan  ;  he  never  misses  a  day.  I 
think  I  should  like  to  know  that  one." 

"I  think  this  is  it,"  said  Susan. 

"  Then  read  it  out  expressively,  whilst  I  mend  this 
collar.  So  then  I  shall  estimate  your  progress  to  the 
temple  of  Fame,  ma'am." 

It  is  not  easy  to  do  justice  on  paper  to  Susan's  recita- 
tive ;  but,  in  fact,  she  read  it  much  as  schoolboys  scan, 
and  what  she  read  to  her  cousin  for  a  poet's  love  hopped 
thus  :  — 

"  Excuse  —  m6  deilr  —  6st  friend  —  if  I  —  should  appear 
T55  press  —  ing  but  —  at  my  —  years  one —  his  not 
Much  time  —  t5  lose  —  and  your  —  gOOd  sense  —  I  feel  "  — 

"  My  good  sense  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Oldfiekl ;  "  how  can  that 
be  poetry  ?  " 

"  It  is  poetry,  I  know,"  remonstrated  Susan.  "  See, 
cousin,  it's  all  of  a  length." 

"All  of  a  length  with  your  wit  —  that  is  the  Manuer- 
ing  prose." 

"  Drat  them,  if  they  write  in  lines,  how  is  one  to 
know  their  prose  from  their  verse  ?  "  said  Susan,  spite- 
fully. 

"  I'll  tell  you,  Susan,"  said  the  other,  soothingly ; 
"their  prose  is  something  as  like  Mannering  as  can  be, 
their  verse  is  something  in  this  style  :  — 

'  You  were  not  made  to  live  from  age  to  age ; 
The  dairy  yawns  for  you  —  and  not  the  stage  ! ' 

"  He,  he  !  " 

She  found  what  she  sought,  and  reading  out  herself 
the  unknown  writer's  verses,  she  said,  with  some  femi- 
nine complacency,  "  Yes,  this  is  a  heart  I  have  really 
penetrated." 
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''I've  penetrated  one  too,"  said  Susan. 

"  Indeed ! "  was  the  reply,  "  how  did  you  contrive 
that  —  not  with  the  spit,  I  hope  ?  " 

Thus  encouraged,  Susan  delivered  herself  most  volu- 
bly of  a  secret  that  had  long  burned  in  her.  She  pro- 
ceeded to  relate  how  she  observed  a  young  gentleman 
always  standing  by  the  stage-door  as  they  got  into  their 
chariot,  and  when  they  reached  home,  somehow  he  was 
always  standing  there  too.  "  It  was  not  for  you,  this  one," 
said  Susan,  hastily,  "  because  you  are  so  wrapped  up,  he 
could  not  see  you."  Then  she  told  her  cousin  how,  once 
when  they  were  walking  separately,  this  same  young  gen- 
tleman had  said  to  her  most  tenderly,  "  Madam,  you  are  in 
the  service  of  Mrs.  Oldfield  ?  "  and,  on  another  occasion, 
he  had  got  as  far  as  "  Madam,"  when,  unfortunately,  her 
cousin  looked  round,  and  he  vanished.  Susan,  then 
throwing  off  the  remains  of  her  reserve,  and  clasping 
her  liands  together,  confessed  she  admired  him  as  much 
as  he  did  her.  Susan  gave  this  reason  for  her  affection : 
"  He  is,  for  all  the  world,  like  one  of  the  young  tragedy 
princes,  and  you  know  what  ducks  they  are." 

"  I  do,  to  my  cost,"  was  the  caustic  reply.  "  I  wish, 
instead  of  talking  about  this  silly  lover  of  yours,  who 
must  be  a  fool,  or  he  would  have  made  a  fool  of  you 
long  ago,  you  would  find  out  who  is  the  brave  young 
gentleman  who  risked  his  life  for  me  last  month.  Now 
I  think  of  it,  I  am  quite  interested  in  him." 

"  Risked  his  life !  and  you  never  told  me,  Anne  !  " 

"  Robert  told  you,  of  course." 

"No,  indeed." 

"Did  he  not?  Then  I  will  tell  you  the  whole  story. 
You  have  heard  me  speak  of  the  Duchess  of  Tadcaster  ?  " 

"No,  cousin,  never." 

"I  wonder  at  that!  Well,  slie  and  Lady  r>('tty  Bertie 
and  I  used  to  stroll  in    Richmond  Park  with  our  arms 


NEVER    DID    RUN    SMOOTH.  161 

round  one  another's  waists,  like  the  Graces,  more  or 
less,  and  kiss  one  another,  ugh !  and  swear  a  deathless 
friendship,  like  liars  and  fools  as  we  are.  But  Her 
Grace  of  Tadcaster  had  never  anything  to  do,  and  I  had 
my  business  ;  so  I  could  not  always  be  plagued  with 
her;  so  for  this,  the  little  idiot  now  aspires  to  my  enmity, 
and  knowing  none  but  the  most  vulgar  ways  of  showing 
a  sentiment,  she  bids  hef  coachman  drive  her  empty 
carriage  against  mine,  containing  me.  Child,  I  thought 
the  world  was  at  an  end :  the  glasses  were  broken,  the 
wheels  locked,  and  all  my  little  sins  began  to  appear 
such  big  ones  to  me;  and  the  brute  kept  whipping  the 
horses,  and  they  plunged  so  horribly,  when  a  brave  young 
gentleman  sprang  to  their  heads,  tore  them  away,  and 
gave  her  nasty  coachman  such  a  caning."  Here  Oldfield 
clenched  a  charming  white  fist ;  then,  lifting  up  her  eyes, 
she  said  tenderly,  "  Heaven  grant  no  harm  befell  him 
afterwards,  for  I  drove  off  and  left  him  to  his  fate." 

Charming  sensibility  !  an  actress's  ! 

In  return  for  this  anecdote,  Susan  was  about  to  com- 
municate some  further  particulars  on  the  subject  which 
occupied  all  her  secret  thoughts,  when  she  was  inter- 
rupted by  a  noise  and  scuffle  in  the  anteroom,  high 
above  which  were  heard  the  loud,  harsh  tones  of  a 
stranger's  voice,  exclaiming,  "  But  I  tell  ye  I  will  see 
her,  ye  saucy  Jack." 

Before  this  personage  bursts  upon  Mrs.  Oldfield,  and 
the  rest  of  us,  I  must  go  back  and  take  up  the  other  end 
of  my  knot  in  the  ancient  town  of  Coventry. 

Natlian  Oldworthy  dwelt  there  ;  a  flourishing  attornej'' ; 
he  had  been  a  clerk  ;  he  came  to  be  the  master  of  clerks ; 
his  own  ambition  was  satisfied;  but  his  son  Alexander,  a 
youth  of  parts,  became  the  centre  of  a  second  ambition. 
Alexander  was  to  embrace  the  higlier  branch  of  the 
legal  profession ;  was  to  be  first  pleader,  then  barrister, 
11 
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then  King's  counsel — lastly,  a  judge;  and  contempora- 
neously with  this  final  distinction,  the  old  attorney  was 
to  sing  "  NmiG  Diniittis,''''  and  "  Capias  "  no  more. 

Bystanders  are  obliging  enough  to  laugh  at  such 
schemes ;  but  why  ?  The  heart  is  given  to  them,  and 
they  are  no  laughing  matter  to  those  who  form  them  : 
such  schemes  destroyed,  the  flavor  is  taken  out  of  human 
lives. 

When  Nathan  sent  his  sou  to  London,  it  was  a  proutl 
though  a  sad  day  for  him  ;  hitherto  he  had  looked  upon 
their  parting  merely  as  the  first  step  of  a  glorious  lad- 
der, but  when  the  coach  took  young  Alexander  out  of 
sight,  the  father  found  how  much  he  loved  him,  and 
paced  very,  very  slowly  home,  while  Alexander  glided 
contentedly  on  towards  London. 

Now,  "  London"  means  a  different  thing  to  every  one 
of  us  :  to  one,  it  is  the  Temple  of  Commerce ;  to  another, 
of  Themis  ;  to  a  third,  of  Thespis  ;  and  to  a  fourtli,  of 
the  Paphian  Venus,  and  so  on,  because  we  are  all  much 
narrower  than  men  ought  to  be.  To  Nathan  Oldworthy 
it  was  the  sacred  spot  where  grin  the  courts  of  law. 
To  Alexander  it  was  the  sacred  spot  where  (being  from 
the  country)  he  thought  to  find  the  nine  Muses  in  bodily 
presence  —  his  favorite  INIelpomene  at  their  head. 
Nathan  knew  next  to  notliing  about  his  own  son,  a  not 
uncommon  arrangement.  Alexander,  upon  the  whole, 
rather  loathed  law,  and  adored  poetry.  In  those  days 
youth  had  not  learned  to  "  frown  in  a  glass,  and  write 
odes  to  des})air,"  and  be  dubbed  a  duck  by  tender  beauty 
confounding  sulks  with  sorrow.  Alexander  had  to  woo 
the  Muse  clandestinely,  and  so  wooed  her  sincerely. 
He  went  with  a  manuscript  tragedy  in  his  ])Ocket,  called 
'']ierenice,"  which  he  had  re-written  and  re-shaped  three 
several  times;  with  a  head  full  of  ideas,  and  a  heart 
tuned  to  truth,  beauty,  and  goodness.     Arrived  there,  he 
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was  installed  in  the  neighborhood,  and  under  the  secret 
surveillance  of  his  father's  friend,  Timothy  Bateman, 
solicitor,  of  Gray's  Inn. 

If  you  had  asked  Alexander  Oldworthy,  upon  the 
coach,  who  is  the  greatest  of  mankind,  his  answer  would 
have  been  instantaneous  :  "A  true  poet !  "  But  the  first 
evening  he  spent  in  London  raised  a  doubt  of  this  in 
his  mind,  for  he  discovered  a  being  brighter,  nobler, 
truer,  greater  than  even  a  poet. 

At  four  Alexander  reached  London.  At  five  he  was 
in  his  first  theatre. 

That  sense  of  the  beautiful,  which  belongs  to  genius, 
made  hiin  see  beauty  in  the  semi-circular  sweep  of  the 
glowing  boxes  ;  in  gilt  ornaments  glorious  with  light ; 
and,  above  all,  in  human  beings  gayly  dressed,  and 
radiant  with  expectation.  And  all  these  things  are 
beautiful ;  only  gross  rustic  senses  cannot  see  it,  and 
blunted  town  senses  can  see  it  no  longer. 

Before  the  play  began,  music  attacked  him  on  another 
side ;  and  all  combined  with  youth  and  novelty  to  raise 
him  to  a  high  key  of  intellectual  enjoyment :  and  when 
the  ample  curtain  rose  slowly  and  majestically  upon  Mr. 
Otway's  tragedy  of  "Venice  Preserved,"  it  was  an  era 
in  this  young  life. 

Poetry  rose  from  the  dead  before  his  eyes  this  night. 
She  lay  no  longer  entombed  in  print.  She  floated  around 
the'  scene,  ethereal,  but  palpable.  She  breathed  and 
burned  in  heroic  shapes,,  and  godlike  tones,  and  looks  of 
fire. 

Presently,  there  glided  among  the  other  figiires  one 
that  by  enchantment  seized  the  poet's  eye,  and  made  all 
that  his  predecessors  had  ever  writ  in  praise  of  grace 
and  beauty  seem  tame  by  comparison. 

She  spoke,  and  his  frame  vibrated  to  this  voice.  All 
his  senses  da-ank  in  her  great  perfections,  and  he  thrilled 
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with  wonder  and  enthusiastic  joy,  that  this  our  earth 
contained  such  a  being.  He  seemed  to  see  the  Eve  of 
Milton  with  Madonna's  glory  crowning  her  head,  and 
immortal  music  gushing  from  her  lips. 

The  lady  was  Mrs.  Oldtield  —  the  Belvidera  of  the  play. 

Alexander  thought  he  knew  "  Venice  Preserved " 
before  this ;  but  he  found,  as  the  greatest  wits  must 
submit  to  discover,  that  in  the  closet  a  good  play  is  but 
the  corpse  of  a  play ;  the  stage  gives  it  life.  (The 
printed  words  of  a  play  are  about  one-third  of  a  play  ; 
the  tones  and  varying  melodies  of  beautiful  and  artful 
speech  are  another  third ;  and  the  business,  gesture, 
and  that  great  visible  story,  the  expression  of  the  speak- 
ing, and  the  dumb  play  of  the  silent  actors,  is  another 
third.) 

Belvidera's  voice,  full,  sweet,  rich,  piercing,  and  me- 
lodious, and  still  in  its  vast  compass  true  to  the  varying 
sentiment  of  all  she  uttered,  seemed  to  impregnate 
every  line  with  double  meaning,  and  treble  beauty.  Her 
author  dilated  into  giant  size  and  godlike  beauty  at  the 
touch  of  that  voice.  And  when  she  was  silent,  she  still 
spoke  to  Alexander's  eye,  for  her  face  was  more  elo- 
quent than  vulgar  tongues  are.  Herduinl)  play  from  the 
first  to  the  last  moment  of  the  scene  was  in  as  high 
a  key  as  her  elocution.  Had  she  not  spoken  one  single 
word,  still  she  would  have  written  in  the  air  by  the 
side  of  Otway's  syllables,  a  great  pictorial  narrative, 
that  filled  all  the  chinks  of  his  sketch  with  most  rare 
and  excellent  colors  of  true  flesh  tint,  and  made  tliat 
sketch  a  picture. 

Here  was  a  new  art  for  our  poet ;  and  as,  by  that 
just  arrangement  whi(di  pervades  the  universe,  "acting" 
is  the  most  triumphant  of  all  the  arts,  to  compensate 
it  for  being  the  most  evanescent,  what  wonder  that  he 
thrilled  beneath  its  magic,  and  worshipped  its  priestess? 
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He  went  home  filled  witli  a  new  sense  of  being  —  all 
seemed  cold,  dark,  and  tame,  until  he  could  return  and 
see  this  poetess-orator-witch  and  her  enchantments  once 
more. 

In  those  days  they  varied  the  entertainments  in  Lon- 
don almost  as  they  do  in  the  provinces  now;  and  Alex- 
ander, who  went  to  the  theatre  six  nights  a  week,  saw 
Mrs.  Oldfield's  beauty  and  talent  in  many  shapes.  Her 
power  of  distinct  personation  was  very  great.  Her  An- 
dromache, her  Ismena,  and  Belvidera  were  all  different 
beings.  Also  each  of  her  tragic  personations  left  upon 
the  mind  a  type.  One  night  young  Oldworthy  saw 
majesty,  another  tenderness,  another  fiery  passion,  per- 
sonified and  embodied  in  a  poetic  creation. 

But  a  fresh  surprise  was  in  store  for  him  :  the  next 
week  comedy  happened  to  be  in  the  ascendant ;  and 
Mrs.  Oldfield,  whose  entree  in  character  was  always  the 
keynote  of  her  personation,  sprang  upon  the  stage  as 
Lady  Townley,  and  in  a  moment  the  air  seemed  to  fill 
with  singing  birds  that  chirped  the  pleasures  of  3'outh, 
beauty,  and  fashion  in  notes  that  sparkled  like  diamonds, 
stars,  and  prisms.  Her  genuine,  gushing  gayety  warmed 
the  coldest  and  cheered  the  forlornest  heart.  Nor  was 
she  less  charming  in  the  last  act,  where  Lady  Townley's 
good-sense  being  at  last  alarmed,  and  her  good  heart 
touched,  she  bowed  her  saucy  head,  and  begged  her 
lord's  pardon,  with  tender,  unaffected  penitence.  The 
tears  stood  thick  in  Alexander's  eyes  during  that  charm- 
ing scene,  where  in  a  prose  comedy,  the  author  has  had 
the  courage  and  the  beauty  to  spread  his  wings  and  rise 
in  a  moment  into  verse  with  the  rising  sentiment. 

To  this  succeeded  "Maria "in  "The  Nonjuror,"  and 
"  Indiana "  in  what  the  good  souls  of  that  da}'  were 
pleased  to  call  the  comedy  of  "  The  Conscious  Lovers," 
in  the  course  of  which  comedy  Indiana  made  Alexander 
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weep  more  constantly,  continuously,  and  copiously  than 
in  all  the  tragedies  of  the  epoch  he  had  as  yet  wit- 
nessed. 

So  now  Alexander  Old  worthy  lived  for  the  stage ;  and, 
as  the  pearl  is  a  disease  of  the  oyster,  so  this  siren  be- 
came Alexander's  disease.  The  enthusiast  lost  his  hold 
of  real  life.  Real  life  became  to  him  an  interlude,  and 
soon  that  followed  which  was  to  be  expected,  —  the  poor 
novice  who  had  begun  by  adoring  the  artist  ended  by 
loving  the  woman,  and  he  loved  her  like  a  novice  and  a 
poet :  he  looked  into  his  own  heart,  confounded  it  with 
hers,  and  clothed  her  with  every  heroic  quality.  He 
believed  her  as  great  in  mind,  and  as  good  in  heart,  as 
she  was  lovely  in  person  ;  and  he  would  have  given  poems 
to  be  permitted  to  kiss  her  dress,  or  to  lay  his  neck  for 
a  moment  under  her  foot.  Burning  to  attract  her  atten- 
tion, yet  too  humble  and  timid  to  make  an  open  attempt, 
he  had  at  last  recourse  to  his  own  art.  Every  day  he 
wrote  verses  upon  her,  and  sent  them  to  her  house. 
Every  night  after  the  play  he  watched  at  the  stage-door 
for  a  glimpse  of  her  as  she  came  out  of  the  theatre  to 
her  carriage,  and,  being  lighter  of  foot  than  the  carriage 
horses  of  his  century,  he  generally  managed  to  catch 
another  glimpse  of  her  as  she  stepped  from  her  carriage 
into  her  own  house. 

But  all  this  led  to  no  results,  and  Alexander's  heart 
was  often  very  cold  and  sick.  Whilst  he  sat  at  the  play 
he  was  in  Elysium  ;  but  when,  after  seeing  his  divinity 
vanish,  he  returned  to  his  lodgings,  and  looked  at  his 
attachment  by  the  light  of  one  candle,  despondency  fell 
like  a  weight  of  ice  upon  him,  and  he  was  miserable  till 
he  had  written  her  some  verses.  The  verses  writ,  he 
was  miserable  till  play -time. 

One  night  he  stood,  as  usual,  at  tin;  stage-duor  after 
the  performance  watching  for  i\lrs.  UUllifld,  who,  in  a 
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general   way,  was    accompanied  by  her   cousin    Susan. 
This  night,  however,  she  was  alone  ;  and,  having  seen 
her  enter  her  chariot,  Alexander  was  about  to  start  for 
her  house  to  see  her  get  down  from  it,  when  suddenly 
another  carriage  came  into  contact  with  Mrs.  Oldfield's. 
The  collision  was  violent,  and  Mrs.  Oldfield  screamed 
with  unaffected  terroi*,  at  which  scream  Alexander  sprang 
to  the  horses  of  the  other  carriage,  and,  seizing  one  of 
them  just  above  the  curb,  drew  him  violently  back.     To 
his  surprise,  instead  of  co-operating  with  him,  the  ad- 
verse coachman  whipped  both  his  horses,  and,  whether 
by  accident  or  design,  the  lash  fell  twice  on  Alexander. 
Jehu  never  made  a  worse  investment  of  whipcord.     The 
young  man  drew  himself  back  upon  the  pavement,  and 
sprang  with  a  single  bound  upon  the  near  horse's  quar- 
ters, from  thence  to  the  coach-box.      Contemporaneously 
with  his  arrival  there  he  knocked  the  coachman  out  of 
his  seat  on  to  the  roof  of  his  carriage,  and  then  seized 
his  whip,  broke  it  in  one  moment  into  a  stick,  and  bela- 
bored the  prostrate  charioteer  till  the  blood  poured  from 
him  in  torrents.     Then,  springing  to  the  ground  with 
one  bound,  he  turned  the  horses'  heads,  threshed  them 
with  the  mutilated  whip,  and  off  they  trotted  gently 
home. 

Alexander  ran  to  Mrs.  Oldfield's  carriage-window,  his 
cheeks  burning,  his  eyes  blazing.  "They  are  gone, 
madam,"  said  he,  with  rough  timidity.  The  actress 
looked  at  him,  and  smiled  on  him,  and  said,  "  So  I  see, 
sir,  and  I  am  much  obleeged  to  you."  She  was  then  about 
to  draw  back  to  her  corner,  but  suddenly  she  reflected, 
and  half  beckoning  Alexander,  who  had  drawn  back,  she 
said,  "  My  dear,  learn  for  me  whose  carriage  that  was." 
Alexander  turned  to  gain  the  information,  but  it  was 
volunteered  by  one  of  the  bystanders. 

"  It  is  the  Duchess  of  Tadcaster's,  Mrs.  Oldfield." 
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"  Ah  ! "  cried  ^Irs.  Oldfield,  "  the  little,  wretch  !  (This 
polite  phrase  she  uttered  with  a  most  majestic  force 
of  sovereign  contempt.)  Thank  you,  sir.  Bid  Eobert 
drive  me  home,  my  child  "  (this  to  Alexander),  on  which 
a  bystander  sang  out,  "  You  are  to  drive  home,  Eobert, — 
Buckingham  Gate,  the  corner  house." 

At  this  sally  Mrs.  Oldfield  smiled  with  perfect  com- 
posure, but  did  not  look  at  the  speaker.  As  the  carriage 
moved  she  leaned  gently  forward,  and  kissed  her  hand 
like  a  queen  to  Alexander,  then  nestled  into  her  corner 
and  went  to  sleep. 

Alexander  did  nothing  of  the  sort  that  night.  He 
went  home  on  wings.  He  could  not  go  in.  He  walked 
up  and  down  before  his  door  three  hours,  before  he  could 
go  to  so  vulgar  a  tiling  as  bed.  As  a  lover  will  read  over 
fifty  times  six  lines  of  love  from  the  beloved  hand,  so 
Alexander  acted  over  and  over  the  little  scene  of  this 
night,  and  dwelt  on  every  tone,  word,  look,  and  gesture 
of  the  great  creature  who  had  at  last  spoken  to  him, 
smiled  on  him,  thanked  him.  Oh,  how  happy  he  was ! 
he  could  hardly  realize  his  bliss.  "My  dear;"  but  had 
not  his  ears  deceived  him  ?  —  had  she  really  called  him 
"my  dear,"  and  what  was  he  to  understand  by  so  unex- 
pected an  address  ?  was  it  on  account  of  the  service  he 
had  just  done  her,  or  might  he  venture  to  hojie  she  had 
noticed  his  face  in  the  theatre,  sitting,  as  he  always  did, 
in  one  place,  at  the  side  of  the  second  row  of  the  pit  ? 
but  no!  he  rejected  that  as  impossible.  Whatever  she 
meant  by  it,  his  blood  was  at  her  service  as  well  as  his 
heart.  He  blessed  her  with  tears  in  his  eyes  for  using 
such  heavenly  words  to  him  in  any  sense  —  "  my  dear," 
and  "my  child."     He  framed  these  w^ords  in  his  lieart. 

Alas  !  belittle  tliought  that  "my  dear"  meant  literally 
nothing  —  he  was  not  aware  that  calling  every  living 
creature  "my  dear"  is  one  of  the  nasty  little  tricks  of 
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the  stage  —  like  their  swearing  without  anger,  and  their 
shovelling  snuff  into  their  nose  without  intermission,  in 
the  innocent  hope  of  making  every  sentence  intellectual, 
by  a  dirty  thing  done  mechanically,  and  not  intellectu- 
ally. As  for  "my  child,"  that  was  better  —  that  was,  at 
least,  a  trick  of  the  lady's  own,  partly  caught  from  her 
French  acqiiaintances. 

For  some  days  Alexander  was  in  heaven.  He  fell 
upon  his  tragedy,  he  altered  it  by  the  light  the  stage 
had  given  him  ;  above  all,  he  heightened  and  improved 
the  heroine,  he  touched  her  and  retouched  her  with  the 
colors  of  Oldfield  — and  this  done,  with  trembling  hands, 
he  wrapped  it  in  brown  paper,  addressed  it,  and  left  it  at 
her  own  house,  and  no  sooner  had  Susan's  hand  touched 
it,  than  he  fled  like  a  guilty  thing. 

You  see  it  was  his  first  love  —  and  she  he  loved  seemed 
more  than  mortal  to  him. 

And  now  came  a  reaction.  Days  and  days  rolled  by, 
and  no  more  adventures  came,  no  means  of  making 
acquaintance  with  one  so  high  above  his   reach. 

He  was  still  at  the  stage-door,  but  she  did  not  seem  to 
recognize  him,  and  he  dared  not  recall  himself  to  her 
recollection.  His  organization  was  delicate  —  he  began 
to  fret  and  lose  his  sleep,  and  at  last  his  pallor  and  list- 
lessness  attracted  the  not  very  keen  eye  of  Timothy 
Bateman.  Mr.  Bateman  asked  hira  twenty  times  if 
anything  was  the  matter  —  twenty  times  he  answered, 
"  No  !  "  At  last,  good,  worthy,  .commonplace  Ba.teraan, 
after  dinner  and  deej)  thought,  said  one  day,  "  Alexandei", 
I've  found  out  what  it  is."     Alexander  started. 

"  Money  melts  in  London  ;  yours  is  gone  quicker  than 
you  thought  it  would  ;  —  my  poor  lad,  don't  you  fret. 
I've  got  twenty  pounds  to  spare,  here  'tis.  Your  father 
wnll  never  know.  I've  been  young  as  well  as  you." 
Alexander    grasped    the    good    old    fellow's   hand    and 
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pressed  it  to  his  heart.  He  never  looked  at  the  note, 
but  he  looked,  half  tenderly,  half  wildly,  into  the  old 
man's  eyes. 

Bateman  read  this  look  aright — "Ay,  out  with  it, 
young  man,'-'  he  cried  ;  "  never  keep  a  grief  locked  up  in 
your  heart,  whilst  you  have  a  friend  that  will  listen  to 
it,  that  is  an  old  man's  advice." 

On  this  poor  Alexander's  story  gushed  forth.  He  told 
Bateman  the  facts  I  have  told  you,  only  his  soul,  and  all 
the  feelings  he  had  gone  through,  gushed  from  his  heart 
of  hearts.  They  sat  till  one  in  the  morning,  and  often 
as  the  young  heart  laid  bare  its  enthusiasm,  its  youth, 
its  anguish,  the  dry  old  lawyer  found  out  there  was  a 
soft  bit  left  in  his  own,  that  sent  the  woman  to  the  door 
of  his  eyes,  for  Alexander  told  his  story  differently,  and 
I  think  on  the  whole  better,  than  I  do.  I  will  just  indi- 
cate one  difference  between  us  two  as  narrators  —  he  told 
it  like  blood  and  fire,  I  tell  it  like  criticism  and  ice,  and 
be  hanged  to  me. 

Perhaps,  had  Alexander  told  the  tale  as  I  do,  Bate- 
man, man  of  the  world,  would  have  sneered  at  him,  or 
sternly  advised  him  to  quit  this  folly  and  whim ;  but  as 
it  was,  Bateman  was  touched,  and  mingknl  i)ity  with 
good,  gentle,  but  firm  advice,  and  poor  Alexander  was 
grateful.  The  poet  revered  the  commonplace  good  man, 
as  a  poet  ought,  and  humbly  prayed  him  to  save  him  by 
his  wisdom.  He  owned  that  he  was  mad,  —  that  he  was 
indulging  a  hopeless  passion,  that  he  knew  the  great 
tragedian,  courted  by  the  noble  and  rich  of  the  land, 
would  never  condescend  even  to  an  acquaintance  with 
him.  And,  bursting  into  a  passion  of  tears,  "  Oh  !  good 
Mr.  Bateman,"  cried  he,  "the  most  unfortunate  hour  of 
my  life  was  that  in  whic^i  I  first  saw  her,  for  she  will  be 
my  death,  for  she  will  never  permit  me  to  live  for  her, 
and  without  her  life;  is  iiitolera])le  to  me." 
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This  last  feature  decided  Timothy  Bateman  ;  the  next 
morning  he  wrote  to  Nathan  Oldworthy  a  full  account 
of  all.  "  Come  up,  and  take  him  home  again  for  heaven's 
sake." 

It  fell  like  a  thunderbolt  on  the  poor  father,  but  he 
moved  promptly ;  in  two  hours  he  was  on  the  road  to 
London. 

Arrived  there,  he  straight  invaded  Alexander.  The 
poet,  luckily  for  himself,  was  not  at  home.  He  then 
went  to  Bateman  ;  he  was  in  a  towering  passion. 

The  old  puritanical  leaven  was  scotched,  but  not  killed, 
in  Coventry. 

In  a  general  way,  Nathan  looked  on  love  as  no  worse 
than  one  of  the  Evil  One's  many  snares,  to  divert  youth 
from  law  —  but  love  of  an  actress  !  If  you  had  asked 
Coventry  whether  the  playhouse  or  the  public-house 
ruins  the  manners,  morality,  and  intellect  of  England, 
Coventry  was  capable  of  answering:  ''The  playhouse." 
He  raged  against  the  fool  and  the  jade,  as  he  suc- 
cinctly, and  not  inaptly,  described  a  dramatic  poet  and 
an  actress. 

His  friend  endeavored  to  stop  the  current  of  his  wrath, 
in  vain :  the  attempt  only  diverted  its  larger  current 
from  Alexander  to  the  sii-en  who  had  fascinated  him. 
In  vain  Bateman  assured  him  that  affairs  had  proceeded 
to  no  length  between  the  parties :  the  other  snubbed 
him,  called  him  a  fool,  that  knew  nothing  of  the  world, 
and  assured  him  that  if  anything  came  of  it,  she  should 
have  nothing  from  the  Oldworthys,  but  thirty  pence  per 
week,  the  parish  allowance  (Nathan's  ideas  of  love  were 
as  primitive  as  Alexander's  were  poetic),  and  lastly, 
bouncing  up,  he  announced  that  he  was  going  to  see  the 
hussy,  and  force  her  to  give  i;p  her  Delilah  designs. 

At  this,  poor  Bateman  was  in  dismay  ;  he  represented 
to  this  mad  bull,  that  Mrs.  Oldfield  was  "  on  the  windy 
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side  of  the  law,"  tliat  there  were  no  proofs  she  had  done 
anything  more  than  every  woman  would  do,  if  she  was 
clever  enough  ;  viz.,  turn  every  man's  head ;  he  next 
reminded  him  of  her  importance,  and  implored  him  at 
least  to  be  prudent.  ''  My  dear  friend,"  said  he,  "  there 
are  at  least  a  score  of  gentlemen  in  this  town,  who  would 
pass  their  swords  through  an  old  attorney,  as  they  would 
through  a  mad  dog,  only  to  have  a  smile  or  a  compliment 
from  this  lady." 

This  last  argument  was  ill  chosen.  The  old  Puritan 
was  game  to  the  backbone  ;  he  flung  Mrs.  Oldfield's 
champions  a  grim  grin  of  defiance,  and  marched  out  to 
invade  that  lady,  and  save  his  offspring. 

Now,  the  said  Mrs.  Oldfield,  wishing  to  be  very  quiet, 
because  she  was  preparing  to  play  for  the  championship 
of  the  stage,  and  was  studying  Statira,  had  given  her 
footman  orders  to  admit  no  living  soul,  upon  any 
pretence. 

Oldworthy,  who  had  heard  in  Coventry  that  people  in 
London  are  always  at  home  if  their  servants  say  they 
are  out,  pushed  past  the  man  ;  the  man  followed  him 
remonstrating.  When  they  reached  the  ante-chamber, 
he  thought  it  was  time  to  do  more,  so  he  laid  his  hand 
on  the  intruder's  collar  —  then  ensued  a  short  but  very 
brisk  scuffle ;  the  ladies  heard,  to  their  dismay,  a  sound 
as  of  a  footman  falling  from  the  top  to  the  bottom  of  a 
staircase  :  and  the  next  moment,  in  jack-boots  splashed 
with  travel,  an  immense  hat  of  a  fashion  long  gon-e  by, 
his  dark  cheek  flashed  with  anger,  and  his  eyes  shooting 
sombi'e  lightning  from  under  their  thick  brows,  Nathan 
Oldworthy  strode  like  wild-fire  into  tlie  room. 

Susan  screamed,  and  Anne  turned  jtalc,  but,  recover- 
ing herself,  she  said,  with  a  wonderful  sliow  of  spirit, 
"How  dare  you  intrude'  on  me  ?  —  Keep  close!  to  me, 
stui)id  !"  was  her  trembling  aside  to  Susan. 
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"I'm  used  to  enter  people's  houses,  whether  they  will 
or  not,"  was  the  gruff  reply. 

''Your  business,  sir  ?  "  said  IMrs.  Oldfield,  with  affected 
calmness. 

"  It  is  not  fit  for  that  child  to  hear,"  was  the  answer, 

Anne  Oldfield  was  wonderfully  intelligent,  and  even 
in  this  remark,  she  saw  the  jnan,  if  a  barbarian,  was  not 
a  ruffian.     She  looked  towards  Susan. 

Susan,  interpreting  her  look,  declined  to  leave  her 
alone  "with,  with"  — 

"A  brute,  I  suppose,"  said  Nathan,  coarsely. 

The  artist  measured  the  man  with  her  eye. 

"He  who  feels  himself  a  brute,  is  on  the  way  to  be  a 
man,"  said  she,  with  genuine  dignity  ;  so  saying,  she 
dismissed  Susan  with  a  gesture. 

"You  are  the  play-acting  woman,  aren't  you  ?"  said 
he. 

"I  am  the  tragedian,  sir,"  replied  she,  "whose  time 
is  precious." 

"I'll  lose  no  time  —  I'm  an  attorney,  —  the  first  in 
Coventry.  I'm  Nathan  Oldworthy.  My  son's  educa- 
tion has  been  given  him  under  my  own  eye.  I  taught 
him  the  customs  of  the  country,  and  the  civil  law.  He 
is  to  be  a  sergeant-at-law,  and  a  sergeant-at-law  he  shall 
be." 

"  I  consent  for  one,"  said  Oldfield,  demurely, 

"  And  then  we  can  play  into  one  another's  hands,  as 
should  be." 

"  I  have  no  opposition  to  offer  to  this  pretty  little 
scheme  of  the  Old  Somethings  —  father  and  son." 

"Oldworthys!  no  opposition!  when  he  hasn't  been 
once  to  "Westminster,  and  every  night  to  the  play- 
house." 

"Oh !  "  said  the  lady,  "T  see!  the  old  story." 

"The  very  day  the    poor   boy    came    here,"  resumed 
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Nathan,  "there  was  a  tragedy  play  ;  so  because  a  woman 
sighed  and  burned  for  sport,  the  fool  goes  home  and 
sighs  and  burns  in  earnest,  can't  eat  his  victuals,  flings 
away  his  prospects,  and  thinks  of  nothing  but  this 
Nance  Oldfield." 

He  uttered  this  appellation  with  rough  contempt ;  and 
had  the  actress  been  a  little  one,  this  descent  to  Nance 
Oldfield  would  have  mortified  or  enraged  her.  But  its 
effect  on  the  great  Oldfield  was  different,  and  somewhat 
singular;  she  opened  her  lovely  e3'es  on  him. 

"Nance  Oldfield!"  cried  she.  "Oh,  sir,  nobody  has 
called  me  that  name  since  I  left  my  little  native  town." 

"Haven't  they,  though?"  said  the  rough  customer 
more  gently,  responding  to  her  heavenly  tones,  rather 
than  to  the  sentiment,  which  he  in  no  degree  compre- 
hended. 

"No!"  said  Oldfield,  with  an  ill-used  ^ilolian-harp 
tone. 

Here  the  attorney  began  to  suspect  she  was  diverting 
liim  from  the  point,  and,  with  a  curl  of  the  lip,  and  a 
fine  masculine  contempt  for  all  subterfuges  —  not  on 
sheepskin,  —  "You  had  better  say  you  do  not  know  all 
this,"  cried  he. 

"Not  I,"  was  the  reply.  "  My  good  sir,  your  son  has 
left  you  to  confide  to  me  the  secret  of  his  attac^hment : 
you  liave  discliarged  the  commission,  Sir  I'andarus  of 
Troy,"  added  she,  with  a  world  of  malicious  fun  in  her 
jewel-like  eye. 

"Nathan  Oldworthy  of  Coventry,  I  tell  ye!"  put  in 
the  angry  sire. 

"  And  it  is  now  my  duty  to  put  some  questions  to 
you,"  resumed  the  actress.  "  Ts  your  son  handsome?" 
said  she,  in  a  sly  half  whisper. 

"Ts  not  he?"  answered  gaunt  sim})licity,  "and  well 
built  too  —  he  is  like  me,  they  say." 
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"  There  is  a  point  on  which  I  am  very  particular.  — 
Has  he  nice  teeth  ?  —  upon  your  honor,  now." 

''White  as  milk,  ma'am;  and  a  smile  that  warms 
your  heart  up ;  fresh  color  ;  —  there's  not  such  a  lad  in 
Coventry."  Here  the  old  boy  caught  .sight  of  a  certain 
poetical  epistle  which,  if  you  remember,  was  in  Mrs. 
Oldfield's  hands. 

"  And  pray,  madam,"  said  he  with  smooth  craft,  "  does 
Alexander  Oldworthy  never  write  to  you  ?  " 

"Never,"  was  her  answer. 

"  She  says  never !  "  thundered  Nathan,  '<  and  there  is 
his  letter  in  her  very  hand,  —  a  superb  handwriting; 
what  a  waste  of  talent  to  write  to  j^ou  with  it,  instead 
of  engrossing ;  what  does  the  fool  say  ? "  and  he 
snatched  the  letter  rudely  from  her,  and  read  out  poor 
Alexander,  with  the  lungs  of  a  Stentor. 

Gracious  me !  if  I  was  puzzled  to  show  the  reader 
how  Susan  read  the  Mannering  prose,  how  on  earth 
shall  I  make  him  hear  and  see  Oldworthy  j^eve  read 
Oldworthy  fils  his  rhymes  ;  but  I  will  attempt  a  faint 
adumbration,  wherein  glorious  Apollo,  from  on  high, 
befriend  us  ! 

"  My  soul  hangs  trembling  —  (full  stop.)  On  that 
magic  voice,  grieves  with  your  woe  —  (full  stop.) 
Exults  when  you  rejoice.  A  golden  chain  —  (here  he 
cast  a  look  of  perplexity.)  T  feel  but  cannot  see  — 
(here  he  began  to  suspect  Alexander  of  insanity.) 
Binds  earth  to  heaven  —  (of  impiety,  ditto.)  It  ties 
my  heart  to  thee  like  a  sunflower."  And  now  the  reader 
wore  the  ill-used  look  of  one  who  had  been  betrayed 
into  a  labyrinth  of  unmeaning  syllables  ;  but  at  this 
juncture,  thanks  to  his  sire,  Alexander  Oldworthy  began 
to  excite  Mrs.  Oldfield's  interest. 

"  And  that  poetry  is  his  ! "  said  the  actress. 

"Poetry?  no!     How  could  my  son  write  poetry  ?     I'll 
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be  hanged  if  'tisn't  though,  for  all  the  lines  begin  with  a 
capital  letter." 

Oldfield  took  the  paper  from  him.  "  Listen,"  said 
she,  and  with  a  heavenly  cadence  and  expression,  she 
spoke  the  lines  thus  :  — 

'  My  soul  hangs  ti'embling  on  that  magic  voice, 
Grieves  with  your  woe,  exults  when  you  rejoice; 
A  golden  chain  1  feel,  but  cannot  see. 
Binds  earth  to  heaven  —  it  ties  my  heart  to  thee, 
Like  a  sunflower,'  etc.  — 

'^  What  do  you  call  that,  eh  ?  " 

"Why,  honey  dropping  from  the  comb,"  said  the  as- 
tounded lawyer,  to  whom  the  art  of  speech  was  entirely 
unknown  until  that  moment,  as  it  is  to  millions  of  the 
human  race. 

"  It  is  honey  dropping  from  the  coml),"  repeated 
Nathan.  "  I  see,  he  has  been  and  bought  it  ready- 
made,  and  it  has  cost  him  a  pretty  penny,  no  doubt. 
So,  now  his  money's  going  to  the  dogs,  too." 

"  And  these  sentiments,  these  accents  of  poetry  and 
truth,  that  have  reached  my  heart,  this  daily  homage 
that  would  flatter  a  queen,  do  I  owe  it  to  your  son  ? 
Oh!  sir." 

"Good  gracious  heavens!"  roared  the  terrified  father; 
"don't  you  go  and  fall  in  love  with  him;  and,  now  I 
think  on't,  that  is  what  I  have  been  working  for  ever 
since  I  came  here.  Cut  it  short.  I  came  for  my  son, 
and  I  will  have  him  back,  if  you  please.     Where  is  he?" 

"  How  can  I  know  ?"  said  the  lady,  pettishly. 

"Why,  he  follows  you  everywhere." 

"  Except  here,  where  he  never  will  follow  me,  unless 
his  father  teaches  him  housebreaking  under  the  head  of 
civil  law." 

At  this   sudden   thrust,  Oldworthy  blushed.     "Well, 
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ma'am!"  stammered  he,  "I  was  a  little  precipitate; 
but,  my  good  lady,  pray  tell  me,  when  did  you  last  see 
him  ?  " 

"  I  never  saw  him  at  all,  which  I  regret,"  added  she, 
satirically;  "because  you  say  he  resembles  his  father." 
Nathan  was  a  particular  ugly  dog. 

"  She  is  very  polite,"  thought  Nathan.  "  But,"  objected 
he,  "you  must  have  learned  from  his  letters"  — 

"  That  they  are  not  signed ! "  said  she,  handing  the 
poetical  epistle  to  him,  with  great  significance. 

Mr.  Nathan  Oldworthy  began  now  to  doubt  whether 
he  was  sm?'  le  hon  terrain  in  his  present  proceedings  ;  and 
the  error  in  which  he  had  detected  himself  made  him 
suddenly  suspect  his  judgment  and  general  report  on 
another  head.  "What  an  extraordinary  thing!"  said 
he,  bluntly.  "  Perhaps  you  are  an  honest  woman,  after 
all,  ma'am ! " 

"  Sir ! "  said  Oldfield,  with  a  most  tragic  air. 

"  I  ask  your  pardon,  ma'am  !  I  ask  your  pardon  ! " 
cried  the  other,  terrified  by  the  royal  pronunciation  of 
this  monosyllable.  "  Country  manners,  ma'am  !  that 
is  all !  We  do  speak  so  straightforward  down  in 
Coventry." 

"  Yes !  but  if  you  sj)eak  so  straightforward  here,  you 
will  be  sent  to  Coventry." 

"  I'll  take  care  not,  madam  !  I'll  take  great  care  not ! " 
said  the  other,  hastily.  Then  he  paused  —  a  light  rose 
gradually  to  his  eye.  "Sent  to  Coventry!  ha!  haw! 
ho!  But,  madam,  this  love  will  be  his  ruin:  it  will 
rob  him  of  his  profession  which  he  detests,  and  of  a  rich 
heiress  whom  he  can't  abide.  Since  I  came  here  I  think 
better  of  play-actors  ;  but,  consider,  madam,  we  don't  like 
our  blood  to  come  down  in  the  world  !  " 

"  It  would  be  cruel  to  lower  an  attorney,"  replied  the 
play-actress,  looking  him  demurely  in  the  face. 
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"  You  are  considerate,  madam  !  "  replied  he  gratefully. 
He  added  with  manly  compunction,  "  More  so,  I  fear, 
than  I  have  deserved." 

"  Mais  !  il  me  desarme,  cet  homme  !  "  cried  the  sprightly 
Oldfield,  ready  to  scream  with  laughter. 

"Are  you  speaking  to  me,  ma'am?"  said  Nathan 
severely. 

"  No,  that  was  an  '  aside.'     Go  on,  my  good  soul ! " 

"  Then  forgive  the  trouble,  the  agitation,  of  a  father : 
his  career,  his  happiness,  is  in  danger." 

"Now,  why  did  you  not  begin  with  that?  it  would 
have  saved  your  time  and  mine.  Pavor  me  with  your 
attention,  sir,  for  a  moment,"  said  the  line  lady  with 
grave  courtesy. 

"  I  will,  madam,"  said  the  other,  respectfully. 

"  Mr.  Oldworthy,  first  you  are  to  observe,  that  I  have 
by  the  constitution  of  these  realms  as  much  right  to  fall 
in  love  with  your  son,  or  even  with  yourself,  as  he  or  you 
have  to  do  with  me." 

"  So  you  have  :  I  never  thought,  of  that ;  but  don't  ye 
do  it,  for  heaven's  sake,  if  'tisn't  done  already." 

"But  I  should  have  been  inclined,  even  before  your 
arrival,  to  waive  that  right  out  of  regard  for  my  own 
interest  and  reputation,  especially  the  former :  and  now 
you  have  won  my  heart,  and  I  enter  into  your  feelings, 
and  place  myself  at  your  service." 

"  You  are  very  good,  madam  !  Now  why  do  they  go 
and  run  play-actors  down  so  ?  " 

"You  are  aware,  sir,  that  we  play-actors  have  not  an 
idea  of  our  own  iu  our  skulls  :  our  art  is  to  execute  beau- 
tifully the  ideas  of  those  who  think  :  now,  you  are  a  num 
of  business;  you  will  tlierefore  be  pleased  to  give  me 
your  instructions,  and  you  shall  see  those  instructions 
executed  better  than  they  are  down  in  Coventry.  You 
want  me  to  prevent  your  son  from  loving  me.  I  consent. 
Tell  me  how  to  do  it." 
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"  Madam  !  "  said  Nathan,  ''you  have  put  your  finger  on, 
the  very  point.  What  a  Lawyer  you  would  have  made  ! 
Madam,  1  thank  you  !  Very  well,  then  you  must  —  but, 
no,  that  will  make  him  worse  perhaps.  And  again,  you 
can't  leave  off  playing,  can  you  ?  because  that  is  your 
business,  you  know  —  dear  me.  Ah!  I'll  tell  you  how  to 
bring  it  about.     Let  me  see  —  no  !  —  yes !  —  no  !  drat  it !  " 

"  Your  instructions  are  not  sufficiently  clear,  sir," 
suggested  Mrs.  Oldtield. 

"  Well,  madam,  it  is  not  so  easy  as  I  thought,  and  I 
don't  see  what  instruotions  I  am  to  give  you,  until  — 
until "  — 

"Until  I  tell  you  what  to  tell  me.  That's  fair. 
Well,  give  me  a  day  to  think.  I  am  so  busy  now.  I 
must  play  my  best  to-night." 

'•But  he'll  be  there,"  said  Nathan,  in  dismay  ;  "you'll 
play  your  best :  you'll  burn  him  to  a  cinder  :  I'll  go  to 
him."  He  ran  to  the  window,  informing  his  companion 
that,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  he  was  going  to  take 
a  coach.  But  he  had  no  sooner  arrived  at  the  window, 
than  he  made  a  sudden  point,  and  beckoned  the  lady  to  ' 
him,  without  removing  his  eyes  from  some  object  on 
which  he  glared  down  with  a  most  singular  expression 
of  countenance.  She  came  to  his  side.  He  directed 
her  eyes  to  the  object.  "Look  there,  ma'am;  look 
there !  "  She  peeped,  and  standing  by  a  hosier's  shop, 
at  the  corner  of  the  street,  she  descried  a  young  man 
engaged  as  follows :  his  hat  was  in  his  hand,  and  on  the 
hat  was  a  little  piece  of  paper.  He  was  alternately 
writing  on  this,  and  looking  upward  for  inspiration. 

"  Is  that  he  ?  "  whispered  Mrs.  Oldfield. 

"  Yes,  that's  your  man  —  bareheaded,  looking  up  into 
the  sky,  and  doesn't  see  how  it  rains." 

"But  he  is  very  handsome,  Mr.  Oldworthy,  and  you 
said  he  was  like  —  hem  !  yes,  he  is  very  handsome." 
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"  Isn't  he,  madam  ?  " 

He  was  handsome  —  his  rich  chestnut  curls  flowed 
down  his  neck  in  masses ;  his  face  was  oval ;  his  eyes 
full  of  color  and  sentiment ;  and  in  him  the  purple  light 
of  youth  was  brightened  by  the  electric  light  of  ex- 
pression and  charming  sensibility. 

The  strangely  assorted  pair  in  our  scene  held  on  by 
one  another  the  better  to  inspect  the  young  poet,  who 
little  thought  what  a  pair  of  critics  were  in  store  for 
him. 

"  What  a  bright,  intelligent  look  the  silly  goose  has  ! " 
said  the  actress. 

"  Hasn't  he  ?  the  dear  —  idiot ! "  said  the  parent. 

"Is  he  waiting  for  you,  sir  ?  "  said  she,  with  affected 
simplicity. 

''  No,"  replied  he  with  real ;  "  it's  you  he  is  waiting 
for." 

Alexander  began  to  walk  slowly  past  the  house,  look- 
ing up  to  heaven  every  now  and  then  for  inspiration,  and 
then  looking  down  and  scribbling  a  bit,  like  a  lien  drink- 
ing, 3^ou  know  :  and  thus  occupied,  he  stalked  to  and  fro, 
passing  and  repassing  beneath  the  criticising  eyes  —  at 
sight  of  wliich  pageant  a  father's  fingers  began  to  work, 
and,  "  Madam,"  said  he,  with  a  calmness  too  marked  to  be 
genuine,  "  do  let  me  fling  one  little  —  chair  at  his  silly 
head." 

"  No,  indeed." 

"  A  pillow,  then  ?  " 

"  0  Lud,  no !  You  don't  know  these  boys,  sir !  he 
would  take  that  as  an  overture  of  affection  from  the 
house.     Stay,  will  you  obey  me,  or  will  you  not  ?  " 

"Of  course  1  will  I  liow  can  I  help?"  and  he 
grinned  with  horrible  amiability. 

"  Then  I  will  cure  your  son." 

"  You  will,  you  promise  me  ?" 
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"  On  the  honor  of  —  a  play-actor !  "  and  she  offered 
him,  with  a  world  of  grace,  the  loveliest  hand  going 
at  that  era. 

"  Of  an  angel,  I  think,"  said  the  subjngated  barbarian. 

Mrs.  Oldfield  then  gave  him  a  short  sketch  of  the  idea 
that  had  occurred  to  her.  "  Your  son,  sir,"  said  she,  "  is 
in  love  by  the  road  of  imagination  and  taste  —  he  has 
seen  upon  the  stage  a  being  more  like  a  poet's  dream 
than  any  young  woman  down  in  Coventry,  and  he  over- 
rates her ;  I  will  contrive  that  in  ten  minutes  he  shall 
underrate  her.  I  will  also  find  means  to  wound  his 
vanity,  which  is  inordinate  in  all  his  sex,  and  gigantic 
in  the  versifying  part  of  it  —  and  then,  sir,  I  promise 
that  your  son's  love,  so  fresh,  so  fiery,  so  lofty,  so 
humble,  will  either  turn  to  hatred  or  contempt,  or  else 
quietly  evaporate  like  a  mist,  and  vanish  like  a  morn- 
ing dream.  Ah  !  "  —  and  she  could  not  help  sighing  a 
little. 

Susan  was  then  called,  and  directed  to  show  Mr. 
Nathan  Oldworthy  out  the  back  way,  that  he  might 
avoid  the  encounter  of  his  son.  The  said  Nathan 
accordingly  marched  slap  away  in  four  great  strides ; 
but  the  next  moment  the  door  burst  open,  and  he  returned 
in  four  more  —  he  took  up  a  position  opposite  his  fair 
entertainer,  and,  with  much  gravity,  executed  a  solemn 
but  marvellously  grotesque  bow  intended  to  expi-ess 
gratitude  and  civility  ;  this  done,  he  recovered  body,  and 
strode  away  again  slap-dash. 

Spirits  like  Alexander's  are  greatly  depressed  and 
greatly  elevated  without  proportionate  change  in  the  ex- 
ternal causes  of  joy  and  grief.  It  is  theirs  to  view  the 
same  set  of  facts  rose-color  one  day,  lurid  another.  Two 
days  ago  Alexander  had  been  in  despondence;  to-day 
hope  was  in  the  ascendant,  and  his  destiny  appeared  to 
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him  all  bathed  in  sunshine.  He  was  rich  in  indistinct 
but  gay  hopes ;  these  hopes  had  whispered  to  him,  that, 
after  all,  an  alliance  between  a  dramatic  poet  and  a 
tragedian  was  a  natural  one  —  that,  perhaps,  on  reflec- 
tion, she  he  loved  might  not  think  it  so  very  imprudent. 
He  felt  convinced  she  had  read  "  Berenice  "  —  she  would 
see  the  alterations  in  the  heroine's  part,  and  that  love 
had  dictated  them.  She  would  find  there  was  one  being 
that  com})reheuded  her.  That  and  his  verses  would 
surely  plead  his  cause.  Then  he  loved  her  so  —  who 
could  love  her  as  he  did  ?  Some  day  she  would  feel 
that  no  heart  could  love  her  so ;  and  then  he  would  say 
to  her,  "  I  am  truth  and  nature  ;  you  are  beauty  and 
music  —  united,  we  should  conquer  the  world,  and  be 
the  world  to  one  another !  "     Poor  boy  ! 

He  was  walking  and  dreaming  thus  beneath  her 
window,  when  his  ear  caught  the  sound  of  that  window 
opening;  he  instantly  cowered  against  the  wall,  hoping 
this  happ3^  day  to  see  the  form  he  loved,  himself  unseen, 
when,  to  his  immeasurable  surprise,  a  beautiful  girl  put 
her  head  out  of  the  window,  and  called  softly  to  him. 
He  took  no  notice,  because  it  was  inaudible.  She  had 
to  repeat  the  call  before  he  could  realize  his  good-fort- 
une ;  the  signal,  however,  was  unmistakable,  and  soon 
after  the  door  opened,  and  there  was  pretty  Susan  blush- 
ing. Alexander  ran  to  her  ;  she  oi)ened  the  door  wider; 
he  entered,  believing  in  magic  for  the  first  time.  Susan 
took  him  up-stairs  —  he  said  nothing  —  he  could  not  — 
she  did  not  speak,  because  she  thought  he  ought  to.  At 
last  they  reached  a  richly-furnished  room,  where  Statira's 
dress  lay  upon  a  chair,  and  a  theatrical  diadem  upon  a 
table.  Alexander's  heart  leaped  at  sight  of  these ;  he 
knew  then  where  he  was;  he  turned  hot  and  cold,  and 
trembled  violently.  The  first  word  Susan  said  did  not 
calm  his  agitation.  "There  is  a  lady  here,"  said  she, 
"  who  has  something  to  say  to  you." 
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Now,  it  must  be  remembered,  that  Susan  considered 
Alexander  her  undoubted  property,  and  when  she  was 
told  to  introduce  him  she  could  not  help  thinking  how 
kind  it  was  of  her  cousin  to  take  her  part,  and  bring  to 
the  point  a  young  gentleman,  who,  charming  in  other 
respects,  was  sadly  deficient  in  audacity.  "  Sit  down," 
said  Susan,  smiling. 

Oh,  no !  he  could  not  sit  down  here !  Susan  pitied 
his  timidity,  and  his  discomposure,  and  to  put  both  him 
and  herself  out  of  pain  the  sooner,  she  left  him  and  went 
to  announce  his  presence  to  her  cousin  and  guardian  as 
she  now  considered  her. 

Alexander  was  left  alone  to  all  appearance ;  in  reality, 
he  was  in  a  crowd  —  a  crowd  of  "thick-coming  fancies." 
He  was  to  breathe  the  same  air  as  her,  to  be  by  her  side, 
whom  the  world  adored  at  a  distance ;  he  was  to  see  her 
burst  on  him  like  the  sun,  and  to  feel  more  strongly 
than  ever  how  far  his  verse  fell  short  of  the  goddess 
who  inspired  it ;  he  half  wished  to  retreat  from  his  too 
great  happiness.  Suddenly  a  rustle  in  the  apartment 
awakened  him  from  his  rich  reverie  ;  he  looked  up,  and 
there  was  a  lady  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  him. 

The  lady  had  on  what  might,  without  politeness,  but 
with  truth,  be  called  a  dressing-gown  ;  it  was  ostenta- 
tiously large  everywhere,  especially  at  the  waist.  The 
lady's  hair,  or  what  seemed  her  hair,  was  rough,  and  ill 
done  up,  and  a  great  cap  of  flaunty  design  surmounted 
her  head.     On  her  feet  were  old  slippers. 

"  Good-day,  sir !  "  said  she,  dryly. 

Alexander  bowed.    "  Madam  !    I  await  Mrs.  Oldfield." 

"  Tete-a-tete  with  your  Muse."  Alexander's  poetical 
works  were  in  her  hand. 

"She  is  my  Muse,  madam!"  replied  he;  "she  alone. 
Are  you  not  proud  of  her,  madam  ?  for  I  see  by  your 
likeness  that  you  are  some  relation." 
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The  lady  burst  out  laughing:  "That's  a  compliment 
to  my  theatrical  talent ;  I  am  the  party." 

"You  Mrs.  Oldfield!  the  great  Mrs.  Oldfield  ! " 

"  Why  not  ?  What !  3'ou  come  from  the  country,  I 
suppose,  and  think  we  are  to  be  always  on  stilts,  when 
we  are  not  paid  for  it.  You  look  as  if  you  were  afraid 
of  me." 

"  Oh,  no,  madam  !  and,  as  you  say,  it  shows  how  great 
your  talent  is." 

"  You  want  to  speak  to  me,  my  lad." 

Alexander  blushed  to  the  temples.  "  Yes,  madam," 
faltered  he,  "you  have  divined  my  ambition.  I  have 
been  presumptuous  — but  I  saw  you  on  the  tragic  scene 
—  the  admiration  you  inspired  —  I  fear  I  have  impor- 
tuned you  —  but  my  hope,  my  irresistible  desire  "  — 

"There,  I  know  what  you  mean,"  said  she  with  an 
affectation  of  vulgar  good-nature,  "you  want  an  order 
for  the  pit." 

"  I  want  an  order  for  the  pit  ?  "  gasped  Alexander, 
faintly. 

"  Well,  ain't  I  going  to  give  you  one,"  answered  she, 
as  sharp  as  a  needle  ;  "  but  mind,  you  must "  —  here  she 
imitated  vehement  applause. 

"0  madam!  I  need  no  such  injunction,"  cried  Alex- 
ander, "  each  of  your  achievements  on  tlie  stage  seems 
to  me  greater  than  the  last."  Then,  trembling,  blush- 
ing, and  eloquent  as  fire,  he  poured  out  his  admiration 
of  her,  and  her  great  art :  "  The  others  are  all  pupi)ets, 
played  by  rule,  around  you,  the  queen  of  speech  and 
poetry;  your  pathos  is  so  true,  your  sensibility  so  pro- 
found; yours  are  real  tears;  you  lead  our  sorrow  in 
person ;  you  fuse  your  soul  into  those  great  characters, 
and  art  becomes  nature :  you  are  the  thing  you  seem, 
and  it  is  plain  ea(;h  lofty  emotion  })asses  tlmjugh  that 
princely  heart  on  its  way  to  tho.se  golden  lips." 
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Oldfield,  with  all  ^er  self-command,  could  not  quite 
resist  the  eloquence  of  the  heart  and  brain.  She,  too, 
now  blushed  a  little,  and  her  lovely  bosom  heaved  slowly, 
but  high,  as  the  poet  poured  the  music  of  his  praise  into 
her  ears  ;  then  she  stole  a  look  at  him,  from  under  her 
long  lashes,  and  sipped  his  beauty  and  his  freshness. 
She  could  not  help  looking  at  this  forbidden  fruit.  As 
she  looked,  she  did  feel  how  hard,  how  cruel  it  was,  that 
she  was  not  to  be  allowed  to  play  with  this  young,  fresh 
heart ;  to  see  it  throb  with  hopes  and  fears,  and  love, 
jealousy,  anguish,  joy,  and  finally  to  break  it,  and  fling 
the  pieces  to  the  devil,  but  she  was  a  singular  character 
—  she  was  the  concentrated  essence  of  female  in  all 
points,  except  one :  she  was  a  woman  of  her  word,  or,  as 
some  brutes  would  say,  no  woman  at  all  in  matters  of 
good  faith.  She  stood  pledged  to  the  attorney,  and 
therefore,  recovering  herself,  she  took  up  Alexander 
thus : — 

"  No,  thank  you ;  emotions  pass  through  my,  what's 
the  name  —  well,  you  are  green  —  you  don't  come  from 
the  country — you  are  from  Wales.  I  must  enlighten 
you ;  sit  down ;  sit  down,  I  tell  you.  The  tears,  my 
boy,  are  as  real  as  the  rest  —  as  the  sky,  and  that's 
pasteboard  —  as  the  sun,  and  he  is  three  candles  smirk- 
ing upon  all  nature,  which  is  canvas — they  are  as  real 
as  ourselves,  the  tragedy  queens,  with  our  cries,  our 
sighs,  and  our  sobs,  all  measured  out  to  us  by  the  five- 
foot  rule.  Eeality,  young  gentleman,  that  begins  when 
the  curtain  falls,  and  we  wipe  off  our  profound  sensi- 
bility along  with  our  rouge,  our  whiting,  and  our  beauty 
spots." 

"  Impossible ! "  cried  the  poet,  "  those  tears,  those 
dew-drops  on  the  tree  of  poetry  !  " 

He  was  requested  not  to  make  her  "die  of  laughing" 
with   his   tears ;    his   common-sense   was    appealed   to. 
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"Now,  my  good  soul,  if  I  was  to  vqx  myself  night  after 
night,  for  Clytemnestra  &  Co.,  don't  you  see  that  I 
should  not  hold  together  long  ?  No,  thank  you !  I've 
got  '  Nance  Oldfield '  to  take  care  of,  and  what's  Hecuba 
to  her?  For  my  part,"  continued  this  frank  lady,  "I 
don't  understand  half  the  authors  give  us  to  say." 

"  Oh,  yes,  you  do  !  you  write  upon  our  eyes  and  ears 
more  than  half  of  all  the  author  gains  credit  for  —  the 
noblest  sentiments  gain  more  from  your  tongue  than  the 
pen,  great  as  it  is,  could  ever  fling  upon  paper  —  I  am 
unworthy  to  be  your  companion  !  " 

"Nonsense!  do  you  really  think  T  am  like  those  black 
parrots  of  tragedy  ?  — fine  company  T  should  bo  !  —  he, 
he! — No!  we  are  like  other  women,  you  can  court  us 
without  getting  a  dagger  stuck  into  you."  She  then 
informed  him  that  the  representatives  of  Desdeniona, 
Belvidera,  Cordelia,  and  Virgin  ]*urity  in  general,  had 
all  as  many  beaux  as  they  could  lay  their  hands  on  — 
that  she  had  twenty  at  the  present  moment ;  that  he 
could  join  that  small  but  select  band,  if  he  chose,  secure 
of  this,  that  whether  a  fortunate  or  unfortunate  lover, 
there  would  be  companions  of  his  fate  —  then  suddenly 
interrupting  her  disclosures,  she  offered  him  a  snuff-box, 
and  said,  dryly,  "  D'ye  snuff  '?  " 

Alexander's  eye  dilated  with  horror.  She  observed 
him,  and  explained,  "There's  no  doing  without  it,  in 
our  business:  we  get  so  tired  !"  here  she  yawned  as  only 
actresses  yawn,  —  like  one  going  out  of  the  world  in 
four  pieces :  "  We  get  so  tired  of  the  whole  concern. 
This  is  the  real  source  of  our  inspiration,"  said  she, 
taking  a  pinch,  "or  how  should  we  ever  rise  to  the 
poet's  level,  and  launch  all  thos(>  awful  execrations  they 
love  so  !  as,  for  instance.  —  Ackishoo  !  —  God  bless  you  !  " 

Alexander  groaned  aloud. 

"Poor  boy!"  thouglit  his  tormentor,  "how  he  takes 
it  to  heart!" 
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"Why,  ma'am,  a  fall  from  heaven  to  earth  is  a  con- 
siderable descent." 

"You  look  pale,  my  child,"  resumed  the  tormentor. 
"  No  breakfast,  perhaps.  I'd  offer  you  some  in  a 
minute,  but  the  fact  is,  I  look  to  every  penny ;  when 
the  rainy  day  comes  I  shall  be  ready,"  and  she  brought 
both  hands  down  upon  her  knees,  in  a  way  the  imitated 
vulgarity  of  which  would  have  made  any  one  scream 
with  laughter  that  had  seen  her  game  ;  but  it  was  all 
genuine  to  our  poor  poet,  and  crushed  him. 

Having  opened  this  vein  of  self-depreciation,  she 
proceeded  to  work  it.  She  poked  him  with  one  finger, 
and,  looking  slyly  with  half-shut  eye  at  him,  she  an- 
nounced herself  the  authoress  of  some  very  curious 
calculations,  the  object  of  which  was  to  discover  by 
comparing  the  week's  salary  with  the  lines  in  the  night's 
performance,  the  exact  value  of  poetical  passages, 
generally  supposed  to  be  invaluable.  "  Listen,"  said 
she, — 

"  '  Come!  come,  you  spirits 
That  tend  on  mortal  thonghls,  unsex  me  here ! ' 

They  are  worth  just  tenpence." 

Alexander,  who  had  been  raised  by  the  poetry,  was 
depressed  by  its  arithmetic. 

She  recommenced,  — 

"  '  That  my  keen  knife  see  not  the  wound  it  makes, 
Nor  Pleaven  peep  through  the  blanket  of  the  dark, 
To  cry  hold !  hold !  — Great  Glamis  !  worthy  Cawdor ! ' " 

Making  the  point  on  "  Great  Glamis,"  at  Macbeth's 
entrance,  not  on  "  liold,"  which  is  done  nowadays,  and 
is  too  cruel  silly. 

"  Ah  !  you  are  yourself  again,"  cried  the  poet. 

"Yes;  I  am  myself  again!"  was  the  dry  answer; 
"  those  bring  me  in  2s.  Sd.  every  time." 


188  THE   COURSE   OF   TRUE    LOVE 

And  this  was  the  being  lie  had  adored !  He  had 
invested  this  creature  with  his  own  prismatic  hues,  and 
taken  her  for  a  rainbow. 

Mrs.  Oldfield  told  afterwards  that  she  felt  herself  cut- 
ting his  heart  away  from  her  at  every  sentence.  "But 
it  was  to  be  done."  She  continued,  "  So  now  you  know 
my  trade,  tell  me,  what  is  yours  ?  " 

"  One  I  used  to  despise  —  an  advocate." 

"  Ah !  a  little  long  robe ;  they  are  actors  too,  only 
bad  ones ;  but  tell  me,"  said  she,  with  a  silly,  coquettish 
manner,  borrowed  from  the  comedy  of  the  day,  "  what 
do  you  want  of  me  ?  You  have  not  followed  me  so 
perseveringly  for  nothing !  Speak,  what  have  you  to 
tell  me  ?  " 

Alexander  blushed :  he  had  no  longer  the  stimulus 
to  tell  her  all  he  had  felt  and  hoped ;  he  hesitated  and 
stammered  :  at  last  he  bethought  him  of  his  tragedy  ; 
so  he  said,  "  I  sent  you  a  tragedy,  madam." 

"  What !  do  they  do  that  in  Warwickshire  ?  " 

"  Yes,  madam  ;  I  composed  it  by  stealth  in  my  father's 
office." 

Oldfield  smiled. 

Alexander  continued,  "It  is  called  from  the  heroine 
of  the  play,  *  Berenice.' " 

"  Berenice  ! "  cried  the  actress,  with  a  start. 

Now  this  tragedy  had  pleased  Mrs.  Oldfield  more 
than  any  manuscript  she  had  seen  these  three  3'ears ; 
but,  above  all,  the  part  of  Berenice  had  charmed  her : 
it  fitted  her  like  a  glove,  as  she  poetically  expressed 
lierself ;  it  was  written  in  Alexander's  copper-plate  hand, 
so  she  had  not  identified  it  with  the  author  of  her 
diurnal  verses. 

"  Berenice  !  is  it  possible  ?  " 

"  A  queen,  madam,  who,  captured  by  the  Romans  "  — 

"What,  sir!  you  the  author  of  that  work?"  said  she, 
with  sudden  respect. 
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"Favor  me  with  your  opinion,"  said  the  sanguine 
poet. 

Tremble,  Nathan  !  You  had  only  her  womanly  weak- 
ness to  dread  hitherto ;  but  now  the  jade's  interest  is 
against  you.  Strange  to  say,  her  promise  carried  the 
day :  she  was  true  as  steel  to  Nathan,  and  remorseless 
as  steel  to  Alexander.  She  saw  at  once  that  no  middle 
course  was  now  tenable  ;  so  she  turned  on  the  poor  poet, 
not  without  secret  regret,  and  with  a  voice  of  ice  she 
said,  "  The  town  is  tired  of  Romans,  my  good  sir :  you 
had  better  go  into  Tartary.  Besides,"  added  she,  jump- 
ing at  the  commonplaces  of  dramatic  censure,  "your 
fable  does  not  march,  your  language  wants  fire  :  let  me 
give  you  a  word  of  advice,  or  rather  a  line  of  advice, 
'Plead,  Alexander,  plead,  and  rhyme  no  more!'"  She 
then  added  hastily,  in  a  very  different  tone  and  manner, 
"  Forgive  me,  my  poor  child ;  you  will  make  more 
money  and  be  more  resi^ected." 

The  reason  of  this  rapid  change  of  manner  was  this 
—  when  we  have  given  dreadful  pain,  more  pain  than 
we  calculated  on,  and  see  it,  we  are  apt  to  try  and  qual- 
ify it  with  a  little  weak,  empty  good-nature.  Now  at 
her  verdict  and  her  witty  line,  Alexander  had  turned 
literally  as  pale  as  ashes.  The  drop  of  oil  she  poured 
on  the  deadly  wounds  she  had  given  was  no  comfort  to 
him ;  he  rose,  he  tried  to  speak  to  her,  but  his  lip  trem- 
bled so  violently,  he  could  not  articulate ;  at  last  he 
gasped  out,  "Thank  yon  for  undeceiving  me  — you  have 
taught  me  your  own  v-value ;  and  ra-mine.  Forgive  me 
the  time  I  have  made  you  waste  upon  a  d-dunce."  And 
then,  in  spite  of  all  he  could  do,  the  tears  forced  them- 
selves through  the  poor  boy's  eyes  ;  and  casting  one 
look  of  shame  and  half  reproach  upon  her,  he  put  his 
hand  to  his  brow,  and  went  disconsolately  from  the 
room  and  out  of  the  house. 
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Poor  fellow  !  she  had  made  him  ten  years  older  than 
when,  ten  minutes  before,  he  entered  that  room,  all  faith, 
and  poetry,  and  love. 

Slowly  and  disconsolately  he  dragged  his  heavy  steps 
and  a  heavy  heart  home.  His  father  followed,  and 
entered  his  small  apartment  without  ceremony.  Nathan 
found  his  son  sitting  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground. 
In  a  few  abrupt  words  he  told  him  he  knew  all  about 
his  amorous  folly,  and  had  come  up  to  cure  it. 

"  It  is  cured,"  said  Alexander ;  "  she  has  cured  me 
herself." 

"  Then  she  is  an  honest  woman,"  cried  Nathan.  "  So 
now,  since  that  nonsense  is  over,  take  my  arm,  and  we 
will  go  down  to  Westminster." 

"Yes,  father." 

They  went  to  Westminster ;  they  entered  a  court  of 
law,  and  were  so  fortunate  as  to  hear  an  interesting  trial. 
Counsel  for  the  plaintiff  was  just  op'ening  a  crim.  con. 
case. 

The  advocate  dwelt  upon  the  sacred  feelings  outraged 
by  the  seducer,  on  the  irremediable  gap  that  had  been 
made  in  a  house,  and  in  a  human  heart ;  the  pitiable 
doubt  that  had  been  cast  over  those  sacred  parental  affec- 
tions which  were  all  that  now  remained  to  the  bereaved 
husband.  He  painted  the  empty  chamber,  the  vacant 
place  by  the  hearth,  and  the  father  dagger-struck  by 
little  voices  lisping,  "  Papa,  where  is  mamma  gone?" 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  His.  speech  was  rich  in  topic 
and  point,  and  as  for  emphasis,  it  was  all  emphasis. 
He  concluded  in  this  wise:  "Such  injuries  as  these  can 
never  be  compensated  by  money ;  it  is  ridiculous  to  talk 
of  money  where  a  man  lias  been  laid  desolate,  and, 
therefore,  I  hope,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  you  will  give 
my  unfortunate  client  tliree  thousand  i)()unds  daniagos 
at  the  very  least !  " 
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At  each  point  the  orator  made,  Nathan  nudged  Alex- 
ander, as  if  to  say,  "  That  is  how  you  must  do  it  some 
day." 

As  they  returned  homewards  attorney  asked  poet  how 
he  had  been  charmed  by  Mr.  Eitherside's  eloquence. 

"  Eloquence  ? "  said  Alexander,  waking  from  his 
reverie.     "I  heard  no  eloquence." 

"No  eloquence  !  why,  he  worked  the  defendant  like  a 
man  beating  a  carpet." 

Nathan  recapitulated  Mr.  Eitherside's  points. 

"Well,  father,"  was  the  languid  reply,  "this  shows 
me  that  people  who  would  speak  about  the  heart  should 
speak  from  the  heart.  I  heard  something  like  a  terrier 
dog  barking,  that  is  all  I  remember." 

"A  terrier  dog  !  one  of  the  first  counsel  in  the  land; 
but  there,  you  come  to  your  dinner.  I  won't  be  in  a 
passion  with  3'ou,  if  I  can  help,  because  —  you'll  be 
better  after  dinner." 

Nathan's  satisfaction  at  his  son's  sudden  cure  was 
soon  damped.  Alexander  was  not  better  after  dinner ; 
to  be  sure,  this  might  have  been  owing  to  his  having 
eaten  none ;  he  could  not  eat,  and  never  volunteered  a 
word ;  only  when  spoken  to  three  times,  he  shook  him- 
self and  answered  with  a  visible  effort,  and  then  nestled 
into  silence  again.  The  next  and  following  days  mat- 
ters were  worse.  Spite  of  all  Nathan  could  do  to  move 
him,  he  sank  into  a  cold,  listless  melancholy.  About 
five  o'clock  (play-time)  he  used  to  be  very  restless  and 
nervous  for  a  little  while,  and  then  relapse  into  stone. 
And  now  Nathan  began  to  ask  himself  what  the  actress 
had  done  to  his  son  during  that  short  interview  between 
them.  He  began  greatly  to  doubt  the  wonderful  cure, 
or  rather  to  fear  that  the  first  poison  had  been  attacked 
by  a  stronger  in  the  way  of  antidote,  Avhich  had  left  his 
son  in  worse  case  than  before. 
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Hitherto  he  had  thought  it  wisest  to  avoid  the  sub- 
ject, and  silently  expel  the  boy's  folly  by  taking  him 
f^nd  shaking  him,  and  keeping  him  from  thinking  of  it. 
But  now  one  evening,  as  he  looked  at  Alexander's  pallid, 
listless  countenance,  this  anxiety  got  the  better  of  his 
plan,  and  he  could  not  help  facing  the  obnoxious  topic. 

After  a  vain  attempt  or  two  to  interest  the  poet  in 
other  matters,  he  suddenly  burst  out,  "  What  is  the 
matter,  Alexander  ?     What  has  she  done  to  you  now  ?  " 

Alexander  winced. 

"Tell  me,  my  boy,"  said  Natlian,  more  gently. 

Alexander  eclata. 

"  She  has  deceived  me.  She  has  robbed  my  heart  of 
all  its  wealth.  Oh  !  I  would  rather  have  gone  on  believ- 
ing her  all  that  is  great  and  good,  though  inaccessible  to 
me.  But  to  find  my  divinity  a  mean  heartless  slattern. 
To  have  poured  all  my  treasures  away  forever  upon  an 
unworthy  object.  0  father,  I  do  not  grieve  so  much 
that  she  is  worthless,  but  tliat  I  tliought  her  worthy. 
To  me  she  was  the  jewel  of  the  earth.  —  I  know  her  now 
for  a  vile  counterfeit,  and  I  have  wasted  my  affections  on 
this  creature,  and  now  I  have  none  left  for  any  wortliy 
object ;  scarcely  for  my  father.  See  my  conduct  to  you 
all  this  week.  Heaven  forgive  me  —  and  you  forgive 
me,  sir.  I  feel  I  am  no  son  to  you.  I  am  lost !  I  am 
lost !  " 

"Alexander,  don't  be  a  fool,"  roared  Nathan,  "get  up 
ofif  your  knees,  or  I'll  kee — kee — kick  you  into  the 
fi — fire!"  gulped  he;  "that  is  right  —  that's  a  dear 
boy :  now  tell  me  what  has  the  poor  lady  done  ?  I 
can't  think  she  is  such  a  very  bad  one." 

"  She  has  robbed  herself  and  mc  of  the  tints  with 
which  I  had  invested  her,  and  shown  herself  to  me  in 
her  true  ct)lors." 

"  Wliy,  you  musiirt  tell  mc  she  paints  her  face,  with- 
out 'tis  with  cold  water." 
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"  Oh,  no !  not  that,  but  off  the  stage  she  is  a  mean, 
vulgar,  bad  woman." 

"  I  can't  think  that  of  her,  Alexander." 

"  Father,  I  have  no  words  to  tell  you  her  vulgarity, 
her  avarice,  her  stupidity  —  as  for  her  beauty,  it  is  all 
paint  and  artifice  :  father,  I  saw  her  this  day  se'nnight 
in  her  own  house ;  she  is  vulgar,  and  dirty,  and  almost 
ugly." 

"  Oh,  you  deceitful  young  rascal,  you  know  she  is 
beautiful  as  an  angel !  " 

"  Isn't  she,  sir !  —  ah  !  you  have  only  seen  her  on  the 
stage." 

"I  see  her  on  the  stage !  What,  do  you  tell  me  I  go 
to  the  playhouse  !  I  never  was  in  a  playhouse  in  my 
life." 

"Then  how  do  you  knoAv  she  is  beautiful?  Where 
have  you  seen  her,  if  not  on  the  stage  ?  " 

Mr.  Oldworthy  senior  hesitated.  He  did  not  choose 
his  son  to  know  he  had  visited  the  play-actress,  and 
enlisted  her  in  his  cause. 

Alexander  saw  his  hesitation,  and  misinterpreted  it 
ludicrously. 

"  Ah,  father,"  cried  he,  "  do  not  be  ashamed  of  it," 

"■  I  am  not  —  ashamed  of  what  ?  " 

"  Would  I  were  worthy  of  all  this  affection  ! " 

"  What  affection  ?  " 

"  That  you  have  for  the  unfortunate." 

"  I  have  no  affection  for  the  unfortunate,  it's  always 
their  own  fault." 

"If  you  knew  how  I  honor  you  for  this,  you  would  not 
deny  or  be  ashamed  of  it." 

"  Of  what  ?     Are  we  talking  riddles  ?  " 

"  Do  not  attempt  to  disguise  what  gives  you  a  fresh 
title   to    my    gratitude  —  it   was    curiosity    to    see    my 
destroyer  drew  you  thither.     Ah,  it  must  have  been  the 
13 
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day  before  yesterday.  I  remend)er  you  disappeared 
alter  dinner.  Well,  father,"  continued  Alexander,  with 
a  sad,  sweet,  melancholy  accent,  "you  saw  her  play 
'Moniniia'  that  niglit,  and,  having  seen  her,  you  can 
forgive  my  infatuation." 

"oS^o  !  I  can't  forgive  your  infatuation,  obstinate  toad  ! 
that  will  tell  me  I  have  been  to  the  playhouse  —  to  the 
devil's  own  shop-parlor  that  is." 

"  You  have  seen  her  —  you  call  her  beautiful;  there- 
fore it  is  clear  you  have  seen  her  at  the  theatre,  for  at 
home  she  is  anything  but  beautiful,  or  an  angel." 

"  Alexander,  you  will  put  me  in  a  passion  ;  but  1 
won't  be  put  in  a  passion."  So  saying,  the  old  gentle- 
man, who  was  in  a  passion,  marclied  slap  out  of  the 
house  into  the  moonlight,  and  cooled  himself  therein. 

On  his  return  he  found  his  son  sitting  in  a  sort  of 
collapse  by  the  fire,  and  all  his  endeavors  to  draw  him 
from  brooding  over  his  own  misery  proved  unavailing. 
The  next  day  he  was  worse,  if  possible ;  and  when  play- 
tinu:"  had  come  and  gone,  and  Nathan  was  in  the  middle 
of  a  long  law-case  that  hc^  was  relating  for  his  son's 
amusement,  Alexander,  who  had  not  sjjokeu  lor  hours, 
quietly  asked  Nathan  what  he  thought  about  suicide, 
and  whether  it  was  injudicious  to  die  when  hope  was 
dead  and  life  withered  forever.  Nathan  gave  a  short, 
severe  answer  to  this  (piory  ;   but  it  troubled  him. 

He  began  to  be  frightened:  he  consulted  Hateman. 
]^)atoman  was  equally  puzzled;  but  at  last  the  latter  hit 
upon  aia  idea.  "  Go  to  the  actress  again,"  said  he  ;  "  it 
seems  she  can  do  anything  with  hira.  She  made  him 
love  her  —  she  made  him  hate  her;  ask  her  to  make  him 
to  do  something  between  the  two.'' 

"  Why,  you-old  fool  !"  was  the  civil  retort,  "you  are 
as  )nad  as  he  is.  No!  she  almost  bewitched  me,  for  as 
old  as  I  am  ;  and  I  won't  go  near  her  again." 
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But  Alexander  got  worse  and  worse.  He  drooped  like 
a  tender  flower.  He  had  lost  appetite  and  sleep ;  and 
without  them  the  body  soon  gives  way. 

His  grief  was  of  the  imagination.  But  the  distinction 
muddle-heads  draw  between  real  and  imaginary  griefs  is 
imaginary.  Whatever  robs  a  human  unit  of  rest,  nour- 
ishment, and  life,  is  as  real  to  him  as  anything  but 
eternity  is  real. 

The  old  men  saw  a  subtle  disorder  creeping  over  the 
young  maji.  It  was  incomprehensible  to  them  ;  and  after 
ridiculing  it  awhile,  they  began  to  be  more  frightened  at 
it  than  if  they  had  comprehended  it. 

At  last,  one  morning,  a  new  phase  presented  itself. 
A  great  desire  for  solitude  consumed  our  poor  poet.  All 
human  beings  were  distasteful  to  him,  and,  his  mind 
being  in  a  diseased  state,  Nathan  and  Timothy  bored 
him  like  red-hot  gimlets  — the  truth  must  be  told.  Well, 
this  particular  morning,  they  would  not  let  him  alone  — 
and  he  so  wanted  just  to  be  left  in  peace — and  partly 
from  nervousness,  partly  from  irritation,  partly  from 
misery,  the  poet  lost  all  self-command,  and,  I  am  sorry 
to  say,  cursed  and  swore  and  vowed  he  would  kill  him- 
self; and  called  his  friends  his  tormentors,  and  wept 
and  raved  and  cursed  the  hour  he  was  born.  And  at  the 
end  of  this  most  unbecoming  tirade  he  was  for  dashing 
out  of  the  house,  but  his  father  caught  him  by  the  collar 
and  whirled  him  back  into  his  room,  and  locked  him  into 
it.  Alexander  fell  into  a  chair  and  buried  his  face  in  his 
hands  :  presently  he  heard  something  that  made  him  feel 
how  selfish  his  grief  had  been.  He  heard  a  deep  sigh 
just  outside  the  door,  and  then  a  heavy  step  went  down 
•the  stair. 

"  Father  !  "  cried  he,  "  forgive  me  !     Oh,  forgive  me  ! '' 

It  was  too  late.  All  who  give  a  parent  pain  repent ; 
but  how  often  it  is  too  late. 
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Tlie  poor  old  man  was  gone,  as  unhai)py  as  his  son,  and 
with  more  solid  reason.  He  went  into  the  street  with- 
out knowing  what  he  should  do  or  where  he  should  go. 

It  happened  at  this  moment  that  Batemau's  advice 
came  into  his  head.  He  was  less  disposed  to  scout  it 
now. 

"  It  can  do  no  harm,"  thought  he,  "  and  I  am  quite  at 
a  loss.  She  has  a  good  heart,  I  think,  and  at  all  events 
she  seems  to  know  how  to  work  on  him,  and  I  don't. 
I'll  risk  it." 

So,  hanging  his  head,  and  with  no  ver}^  good-will,  he 
slowly  wended  his  way  towards  Mrs.  Oldtield's  house. 

When  Alexander  left  Mrs.  Oldfield,  that  lady  took 
off  her  vulgar  cap  and  the  old  wig  with  which  she  had 
disguised  her  lovely  head,  and,  throwing  herself  into  a 
chair,  laughed  at  the  piece  of  comedy  she  had  played 
off  on  our  poor  poet. 

Her  laugh,  however,  was  not  sincere;  it  soon  died  away 
into  something  more  like  a  sigh. 

The  next  morning  there  was  no  letter  in  verse,  and 
she  missed  it.  She  had  become  used  to  them,  and  was 
vexed  to  think  she  had  put  an  end  to  them.  On  return- 
ing from  the  theatre  she  looked  from  licr  carriage  to  see 
if  he  was  standing  as  usual  by  tlie  stage-door.  No,  he 
was  not  there  ;  no  more  letters  —  no  more  Alexander. 
Slie  felt  sorry  she  had  lost  so  genuine  an  admirer;  and 
the  moment  the  sense  of  liis  loss  touched  herself  slie 
began  to  pity  him,  and  think  wliat  a  shame  it  was  to 
deceive  him  so. 

"  I  could  have  liked  him  better  than  all  the  rest,"  said 
she. 

But  this  lady's  profession  is  one  unfavorable  to  the 
growth  of  regrets,  or  of  affection  for  any  object  not  in 
sight.     She  had  to  reliearse   from  ten  till  one,  then  to 
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come  home,  then  to  lay  out  her  clothes  for'  the  theatre, 
then  to  dine,  then  to  study,  then  to  go  to  the  theatre, 
then  to  dress,  then  to  act  with  all  the  intoxications  of 
genius,  light,  multitude,  and  applause ;  then  to  undress, 
sup,  etc.,  and  all  this  time  she  was  constantly  flattered 
and  courted  by  dozens  of  beaux  and  wits.  Had  she  been 
capable  of  a  deep  attachment,  it  could  not  have  monopo- 
lized her  as  Alexander's  did  him.  However,  she  did  thus 
much  for  our  poor  poet :  when  she  found  she  had  suc- 
ceeded in  banishing  him  she  went  into  her  tantrums, 
and  snapped  at  and  scratched  everybody  else  that  was 
kind  to  her.  She  also  often  invited  Susan  to  speak  of 
liim,  and  after  awhile  snubbed  her  and  forbade  the  topic. 

To-day,  then,  as  Mrs.  Oldfield  sat  studying  "The 
Eival  Queens,"  suddenly  she  heard  a  sob,  and  there  was 
Susan,  with  the  tears  quietly  and  without  effort  stream- 
ing from  her  eyes,  like  the  water  running  through  a  lock 
gate.     Susan  had  just  returned  from  a  walk. 

"  What  have  you  done  ?  "  whined  Susan.  "  I  have 
just  met  him,  and  he  said  to  me,  '  Ah,  madam  ! '  he 
always  calls  me  madam,  and  he  has  lost  his  beautiful 
color — he  is  miserable  —  and  I  am  miserable." 

"  Well ! "  snapped  Anne,  "  and  am  I  not  miserable 
too  !  why,  Susan,"  cried  she,  for  a  glimmer  of  light 
burst  on  her,  "surely  you  are  not  such  a  goose  as  to 
fancy  yourself  in  love  with  my  Alexander." 

My  Alexander  —  good  !  She  has  declined  him  for  her- 
self, but  she  will  not  let  you  have  him  any  the  more  for 
that  —  other  women! 

"  Your  Alexander !  1S,q\\  am  too  fond  of  my  own. 
Here's  your  one's  book,"  and  Susan  thrust  a  duodecimo 
towards  her  cousin. 

"  My  one's  book,"  said  Mrs.  Oldfield,  with  a  mystified 
air. 

"  Yes  !  Robert  says  it  belongs  to  the  young  gentleman 
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who  saved  you  from  the  duchess's  carriage;  he  picked 
it  up  after  the  battle." 

JSIrs.  Okifield  opened  the  book  with  interest;  judge  her 
surprise  wlien  the  first  page  discovered  verses  in  Alex- 
ander's well-known  hand  :  in  the  next  page  was  a  spirited 
drawing  of  Mrs.  Oldfield  as  Sophonisba;  under  it  was 
written,  in  gold  letters,  "Not  one  base  word  of  Carthage 
on  thy  soul,"  a  line  the  actress  used  to  speak  with  such 
majesty  and  fire  that  the  audience  always  burst  into  a 
round  of  applause.  And  so  on,  upon  every  page  poetry 
or  picture.  The  verses  were  more  tender  than  those  he 
had  sent  her  by  letter.     The  book  was  his  secret  heart ! 

It  was  Alexander,  then,  who  had  saved  her  —  his  love 
surrounded  her.  And  how  had  all  his  devotion  been 
repaid  ?  She  became  restless  —  bit  her  lips  ;  the  book 
she  held  became  a  book  in  a  mist,  and  she  said  to  Susan, 
in  bitter  accents,  "  They  had  better  not  let  the  poor  boy 
come  near  me  again,  or  they  will  find  I  am  a  woman,  in 
spite  of  my  nasty  blank  verse  and  bombast.  Oh  !  oh ! 
oh  ! "  and  the  tragedian  whimpered  a  little,  much  as  a 
liousemaid  whimpers ;  it  was  not  at  all  like  the  "  real 
tears  "  that  had  so  affected  Alexander. 

On  the  fly-leaf  of  this  little  book  was  written :  — 
"  Alexander  Oldworthy.  Should  I  die  —  and  I  think  I 
shall  not  live,  for  my  love  consumes  me  —  I  pray  some 
good  Christian  to  take  this  book  to  the  great  Mrs. 
Oldfield ;  it  will  tell  her  what  I  shall  never  dare  to 
tell  her  :  and  if  departed  spirits  are  permitted  to  watch 
those  they  have  loved,  it  is  for  her  sake  I  shall  revisit 
this  earth,  which,  but  for  lier,  I  should  leave  without 
regret." 

"  I  am  a  miserable  woman  !  "  cried  the  dealer  in  ficti- 
tious gi'ief.  ^^  Tills  is  lore!  I  never  was  loved  before, 
anil  mine  luust  be  the  liaiid  to  stab  him  ;  tliey  make  me 
turn  his  goddess  to  a  slut  —  liis  love  to  contempt;  and 
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I  do  it,  mad  woman  that  I  am  !  for  what  ?  to  rob  myself 
of  the  solace  Heaven  had  sent  to  my  vacant  heart  —  of 
the  only  real  treasure  the  earth  contains ; "  and  she  burst 
into  a  passion  of  tears. 

At  this  Susan's  dried  themselves ;  the  grief  of  the 
greater  mind  swallowed  up  her  puny  sorrow,  as  the  river 
absorbs  the  brook  that  joins  it.  Anne  frightened  her, 
and  at  last  she  stole  from  the  room  in  dismay.  Iler 
absence,  however,  was  short ;  she  returned  in  about  ten 
minutes,  and  announced  a  visitor. 

**  I  will  not  see  him ! "  said  Mrs.  Oldfield,  almost 
fiercely,  looking  off  the  part  she  had  begun  to  study. 

"  It  is  the  rough  gentleman  ! "  said  Susan. 

"What!  Alexander's  father?  Admit  him.  He  is 
come  to  thank  me  ;  and  well  he  may.  Cruel  wretches 
that  we  both  are." 

Nathan  entered,  but  with  a  face  so  rueful,  that  Mrs. 
Oldfield  saw  at  once  gratitude  had  not  brought  him 
there. 

"  What  have  you  done,  madam  ?  "  was  his  first  word. 

"  Kept  my  word  to  you,  like  a  fool,"  was  the  answer ; 
"  I  hope  you  are  come  to  reproach  me  —  it  would  not  be 
complete  without  that !  " 

Nathan  had  come  with  that  intention,  but  he  was  now 
terror-struck,  and  afraid  to  do  anything  of  the  kind. 
He  proceeded,  however,  in  mournful  tones  to  tell  her 
that  Alexander  had  fallen  into  a  state  of  despondency 
and  desperation,  which  had  made  him — the  father  — 
regret  that  more  innocent  madness  he  had  hitherto  been 
so  anxious  to  cure. 

"He  says  he  will  kill  himself,"  said  Nathan.  "And 
if  he  does,  he  will  kill  me  :  poor  boy  !.  all  his  illusions 
are  kicked  head  over  heels ;  so  he  says,  however." 

"  A  good  job,  too  ! "  said  Mrs.  Oldfield. 

"  How  can  you  say  a  good  job,  when  it  will  be  a  job 
for  Bedlam  ?  " 
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"  Bedlam ! " 

"Yes  ;  he  is  mad  !" 

"What  makes  you  think  he  is  mad  ?" 

'•'  He  says  you  are  not  beautiful !  '  She  has  neither 
heart,  grace,  nor  wit,'  says  he  :  in  a  word,  he  is  insane. 
I  reasoned  calmly  with  him,"  continued  the  afflicted 
father,  "  I  told  him  he  was  an  idiot.  But  I  am  sorry  to 
say,  he  answered  my  affectionate  remonstrance  with 
nonsense  and  curses,  and  a  lot  of  words  without  head  or 
tail  to  them  :  he  is  mad  !  " 

"You  cruel  old  man!"  cried  Mrs.  Oldfield :  "have 
you  done  nothing  to  soothe  the  poor  child  ?  " 

"  Oh !  yes  ! "  said  the  cruel  old  man,  resenting  the 
doubt  cast  upon  his  tenderness  ;  "  I  shoved  him  into  a 
room,  and  double-locked  him  in ;  and  came  straight  to 
you  for  advice  about  him,  you  are  so  clever." 

"So  it  seems!"  said  she;  "I  have  made  everybody 
unhappy — you,  Alexander,  and,  most  of  all,  myself," 
And  tears  began  to  well  out  of  her  lovely  eyes. 

"  Oh,  dear !  —  oh,  dear  !  —  oh,  dear  !  —  don't  you  vex 
yourself  so,  my  lamb." 

But  the  lamb,  alias  crocodile,  insisted  upon  putting 
her  head  gracefully  upon  Nathan's  shoulder,  and  crying 
meekly  awhile.  On  this  (a  man's  heart  being  merely  a 
lump  of  sugar  that  melts  when  woman's  eye  lets  fall 
a  drop  of  warm  water  upon  it)  Nathan  loved  her :  it 
was  intended  he  should, 

"  I  would  give  my  right  arm,  if  you  would  make  him 
love  you  again;  at  all  events  a  little — a  very  little 
indeed.  Poor  Alexander,  he  is  a  fool,  a  scatter-brain ; 
and,  for  aught  I  know,  a  versifier ;  but  he  is  my  son,  I 
have  but  him.  If  he  goes  mad  or  dies,  his  father  Avill 
lie  down  and  die  too." 

"  Sir !  "  said  the  actress,  with  sudden  cheerfulness,  and 
drying  her  eyes  with  suspicious  rapidity:  "bring  him 
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to  iiie;  and  (patting  liira  slyly  on  the  arm)  you  shall 
see  me  make  him  love  me  more  than  ever  —  ten  times 
more,  if  you  approve,  dear  sir ! " 

"  Here !  he  won't  come :  he  rails  at  you,  you  are  his 
aversion.  Oh,  he  is  mad !  my  son  is  deprived  of  reason  : 
this  comes  of  those  cursed  rhymes." 

A  pause  ensued  :  Oldfield  broke  it.  "  I  have  it ! " 
cried  she ;  "  he  is  an  author  :  they  are  all  alike  !  (What 
did  she  mean  by  that  ?)     Speak  to  him  of  '  Berenice.' " 

*'  Whom  am  I  to  talk  to  him  about  ?  " 

"  Berenice  ! " 

"  What,  is  he  after  another  woman  now  ?  " 

"No  —  his  tragedy." 

''  His  tragedy  !  " 

"Ah,  I  forgot,"  said  she,  coolly  ;  "you  are  not  in  the 
secret;  he  composed  it  by  stealth  in  your  office."  She 
then  seated  herself  at  a  side-table,  and  wrote  a  note  with 
theatrical  rapidit}'. 

"  Give  him  this,"  said  she.  Receiving  no  answer,  she 
looked  up  a  little  surprised,  and  there  was  Nathan 
apoplectic  with  indignation;  his  two  cheeks,  red  as 
beetroot,  were  puffed  out ;  paternal  tenderness  was  in 
abeyance ;  finally  he  exploded  in,  "  So,  this  was  how  my 
brief-paper  went ;  "  and  marched  off  impetuously,  throw- 
ing down  a  chair. 

"  Where  are  you  going  ? "  remonstrated  his  com- 
panion. 

"  He  is  an  author,"  was  the  reply ;  "  he  is  no  son  of 
mine.  I'll  unlock  him  and  kick  him  into  the  wide 
world." 

"  What,  for  consecrating  your  brief-paper  to  the 
Muse  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  did  you  ever  know  a  decent,  respectable  char- 
acter write  poetry  ?  " 

"  Yes." 
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"No  ;  that  you  nevej  did  !     AVlio,  now  ?  " 

"David!  he  wrote  Hebrew  poetry  —  the  Psalms;  and 
very  beautiful  poetry,  too." 

Poor  Nathan !  he  was  like  a  bull,  which  in  the  middle 
of  a  gallant  cliarge,  receives  a  bullet  in  a  vital  part,  and 
so  pulls  up,  and  looks  mighty  stupid  for  a  moment  ere 
be  falls. 

But  Nathan  did  not  fall ;  he  glared  reproach  on  Mrs. 
Oldfield  for  having  said  a  thing,  wliich,  though  it  did 
not  exactly  admit  of  immediate  confutation,  was  absurd 
as  well  as  profane,  thought  he,  and  resolved  to  serve 
Alexander  out  for  it :  he  told  her  as  much.  So  then 
ensued  a  little  piece  of  private  theatricals.  Mrs.  Old- 
field,  clasping  her  hands  together,  began  to  go  gracefully 
down  on  her  knees  an  inch  at  a  time  (nothing  but  great 
practice  enabled  her  to  do  it),  and  remind  Nathan  that 
he  was  a  father ;  that  his  son's  life  was  more  })recious 
than  anything ;  that  to  be  angry  with  the  unhappy  was 
cruel.     "  Save  him,  save  him  ! " 

Poor  Nathan  took  all  this  stage  business  for  an  un- 
premeditated effusion  of  the  heart,  and  witli  a  tear  in 
his  eye,  raised  the  queen  of  crocodiles,  and,  with  a 
hideously  amiable  grin,  "I'll  forgive  him!"  said  ho; 
"  to  please  you  I'd  forgive  Old  Nick." 

With  this  virtuous  resolve,  and  equivocal  cdmi)limont, 
he  vanislied  from  the  presence  chamber,  and  hurriod 
towards  Alexander's  retreat. 

Oldfield  retired  hastily  to  her  bedroom,  and,  having 
found  "Berenice,"  ran  hastily  through  it  once  more,  aiul 
began  to  study  a  certain  scent;  which  she  thought  could 
be  turned  to  her  purpose.  Having  what  is  called  a  very 
jyaick  study,  she  was  soon  mistress  of  the  twenty  or 
thirty  lines.  She  then  put  on  a  splendid  dress,  appro- 
priate (according  to  the  ideas  of  the  day)  to  an  l*>ast(M'u 
queen.     That  done,  she  gave  herself  to  tStatira,  the  part 
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she  was  to  play  upon  this  important  evening  ;  but  Susan 
observed  a  strange  restlessness  and  emotion  in  her 
cousin. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  Anne  ?  "  said  she. 

"  It  is  too  bad  of  these  men,"  was  the  answer.  "  I 
ought  to  be  all  Statira  to-day,  and,  instead  of  a  tragedy 
queen  they  make  me  feel — like  a  human  being.  This 
will  not  do;  I  cannot  have  my  fictitious  feelings,  in 
which  thousands  are  interested,  endangered  for  such  a 
trifle  as  my  real  ones ;  "  and,  by  a  stern  effort,  she  glued 
her  eyes  to  her  part,  and  was  Statira. 

Meantime  Nathan  had  returned  to  Alexander,  and, 
giving  him  Mrs.  Oldfield's  note,  bade  him  instantly 
accompany  him  to  her  house. 

Alexander  had  no  sooner  read  the  note  than  the  color 
rushed  into  his  pale  face,  and  his  eye  brightened ;  but, 
on  reflection,  he  begged  to  be  excused  from  going  there. 
But  his  father,  who  had  observed  the  above  symptoms, 
which  proved  to  him  the  power  of  this  benevolent 
enchantress,  would  take  no  denial ;  so  they  returned  to- 
gether to  her  house.  It  was  all  very  well  the  first  part 
of  the  road,  but,  at  sight  of  the  house,  poor  Alexander 
was  seized  with  a  combination  of  feelings,  that  made  it 
impossible  for  him  to  proceed. 

"I  feel  faint,  father." 

"  Lean  on  me." 

"Pray  excuse  me  —  I  will  go  back  to  Coventry  with 
you  —  to  the  world's  end  —  but  don't  take  me  to  that 
house." 

"Come  along,  ye  soft-hearted  milksop." 

"  Well,  then,  you  must  assist  me,  for  my  limbs  fail 
me  at  the  idea." 

"  Mine  shall  help  you,"  —  and  he  put  an  arm  under  his 
son's  shoulder,  and  hoisted  him  along  in  an  undeniable 
manner — and  so,  in  a  few  minutes  more  the  attorney 
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was  to  be  seen  half  drawing,  half  dragging  the  poet  into 
the  abode  of  the  siren,  which  he  had  first  entered 
breathing  fire  and  fnry  against  play-actors  to  drag  his 
son  out  of.  It  was,  indeed,  a  curious  reversal  of  senti- 
ments in  a  brace  of  bosoms. 

"  No,  father,  no !  "  sighed  Alexander,  as  his  father 
pulled  him  into  her  salon. 

"  But  I  tell  you  it  is  for  your  tragedy,"  remonstrated 
the  parchment  to  the  paper  hero.  "  It's  business,"  said 
he,  reproachfully.  "  Now  'tis  writ,  let  us  sell  it  —  to 
greater  fools  than  ourselves,  if  we  can  find  them."  The 
tone  in  which  he  uttered  the  last  sentence  conveyed  no 
very  sanguine  hope  on  his  part  of  a  piirchaser. 

"  Why  did  you  bring  me  here,  dear  father  ?  "  sighed 
the  desillnsione.  "  It  was  here  my  idol  descended  from 
her  pedestal.  0  reality !  you  are  not  Avortli  the  pain  of 
living  —  the  toil  of  breathing." 

"  Poor  boy  !  "  thought  Nathan,  "  he  is  in  a  bad  way  — 
the  toil  of  breathing  —  well,  I  never!  —  your  tragedy, 
lad,  your  tragedy,"  insinuated  he,  biting  his  lips  not  to 
be  in  a  rage. 

"Ah  !"  said  Alexander,  perking  up,  "it  is  the  last  tie 
that  holds  me  to  life  —  she  says  in  this  note  that  she 
took  it  for  another,  and  that  mine  has  merit." 

"No  doubt  I  no  doubt !"  said  the  other,  liumoring  the 
absurdity  —  "how  came  the  Muse  (that  is  tlu;  wench's 
name,  I  believe)  into  my  office  ?  " 

"  She  used  ever  to  come  in,"  began  he  in  rapt  tones, 
''when  you  went  out,"  he  added,  mighty  dryly, 

Alexander's  next  casual  observation  was  to  this  effect  — 
that  once  he  had  a  soul,  but  that  now  his  lyre  was  broken. 

"That's  soon  mended,"  said  his  rough  comforter; 
'-'well,  since  your  liar  is  cracked  "  — 

"I  said  broken,  father  —  it  is  broken,  and  for  mc  the 
business  of  life  is  ended." 
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"Well,"  said  the  parent,  whose  good-humor  at  this 
crisis  appears  to  have  been  inexhaustible,  "since  your 
liar  is  broken  —  smashed,  1  hope  —  and  your  business 
done,  or  near  it,  turn  to  amusement  a  bit,  my  poor  lad." 

Alexander  looked  at  him,  surveyed  him  from  top  to  toe. 

"Amusement!"'  whinnied  the  inconsolable  one,  with  a 
ghastly  chuckle  —  "  amusement !  Where  can  broken 
hearts  find  amusement  ?  " 

"In  the  law!"  roared  Nathan,  with  cheerful,  hope- 
ful, healthy  tone  and  look.  "  I  do,"  said  he ;  then, 
seeing  bitter  incredulity  on  the  poet,  he  explained,  sotto 
voce,  "  'tisn't  as  if  we  were  clients,  ye  fool." 

"Never,"  shrieked  Alexander. 

Poor  Nathan  had  commanded  liis  wrath  till  now,  but 
this  energetic  "  Never  "  set  him  in  a  blaze. 

"  Never,  you  young  scamp,"  shouted  he,  "  but  —  but  — 
don't  put  me  in  a  passion  —  when  I  tell  ye  the  excise- 
man's daughter  won't  have  you  on  an}-  other  terms." 

"  And  I  won't  have  her,  on  any  terms  —  she  is  a 
woman." 

"Well,  she  is  on  the  road  to  it  —  she  is  a  girl,  and  a 
very  fine  one,  and  you  are  to  make  her  a  woman  —  and 
she  will  make  a  man  of  you,  I  hope." 

"No  more  women  for  me,"  objected  the  poet.  He 
then  confided  to  an  impatient  parent  his  future  plan  of 
existence  —  it  was  simple,  very  simple;  he  purposed  to 
live  in  a  garret  in  London,  hating  and  hated ;  so  this 
brought  matters  to  a  head. 

"  I  have  been  too  good  to  you  !  you  are  mad  !  and,  by 
virtue  of  parental  authority,  I  seize  your  body,  young 
man." 

But  the  body  had  legs,  and,  for  once,  an  attorney  failed 
to  effect  a  seizure. 

He  slipped  under  his  father's  arm,  and  getting  a  table 
between  them  gave  vent  to  his  despair. 
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"Since  you  aro  witliout  }>ity,"  cried  he,  "I  am  lost  — 
farewell  forever ! "  and  he  rushed  to  the  door  which 
opened  at  that  instant. 

The  father  uttered  a  deprecatory  cry,  which  died  oif 
into  a  semi-quaver  of  admiration  —  for,  at  this  momept, 
a  lady  of  dazzling  beauty,  arrayed  in  a  glorious  robe 
that  swept  the  ground,  crossed  the  poet's  path,  before 
he  could  reach  the  door,  and,  with  a  calm  but  queen- 
like gesture,  rooted  him  to  the  spot. 

She  uttered  but  one  word,  but  that  word,  as  she  spoke 
it,  seemed  capable  of  stilling  the  waves  of  the  sea :  — 

"Hold!" 

No  louder  than  you  and  I  speak,  reader,  but  irresist- 
ibly. Such  majesty  and  composure  came  from  her,  upon 
them,  with  this  simple  monosyllable.  They  stood  spell- 
bound. Alexander  thought  no  more  of  flight;  nor  Nathan 
of  pursuit. 

At  last,  by  one  of  those  inspirations  that  convey  truth 
more  surely  tlian  human  calculation  is  ai)t  to,  the  poet 
cried  out,  "  This  is  herself,  the  other  was  a  personation ! " 

Berenice  took  no  notice  of  this  exclamation.  She 
continued,  with  calm  majesty, — 

"  '  Listen  to  a  queen,  wlioso  steadfast  will 
In  chains  is  royal,  in  Kouu!  uiK'onquor'd  still; 
O'er  my  howed  head  ihoiigli  waves  ol!  sorrow  roll, 
1  still  retain  the  empire  oi'  my  soul.'" 

Her  two  hearers  stood  spellbound.  And  then  did 
Alexander  taste  the  greatest  pleasure  earth  affords  —  to 
be  a  poet,  and  to  love  a  great  actress,  and  to  hear  the 
magic  lips  he  loved  speak  his  own  verse.  Love,  taste, 
and  vanity  were  all  gratified  at  once.  With  what  rich 
flesh  and  blood  she  clothed  his  shadowy  creation;  the 
darling  of  his  brain  was  little  more  than  a  skeleton;  it 
was  reserved  for  the  darling  of  his  heart  to  complete 
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the  creation.  And  then  his  words,  oh !  what  a  majesty 
and  glory  they  took  from  her  heavenly  tongue.  They 
were  words  no  more  —  they  were  thunderbolts  of  speech, 
and  sparks  of  audible  soul.  He  wondered  at  himself  and 
them. 

Oldfield  spoke  his  line,  — 

"  O'er  my  bowed  head  though  waves  of  sorrow  roll," 

with  a  grand  though  plaintive  swell,  like  the  sea  itself 
—  it  was  really  wonderful. 

Alexander  had  no  conception  he  or  any  man  had  ever 
written  so  grand  a  line  as  "  O'er  my  bov/ed  head  though 
waves  of  sorrow  roll."  He  was  in  heaven.  A  moment 
like  this  is  beyond  the  lot  of  earth,  and  compensates  the 
smart  that  is  apt  to  be  in  store,  all  in  good  time,  for  the 
poet  that  loves  a  great  actress,  that  is  to  say,  a  creature 
with  the  tongue  of  an  angel,  the  principles  of  a  weasel, 
and  the  passions  of  a  fish  ! 

"  And  have  those  lips  graced  words  of  mine  ?  "  gasped 
Alexander.     "  My  verses,  father  ! " 

"  His  verses !  no ! "  said  Nathan,  addressing  the 
actress  ;  "  can  he  write  like  the  sound  of  a  trumpet  ?  " 

"  Yes !  Alexander,  I  like  your  play,  particularly  a 
scene  where  this  poor  queen  sacrifices  her  love  to  the 
barbarous  prejudices  of  her  captors." 

"  My  favorite  scene  !  my  favorite  scene  !  Father,  she 
yikes  my  favorite  scene  !  " 

"  Gentlemen,  be  so  good  as  to  lend  youi-selves  to  the 
situation  a  moment  —  here,  Susan  !  "  In  came  Susan, 
her  eyes  very  red ;  she  had  been  employed  realizing  that 
Alexander  was  not  to  be  hers. 

.  "  You,    sir ! "    continued    Mrs.    Oldfield,    addressing 
Nathan,  "  are  the  consul  —  the  inexorable  father." 

"  Oh  !  am  I  ?  " 
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"Yes!  you  must  stand  there  —  on  that  flower  —  like 
a  marble  pillar  —  deaf  to  all  my  entreaties.  You  are 
about  to  curse  your  son." 

"  1  curse  my  boy  ?     Never ! " 

"  Father,  for  heaven's  sake,  do  what  she  bids  you." 

"  Dress  the  scene,"  continued  she  —  "farther  off,  Susan 
—  this  is  tragedy,  don't  huddle  together  as  they  do  in 
farce." 

"  But  I  am  in  such  trouble,  Anne." 

"  Of  course  you  are  —  you  are  Tibulla  —  you  are 
jealous.  You  spy  all  our  looks,  catch  all  our  words. 
Now,  mind  your  business.  The  stage  is  mine.  I  speak 
to  my  Tiberias."  She  kicked  her  train  adroitly  out  of 
the  way,  and  flowed  like  a  wave  on  a  calm  day  towards 
Tiberias,  who  stood  entranced,  almost  staggering  under 
the  weight  of  his  own  words,  as  they  rolled  over  him-  — 

"  '  Obey  tlie  mandate  of  unfeeling  Rome  ; 

JMake  camps  your  hearth,  the.ljatUeHeltl  your  home; 
Fly  vain  delights,  light  for  a  glorious  name, 
Forget  that  e'er  we  met,  and  live  for  Fame.' " 

(In  this  last  line  she  began  to  falter  a  little.) 

"  '  Alas!  I  whom  lost  kingdoms  could  not  move 
Am  mistress  of  myself  no  more.     I  love  ! 
I  Icjve  you,  yet  we  part ;  —  my  race  pros(;ribe, 
My  royal  hand  disdain  this  barbarous  tribe. 
This  diad(!m  tliat  all  the  nations  prize, 
Is  an  unholy  thing  in  Konian  c^yes.''' 

She  did  not  merel}'  speak,  she  acted  these  lines. 
With  what  a  world  of  dignity  and  pathos  she  said  "  my 
royal  lumd  disdain,"  and  in  speaking  of  the  "diadem," 
she  slowly  raised  both  bands,  one  somewhat  higher  than 
the  other,  and  pointed  to  her  coronet,  for  one  instant. 
The  pose  would  have  been  invaluabh;  to  sculptor  or 
painter. 
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"We  are  in  the  wrong,"  began  Nathan,  soothingly, 
for  the  queen  had  slightly  indicated  him  as  one  of  "  the 
barbarous  tribe."  —  "A  lady  like  you  !  —  The  Romans 
are  fools-asses-dolts-and-beasts,"  cried  Nathan,  running 
the  four  substantives  into  one. 

"  Hush !  father  !  "  cried  the  author,  reproachfully. 

"  '  And  you,  young  maid,  kill  not  my  wounded  heart; 
Ah  !  bid  me  not  from  my  Tiberias  j^art.' " 

(Tears  seemed  to  choke  her  utterance.) 

"  Oh,  no  !  cousin,"  drawled  out  Susan,  "  sooner  than 
you  should  die  of  grief  —  it  is  a  blow,  but  I  give  him 
up"  — 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  Susan,  you  put  me  out." 

"Now  it  is  too  melting,"  whined  Nathan,  "leave  off 
—  there,  do  ye  leave  off,  — it  is  too  melting." 

"  Isn't  it  ? "  said  Alexander,  radiant.  "  Go  on  !  go 
on !  You  whose  dry  eye  —  you  whose  dry  eye,  Mrs. 
Oldfield." 

Mrs.  Oldfield  turned  full  on  Nathan,  and  sinking  her 
voice  into  a  deeper  key,  she  drove  the  following  lines 
slowly  and  surely  through  and  through  his  poor,  unre- 
sisting, buttery  heart :  — 

•'  'You  whose  dry  eye  looks  down  on  all  our  tears. 
Pity  yourself,  — ah  !  for  yourself  have  fears. 
Alone  upon  the  earth  some  bitter  day. 
You'll  call  your  son  your  ti'embling  steps  to  stay. 
Old  man  !  regret,  remorse,  will  come  too  late ; 
In  vain  you'll  pity  then  our  sad,  sad  fate.' 

"But,  my  good  sir,  you  don't  bear  me  out  by  your 
dumb  play,  —  you  are  to  be  the  unrelenting  sire." 

"  Now,  how  ca-ca-ca-can  I,  when  you  make  me  blub- 
ber ?"  gulped  out  he  "  whose  dry  eye,"  etc. 

"  And  me  ! "  whined  Susan. 
14 
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"  Aha !  "  cried  Alexander,  witli  a  hilarious  shout,  "  I've 
made  them  cry  with  my  verses  !  " 

A  smile,  an  arch  smile,  wreathed  the  tragic  queen's 
countenance. 

Alexander  caught  it,  and  not  being  yet  come  to  his 
full  conceit,  pulled  himself  up  short :  "  No,"  cried  he, 
"  no  !  it  was  you  who  conquered  tliem  with  my  weak 
weapon ;  you,  whose  face  is  spirit,  and  whose  voice  is 
music.     Enchantress  "  — 

Here,  Alexandei-,  who  was  gracefully  inclining  towards 
the  charmer,  received  a  sudden  push  from  the  excited 
Nathan,  and  fell  plump  on  his  knees  as  intended. 

*'  Speak  again,"  cried  he,  "  for  you  are  my  queen,  I 
love  you.     What  is  to  be  my  fate  ?  " 

"Alexander,"  said  Anne,  fluttering  as  she  had  never 
fluttered  before :  "you  have  so  many  titles  to  my  esteem. 
Oh  !  no,  that  won't  do.  See,  sir,  he  does  it  almost  as 
well  as  I  do. 

'  Live,  for  I  love  you ; 

My  life  is  liis  who  saved  that  lil'e  from  harm; 

Tills  i)l(3(lgu  attests  the  valor  of  your  arm.     Here,  look!'" 

And  she  returned  him  his  pocket-book. 

"  His  pocket-book  !  "  said  Nathan,  his  eyes  glazed  with 
wonder.  "Why,  how  did  liis  tragedy  come  in  his 
pocket-book  ;  I  mean,  his  pocket-book  in  his  tragedy  ; 
which  is  the  true  part,  and  which  is  the  lie?  Oh!  dear, 
the  dog  has  made  his  father  cry,  and  now  I  have  begun, 
1  don't  like  to  leave  off,  somehow."  Then,  before  his 
several  queries  could  be  answered,  he  continued,  "  So 
this  is  play  acting,  and  it's  a  sin  !  Well,  then  —  I  like 
it."  And  he  dried  his  eyes,  and  cast  a  look  of  brilliant 
satisfaction  on  all  the  company. 

He  was  then  silent,  but  Alexander  saw  him  tlu^  next 
minute  making  signals  to  him  to  ])ut  niore  iire  and 
determinaLi(ui  into  his  amorous  proposals. 
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Before  he  could  execute  these  instructions,  a  clock  on 
the  chimney-piece  struck  three. 

The  actress  started,  and  literally  bundled  father  and 
son  out  of  the  house,  for  in  those  days  plays  began  at 
five  o'clock, 

Mrs.  Oldfield,  however,  invited  them  to  sup  with 
her,  conditionally  ;  if  she  was  not  defeated  in  "  The 
Rival  Queens."  "If  I  am,"  said  she,  "it  will  be  your 
interest  to  keep  out  of  my  way  ;  for,  of  course,  I  shall 
attribute  it  to  the  interruptions  and  distractions  of  this 
morning." 

She  said  this  with  an  arch,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
rather  wicked  look,  and  Alexander's  face  burned  in  a 
moment. 

"  Oh,"  cried  he,  "  I  should  be  miserable  for  life." 

"  Should  you  ?  "  said  Anne. 

"  You  know  I  must." 

"  Well,  then  (and  a  single  gleam  of  lightning  shot  from 
her  eyes),  I  must  not  be  defeated." 

At  five  o'clock  the  theatre  was  packed  to  the  ceiling, 
and  the  curtain  rose  upon  "The  Rival  Queens,"  about 
which  play  much  nonsense  has  been  talked.  It  is  true, 
there  is  bombast  in  it,  and  one  or  two  speeches  that 
smack  of  Bedlam ;  but  there  is  not  more  bombast  than 
in  other  plays  of  the  epoch,  and  there  is  ten  times  as 
much  fire.  The  play  has  also  some  excellent  turns  of 
language  and  some  great  strokes  of  nature ;  in  particular 
the  representation  of  two  different  natures  agitated  to 
the  utmost  by  the  same  passion,  jealousy,  is  full  of 
genius. 

"  The  Rival  Queens  "  is  a  play  for  the  stage,  not  the 
closet.  Its  author  was  a  great  reader,  and  the  actors 
who  had  the  benefit  of  his  reading  charmed  the  public 
in  all  the  parts,  but  in  process  of  time  actors  arose  who 
had  not  that  advantage,   and   "  Alexander  the   Great '- 
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became  too  much  for  them.  They  could  not  carry  off 
his  smoke  or  burn  with  his  fire.  The  female  characters, 
however,  retained  ilie'ir  popularity  for  many  years  after 
the  death  of  the  autlior,  and  of  Betterton,  the  first  Alex- 
ander. They  are  the  two  most  equal  female  characters 
that  exist  in  one  tragedy.  Slight  preference  is  com- 
monly given  by  actors  to  the  part  of  Roxana,  but  when 
Mrs.  Bracegirdle  selected  that  part,  Mrs.  Oldfield  took 
Statira  with  perfect  complacency. 

The  theatre  was  full  —  the  audience  in  an  unusual 
state  of  excitement. 

The  early  part  of  the  first  act  received  but  little  atten- 
tion. At  length  Statira  glided  on  the  scene.  She  was 
greeted  with  considerable  applause;  in  answer  to  which 
she  did  not  duck  and  grin,  according  to  rule,  but  sweep- 
ing a  rapid  yet  dignified  courtes}',  she  barely  indicated 
her  acknowledgments,  remaining  Statira. 

"  '  Give  mo  a  knife,  a  draught  of  poison,  flames  ! 
Swell,  heart!  break,  break,  thou  .stiil)l)oi-n  thing!'" 

Her  predecessors  had  always  been  violent  in  this 
scene.  Mrs.  Oldfield  made  distress  its  prominent  senti- 
ment. The  critics  thought  her  too  quiet,  but  she  stole 
upon  the  hearts  of  the  audience,  and  enlisted  their  sym- 
pathy on  her  side  before  the  close  of  the  act. 

Mrs.  Bracegirdle,  who  stood  at  the  wing  during  the 
s(;ene,  turned  round  to  her  toady,  and  said,  shrugging 
her  shoulders,  "  Oh,  if  that  is  all  the  lady  can  do  ! " 

In  the  third  act  Mrs.  Bracegirdle  made  her  entree  with 
great  spirit,  speaking,  as  she  came  on,  the  line  — 

"  '  Oh,  you  liave  ruined  nie !     I  sliall  be  mad!'" 

She  was  received  with  great  applause,  on  which  she 
instantly  dropped  lloxana,  and  became  Mrs.  1'..,  all 
wreathed  in  smiles;   the  applause   being  ended,  she  re- 
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turned  to  Roxana  as  quickly  as  it  is  possible  to  do  after 
such  a  deviation.  She  played  the  scene  with  immense 
spirit  and  fire,  and  the  applause  was  much  greater  than 
Statira  had  obtained  in  the  first  act. 

Applause  is  the  actor's  test  of  success. 

The  two  queens  now  came  into  collision,  and  their 
dialogue  is  so  dramatic  that  I  hope  I  may  be  excused  for 
quoting  it,  with  all  its  faults. 

Ttoxana.    Madam,  I  hope  you  will  a  queen  forgive: 
Roxana  weeps  to  see  Statira  grieve ; 
How  noble  is  the  brave  resolve  you  make, 
To  quit  the  world  for  Alexander's  sake  ! 
Vast  is  your  mind,  you  dare  thus  greatly  die, 
And  yield  the  king  to  one  so  mean  as  I ; 
'Tis  a  revenge  will  make  tlie  victor  smart. 
And  much  I  fear  your  death  will  break  liis  heart. 

Statira.   You  counterfeit,  I  fear,  and  know  too  well 
How  much  your  eyes  all  beauties  else  excel : 
Roxana,  wlio  though  not  a  princess  born, 
In  chains  could  make  the  mighty  victor  mourn. 
Forgetting  power  when  wine  had  made  him  warm, 
And  senseless,  yet  even  then  you  knew  to  charm : 
Preserve  him  by  those  arts  that  cannot  fail, 
While  I  the  loss  of  what  I  love  bewail. 

Boxana.   I  hojje  your  majesty  will  give  me  leave 
To  wait  you  to  the  grove,  where  you  would  grieve ; 
Where,  like  the  turtle,  you  the  loss  will  moan 
Of  that  dear  mate,  and  murmur  all  alone. 

Statira.    No,  proud  ti-iumpher  o'er  mj  falling  state, 
Thou  shalt  not  stay  to  fill  me  with  my  fate ; 
Go  to  tlie  conquest  which  your  wiles  may  boast, 
And  tell  the  world  you  left  Statira  lost. 
Go  seize  my  faithless  Alexander's  hand. 
Both  hand  and  heart  were  once  at  my  command ; 
Grasp  his  lov'd  neck,  die  on  his  fragrant  breast, 
Love  him  like  me  wliose  love  can't  be  express'd. 
He  must  be  happy,  and  you  more  than  blest ; 
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While  I  in  darkness  hide  me  from  the  day, 
That  witli  my  mind  I  may  liis  form  survey. 
And  think  so  long,  till  I  think  life  away. 

Boxana.    No,  sickly  virtue,  no, 
Thou  shalt  not  think,  nor  thy  love's  loss  bemoan, 
Nor  shall  past  pleasures  through  thy  faney  rmi. 
That  were  to  make  thee  blest  as  1  can  be ; 
But  thy  no-thought  1  must,  I  will  decree ; 
As  thus,  I'll  torture  thee  till  thou  ai't  mad. 
And  then  no  thought  to  purpose  can  be  had. 

Slalira.   How  frail,  how  cowardly  is  woman's  mind  ! 
We  shriek  at  thunder,  dread  the  rustling  wind. 
And  glittering  swords  the  brightest  eyes,  will  blind; 
Yet  when  strong  jealousy  inHames  the  soul, 
The  weak  will  I'oar,  and  calms  to  tcmi)ests  roll. 
Rival,  take  heed,  and  tempt  me  not  too  far; 
My  blood  may  boil,  and  blushes  show  a  war. 

Iioxa7ia.   When  you  retire  to  your  romantic  cell, 
I'll  make  thy  solitary  mansion  hell ! 
Thou  shalt  not  rest  by  day,  nor  sleej)  by  night. 
But  still,  Koxana  shall  thy  spirit  fright; 
Wanton  in  dreams  if  thou  dar'st  dream  of  bliss, 
Thy  roving  ghost  may  think  to  steal  a  kiss  ; 
But  when  to  his  sought  l)ed  thy  wamrring  air 
Shall  for  the  haj)piness  it  wished  repair. 
How  will  it  groan  to  find  thy  rival  there  ? 
How  ghastly  wilt  thou  look  when  thou  shalt  see, 
Through  the  drawn  curtains  that  great  man  and  me. 
Wearied  with  laughing  joys  that  shot  to  the  soul. 
While  thou  shalt  grinning  stand,  and  gnash  thy  teeth,  and 
howl ! 

Statira.    O  barb'rous  rage  !  my  tears  I  cannot  keep. 
But  my  full  eyes  in  spite  of  me  will  weep. 

Boxana.   The  king  and  I  in  various  pictures  drawn. 
Clasping  each  other,  shaded  o'er  with  lawn. 
Shall  be  the  daily  presents  I  will  send. 
To  help  thy  sorrow  to  her  journey's  end; 
And  when  we  hear  at  last  thy  hour  draws  nigh, 
My  Alexander,  my  deal'  love,  and  I, 
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Will  come  and  hasten  on  thy  lingering  fates, 

And  smile  and  kiss  thy  soul  out  through  the  grates. 

Statira.   'Tis  well,  I  thank  thee  ;  thou  hast  waked  a  rage. 
Whose  boiling  now  no  temper  can  assuage  ; 
I  meet  thy  tides  of  jealousy  with  more. 
Dare  thee  to  duel,  and  dash  thee  o'er  and  o'er. 

Eoxana.   What  would  you  dare  ? 

Statira.    Whatever  you  dare  do. 
My  warring  thoughts  the  bloodiest  tracks  pursue; 
I  am  by  love  a  fury  made,  like  you ; 
Kill  or  be  killed,  thus  acted  by  despair. 

Roxana.   Sure  the  disdain'd  Statira  does  not  dare? 

Statira.  Yes,  tow'ring  proud  Roxana,  but  I  dare. 

Roxana.    I  tow'r  indeed  o'er  thee ; 
Like  a  fair  wood,  the  shade  of  kings  1  stand. 
While  thou,  sick  weed,  dost  but  infest  the  land. 

Statira.   No,  like  an  ivy  I  will  curl  thee  round. 
Thy  sapless  trunk  of  all  its  pride  confound. 
Then  dry  and  withered,  bend  thee  to  the  ground. 
What  Sisygambis'  threats,  objected  fears. 
My  sister's  sighs,  and  Alexander's  tears. 
Could  not  effect,  thy  rival  rage  lias  done ; 
My  soul,  whose  start  at  breach  of  oaths  begun. 
Shall  to  thy  ruin  violated  run. 
I'll  see  the  king  in  spite  of  all  1  swore, 
Tho'  cursed,  that  thou  may'st  never  see  him  more. 

In  this  female  duel  Statira  appeared  to  great  advan- 
tage. She  exhibited  the  more  feminine  character  of  the 
two.  The  marked  variety  of  sentiment  she  threw  into 
each  speech,  contrasted  favorably  with  the  other's  some- 
what vixenish  monotony ;  and  every  now  and  then  she 
gave  out  volcanic  flashes  of  great  power,  all  the  more 
effective  for  the  artful  reserve  she  had  hitherto  made  of 
her  physical  resources.  The  effect  was  electrical  when 
she,  the  tender  woman,  suddenly  wheeled  upon  her  oppo- 
nent with  the  words  "  Rival,  take  heed,"  etc.  And  now 
came  the  climax ;  now  it  was  that  Mrs.  Bracegirdle  paid 
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for  her  temporary  success.  Slie  had  gone  to  the  end  of 
her  tether  long  ago,  but  her  antagonist  had  been  working 
on  the  great  principle  of  art — Climax.  She  now  put 
forth  the  strength  she  had  economized ;  at  each  speech 
she  rose  and  swelled  higher,  and  higher,  and  higher. 
Her  frame  dilated,  her  voice  thundered,  her  eyes  light- 
ened, and  she  swept  the  audience  with  her  in  the  hurri- 
cane of  her  passion.  There  was  a  moment's  dead  silence, 
and  then  the  whole  theatre  burst  into  acclamations,  which 
were  renewed  again  and  again  ere  the  play  was  suffered 
to  proceed.  At  the  close  of  the  scene  Statira  had  over- 
whelmed Roxana;  and,  as  here  she  had  electrified  the 
audience,  so  in  the  concluding  passage  of  the  play  she 
melted  them  to  tears  —  the  piteous  anguish  of  her  regret 
at  being  separated  by  death  from  her  lover. 

"  '  What,  must  I  lose  my  life,  liiy  lord,  forever?  '  " 

And  then  her  pitying  tenderness  for  his  sorrow  ;  and 
then  her  prayer  to  him  to  live ;  and,  last,  that  exquisite 
touch  of  woman's  love,  more  angelic  than  man's  — 

"  '  Spai'o  Roxana's  life  ; 
'Twas  love  of  you  that  caused  lior  give  nie  death  ;  ' " 

and  her  death  with  no  thought  but  love,  love,  love,  upon 
her  lips ;  all  this  was  rendered  so  tenderly  and  so 
divinely,  that  no  heart  was  untouched,  and  few  eyes 
were  dry  now  in  the  crowded  theatre.  Statira  died  ; 
the  other  figures  remained  upon  the  stage,  but  to  the 
sjjcctators  the  play  was  over;  and  when  the  curtain  fell 
there  was  but  one  cry  —  "Oldfield  !  "  "Oldfield  !  " 

Til  those  days  peo})le  conceived  opinions  of  their  own 
in  matters  dramatic,  and  expressed  them  then  and  there. 
Roma  locxda  est,  and  Nance  Oldfield.  walk(Ml  into  her 
dressing-room  the  (juccn  of  the  I'higlish  stage. 
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Two  figures  in  the  pit  had  watched  this  singular  battle 
N^ith  thrilling  interest.  Alexander  sympathized  alter- 
nately with  the  actress  and  the  queen.  Kathan,  after 
hanging  his  head  most  sheepishly  for  the  first  five  min- 
utes, yielded  wholly  to  the  illusion  of  the  stage,  and  was 
"tiansported  out  of  this  ignorant  present  "  altogether ; 
to  him  Roxana  and  Statira  were  bond  fide  queens,  women, 
and  rivals.  The  Oldworthys  were  seated  in  critic's  row ; 
and  after  awhile  Nathan's  enthusiasm  and  excitement 
disturbed  old  gentlemen  who  came  to  judge  two  actresses, 
not  to  drink  poetry  all  alive  0. 

His  neighbors  proposed  to  eject  Nathan ;  the  said 
Nathan  on  this  gave  them  a  catalogue  of  actions,  any 
one  of  which,  he  said,  would  re-establish  his  constitu- 
tional rights  and  give  him  his  remedy  in  the  shape  6t 
damages:  he  wound  up  with  letting  them  know  he 
was  an  attorney-at-law.  On  this  they  abandoned  the 
idea  of  meddling  with  him  as  hastily  as  boys  drop 
the  baked  half-pence  in  a  scramble  provided  by  their 
philanthropical  seniors.  So  now  Mrs.  Oldfield  was 
queen  of  the  stage,  and  Alexander  had  access  to  her 
as  her  admirer,  and  Nathan  had  a  long  private  talk 
with  her,  and  then  with  some  misgivings  went  down 
to  Coventry. 

A  story  ought  to  end  with  a  marriage :  ought  it  not  ? 
Well,  this  one  does  not,  because  there  are  reasons  that 
compel  the  author  to  tell  the  truth.  The  poet  did  not 
marry  the  actress  and  beget  tragedies  and  comedies. 
Love  does  not  always  end  in  marriage,  even  behind  the 
scenes  of  a  theatre.  But  it  led  to  a  result,  the  value  of 
which  my  old  readers  know,  and  my  young  ones  will 
learn  —  it  led  to  a  very  tender  and  life-long  friendship. 
And,  oh!  how  few  out  of  the  great  aggregate  of  love 
aifairs  lead  to  so  higli,  or  so  good,  or  so  affectionate  a 
permanency  as  is  a  tender  friendship. 
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One  afternoon  Mrs.  Oldfield  wrote  rather  a  long 
letter  thus  addressed  in  the  fashion  of  the  day :  — 

To  Mk.  Nathan  Oldworthy, 

Attorney  at-Law, 

In  the  Town  of  Coventry, 
At  his  house  there  in  the  Market  street. 
This,  with  all  despatch. 

Nathan  read  it,  and  said,  "  God  forgive  me  for  think- 
ing ill  of  any  people  because  of  their  business,"  and  his 
eyes  filled. 

The  letter  described  to  Nathan  an  interview  the 
actress  had  with  Alexander.  That  interview  (several 
months  after  our  tale)  was  a  long,  and  at  some  moments 
a  distressing  one,  especially  to  poor  Alexander :  but  it 
had  been  long  meditated,  and  was  firmly  carried  out ;  in 
that  interview  this  generous  woman  conferred  one  of 
the  greatest  benefactions  on  Alexander  one  human 
being  can  hope  to  confer  on  another.  She  persuaded  a 
dramatic  author  to  turn  attorney.  He  was  very  reluc- 
tant then,  and  very  grateful  afterwards.  These  two 
were  never  to  one  another  as  though  all  had  never  been. 
They  were  friends  as  long  as  they  were  on  earth  to- 
gether. This  was  not  so  very  long.  Alexander  lived  to 
eighty-six ;  but  the  great  Oldfield  died  at  forty-seven. 
Whilst  she  lived,  she  always  consulted  her  Alexander  in 
all  difficulties.  One  day  she  sent  for  liim  :  and  he  came 
sadly  to  her  bedside  :  it  was  to  make  her  will.  He  was 
sadder  than  she  was.  She  died.  She  lay  in  state,  like 
a  royal  queen ;  and  noblemen  and  gentlemen  vied  to 
hold  her  pall  as  they  took  lier  to  the  home  she  had 
earned  in  Westminster  Abbey.  Alexander,  faithful  to 
the  last,  carried  out  all  her  last  requests :  and  he  tried, 
poor  soul,  to  rescue  her  fame  from  the  cruel  fate  that 
awaits    the    ijreat  artists  of   the    scene  —  oblivion.     He 
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wrote    her   epitaph.     It   is    first-rate   of   its  kind;   and 
prime  Latin  for  once  in  a  way  :  — 

Hie  juxta  requiescit 
Tot  inter  Poetarum  laudata  nomina 

ANNA   OLDFIELD. 

Nee  ipsa  minora  lande  digna. 

Nmaquam  ingeninm  idem  ad  partes 

Diversissimas  nobilius  fuit : 

Ita  tamen  ut  ad  singulas 

Non  facta  sed  nala  esse  videretm*. 

In  Tragoediis 

Formfe  splendor,  oris  dignitas,  incessus  majestas, 

Tanta  vocis  suavitate  temperabantur 

Ut  nemo  esset  tam  agrestis  tam  durus  spectator 

Quin  in  admirationem  totns  repei'etur. 

In  Comoedia  aiitem 

Tanta  vis,  tom  venusta  liilaritas, 

Tam  curiosa  felicitas, 

Ut  neque  sufficerent  spectando  oculi, 

Neque  plaudendo  manus. 

There,  brother,  I  have  done  what  I  can  for  your  sweet- 
heart, and  I  have  reprinted  your  epitaph  after  one 
hundred  years. 

But  neither  you  nor  I,  nor  all  our  pens,  can  fight 
against  the  laws  that  rule  the  arts.  Each  of  the  great 
arts  fails  in  something,  is  unapproachably  great  in 
others.  The  great  artists  of  the  scene  are  paid  in  cash ; 
they  cannot  draw  bills  at  fifty  years'  date. 

They  are  meteors  that  blaze  in  the  world's  eye,  and 
vanish. 

We  are  farthing  candles  that  cast  a  gleam  all  around 
four  yards  square  for  hours  and  hours. 

Alexander  lived  a  life  of  business,  honest,  honorable, 
and  graceful,  too  ;  for  the  true  poetic  feeling  is  ineradi- 
cable—  it  colors  a  man's    life  —  is   not    colored    by   it. 
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And  when  he  had  reached  a  great  old  age,  it  befell  that 
Alexander's  sight  grew  dim,  and  his  spirit  was  weary  of 
the  great  city,  and  his  memory'  grew  weak,  and  he  forgot 
parchments,  and  dates,  and  reports,  and  he  began  to  re- 
member as  though  it  was  yesterday  the  pleasant  fields, 
where  he  had  played  among  the  lambs  and  the  butter- 
cups in  the  morning  of  his  days.  And  the  old  man 
said  calmly,  "  Vixi  f  Therefore  now  I  will  go  down,  and 
see  once  more  those  pleasant  fields  ;  and  I  will  sit  in 
the  sun  a  little  while;  and  then  I  will  lie  beside  my 
father  in  the  old  churchyard."  And  he  did  so.  It  is 
near  a  hundred  years  ago  now. 

So  Anne  Oldfield  sleeps  in  Westminster  Abbey,  near 
the  poets  whose  thoughts  took  treble  glory  from  her 
while  she  adorned  the  world ;  and  Alexander  Oldworthy 
lies  humbly  beneath  the  shadow  of  the  great  old  lofty 
spire  in  the  town  of  Coventry. 

Requiescat  in  pace  ! 

"  And  all  Christian  souls,  I  pray  Heaven." 
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The  readers  of  "  It  is  Never  too  Late  to  Mend  "  may 
remember  that  in  Vol.  II.  the  chaplain  set  the  thief  to 
write  his  life  honestly.  He  was  not  to  whitewash  and 
then  gild  himself,  nor  yet  to  vent  one  long  self-deceiving 
howl  of  general  and  therefore  sham  penitence,  but  he  was 
to  be,  with  God's  help,  his  own  historian  and  sober  critic. 
Accordingly  Thomas  Robinson  wrote  this  autobiography 

in Jail :  and  my  readers  may  have  noticed  that  at 

first  I  intended  to  print  it  with  the  novel. 

It  cost  me  a  struggle  to  resign  this  intention ;  for  it 
was  the  central  gem  of  my  little  coronet.  But  the  novel, 
without  the  autobiography,  was  five  ordinary  volumes  by 
printers'  calculation,  and  a  story  within  a  story  is  a  fright- 
ful flaw  in  art. 

Moreover,  I  was  attacking  settled,  long-standing  prej- 
udices. Prejudice  is  a  giant,  against  whom  truth  and 
humanity  need  to  be  defended  with  great  spirit,  and,  in 
some  desperate  cases,  with  a  tiger-like  ferocity :  "  A  dur 
dne  dur  aiguillon : "  but  there  must  be  some  judgment 
too ;  and,  take  my  word  for  it,  there  always  has  been 
some  judgment  used,  wherever  so  hard  a  battle  is  won. 
I  feared  then  to  multiply  paradoxes,  and  to  draw  once 
too  often  on  the  faith  of  the  public,  as  well  as  on  its 
good  heart,  I,  who  carried  no  personal  weight  with  me- 
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But  I  think  mj^  readers  are  now  ripe  for  tliis  strange 
but  true  story,  and  I  dedicate  it  in  particular  to  such  as 
Avill  deign  to  accept  this  clew  to  my  method  in  writing :  — 

I  feign  probabilities ;  I  record  improbabilities  :  the 
former  are  conjectures,  the  latter  truths  :  mixed,  they 
make  a  thing  not  so  true  as  gospel  nor  so  false  as 
history ;  viz.,  fiction. 

When  I  startle  you  most,  think  twice  before  you 
disbelieve  me.  What  able  deceiver  aims  at  shocking 
credulity  ?  Distrust  rather  my  oil}^  probabilities.  They 
should  be  true  too  if  I  could  make  them  ;  but  I  can't : 
they  are  guesses. 

You  have  seen  Thomas  Robinson,  alias  Hie,  alias  Ille, 
alias  Tste,  tinted  in  water-colors  by  me :  now  see  him 
painted  in  oils  by  himself,  and  retouched  by  Mr.  Eden. 

A  thief  is  a  man :  and  a  man's  life  is  like  those 
geographical  fragments  children  learn  "the  contagious 
countries  "  by.  The  pieces  are  a  puzzle  :  but  put  them 
together  carefully,  and  lo !  they  are  a  map. 

The  thief  then  mapped  his  puzzle;  and  I  think  his 
work  will  stand. 

These  caged  autobiographers  have  a  great  advantage 
as  writers  over  other  autobiographers  that  sing  false 
notes  of  egotism  in  London  squares,  and  American  villas 
built  aire  alieuo. 

Carceravis  has  been  publicly  convicted.  Mavis  and 
Philomele  have  not  met  with  so  much  justice.  They 
could  eclipse  the  novelist  and  the  historian  ;  but  they 
don't  even  rival  them.  An  alternative  lies  before  them  : 
to  chronicle  themselves  and  their  acts,  and  so  add  great 
instructive  pictures  of  man  to  the  immortal  part  of 
literature,  or  to  idealize,  as  our  pedants  call  it,  to  slur, 
falsify,  color  themselves  up  here  and  tone  themselves 
down  there.  Unfortunately  for  letters  they  invariably 
choose  the  liedeal :  and  instead  of  coming  out  bright  as 
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stars,  the  interesting,  curious,  instructive,  valuable 
rogues,  humbugs,  and  courtesans  they  are,  and  so  being 
the  darlings  of  posterity,  they  go  mincing  to  trunkerity, 
tame,  negative,  insipid,  characterless  creatures,  not  good 
enough  for  example,  not  bad  enough  for  a  warning,  but 
excellent  lining  for  a  band-box. 

No.  It  is  to  the  detected  part  of  the  community  we 
must  look  for  an  honest  autobiography.  Not  that  self- 
deception  ever  retires  wholly  from  a  human  heart,  but 
that  in  these  there  is  no  good  opinion  of  the  world  to 
back  their  self-deception.  It  is  not  so  with  many  an 
unconvicted  rogue,  who  is  far  below  an  average  felon : 
the  banker  who  steals  not  from  strangers  but  friends ; 
steals  from  those  who  have  a  claim  to  his  gratitude  as 
well  as  his  honesty :  the  rector  who  preaches  Christ, 
and  swindles  the  young  curate  out  of  every  halfpenny 
contrary  to  law,  because  the  poor  boy  must  get  a  title 
though  he  buy  it  and  begin  life  with  debt :  how  will  he 
end  it  ?  The  anonymous  assassin,  the  cowardly  caitiff 
of  a  scribbler  who,  with  no  temptation  but  mere  envy, 
stabs  the  great  in  the  dark  and  truckles  to  them  face  to 
face.  A  felon  is  a  man,  and  often  a  resolute  one ;  but 
what  is  this  thing  that  stabs  and  runs  away  into  a  hole  ? 

The  shopkee])ing  assassin  who  puts  red-lead  (a  deadly 
poison)  into  red  pepper,  and  sells  death  to  those  by 
whom  he  lives. 

The  shopkeeping  assassin  who  puts  copper,  a  deadly 
and  cumulative  poison,  into  pickles  and  preserves ;  and 
poisons  those  by  whom  he  lives.  The  English  assassin 
who  poisons  the  young  children  wholesale  in  their  sugar- 
plums, and  then  reads  with  virtuous  indignation  of  the 
sepoys  who  bayoneted  them  in  their  rage  instead  of  kill- 
ing them  cannily. 

The  miller,  abandoned  of  God,  and  awaiting  here  on 
earth  his  eternal  damnation,  who,  king  of  all  these 
15 
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Borgias,  thief  and  nmrderer  at  once,  poisons  young  and 
old  at  life's  fountain,  breaks  life's  very  staff,  mixes 
plaster  of  Paris  with  the  flour  that  is  the  food  of  all 
men,  the  only  food,  alas,  of  more  than  half  the  world. 

These  and  a  score  more  respectables  are  the  hope- 
less cases.  A  cracksman  or  a  swell  mobsman  is  terribly 
hard  to  cure.  But  these  are  incurable.  The  world's 
good  opinion  fortifies  their  delusion.  They  open  their 
eyes  for  the  first  time  in  hell.  A  pickpocket  now  and 
then  opens  them  in  jail. 

We  owe  to Jail    this   slippery  one  who   paints 

himself  a  slipperyish  one,  and  does  not  falsify  as  well 
as  filch. 

It  is  important  to  observe  that  this  is  the  man's  his- 
tory not  after  the  events  recorded  in  the  novel,  but 
before.  His  foundation,  not  his  roof.  On  this  autobi- 
ographer  the  benign  influences  of  religion,  the  solidify- 
ing effect  of  property,  and  the  guardianship  of  a  shrewd 
but  honest  wife,  have  since  been  bestowed  by  Heaven. 

Add  then  this  autobiography  to  his  character  as  drawn 
by  me  in  the  novel,  and  you  possess  the  whole  portrait : 
and  now  it  will  be  for  you  to  judge  whether  for  once 
we  have  taken  a  character  that  exists  on  a  large  scale 
in  nature,  and  added  it  to  fiction,  or,  here  too,  have 
printed  a  shadow,  and  called  it  a  man. 

AUTOIUOGRAPHY. 

I  DID  nothing  that  I  particularly  remember  until  I 
was  fifteen,  except  learn  my  lessons,  with  now  and  then 
a  fight.  I  lived  with  my  mother  in  Edinburgh.  One 
day  a  person  of  gentlemanly  appearance  met  a  band  of 
us  as  we  were  going  to  school,  and  in(|uired  for  me  by 
name.  He  took  me  aside  into  a  tavern,  and,  after  treat- 
ing me,  revealed  himself  to  me  as  my  father.     He  also 
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gave  me  a  crown,  and  promised  to  see  me  again :  but 
was  unfortunately  prevented,  or  perhaps  forgot. 

My  education  being  now  considered  complete,  I  went 
to  receive  lessons  in  anatomy,  at  which  I  remained  for 
the  space  of  nine  months. 

I  now  formed  an  acquaintance  with  a  young  lady. 
(At  this  time  I  was  staying  with  my  godfather  upon  my 
mother's  decease.)  But  she  was  unfortunately  a  Roman- 
ist, and  on  this  account  my  godfather  ordered  me  to 
leave  off  her  acquaintance,  which  I  refusing,  he  ordered 
me  out  of  the  house.  I  complied  with  this  harsh  man- 
date, but  first  collected «  all  the  money  I  could  find, 
which  amounted  to  abotit  fifty  pounds  —  and  with  this 
I  went  to  Dunfermline,  and  from  there  to  the  Rumbling 
Brigg,  where  I  lodged  with  a  couple  well  to  do :  I  paid 
my  board  while  my  money  lasted  —  but  being  now 
empty,  and  my  host  finding  I  was  a  scholar,  I  agreed  to 
give  him  three  lessons  a  day  upon  the  sly,  for  which  he 
privately  contracted  to  give  me  secretly  the  money  to 
pay  his  wife  my  board. 

This  lasted  three  months ;  but  one  evening  as  we  were 
at  our  studies,  and  having  neglected  to  lock  the  door, 
being  become  too  bold  by  past  impunity,  the  wife,  who 
had  discovered  our  retreat,  having  listened  a  moment  or 
two,  burst  suddenly  in  upon  us,  and  falling  ^  on  her 
knees,  exclaimed,  — 

"  Good  heavens  !  am  I  married  to  a  man  who  does  not 
know  that  three  times  five  make  fifteen  ?  "  and  burst 
into  a  flood  of  tears  and  reproaches. 

This  was  the  line  of  the  table  he  was  unfortunately 
repeating  to  me  at  the  time. 

His  wife's  conduct  raising  a  counter-excitement  in 
my  pupil,  and  finding  I  had  lighted  a  flame  which  would 
not  easily  be  extinguished,  I  thought  proper  to  retire 
and  go  back  to  Dunfermline.  Here  I  learned  my  first 
trade  of  the  many  I  have  practised. 
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I  engaged  myself  to  a  master  weaver  and  petty  manu- 
facturer. Besides  learning  to  take  drafts  of  patterns, 
etc.,  I  used  to  cast  his  accounts ;  but  one  day  he  sent  me 
to  the  bank  to  draw  some  money  ;  on  this  I  absconded 
with  the  money  and  went  to  Edinburgh. 

He  pursued  me  so  closely,  that  with  the  aid  of  the 
police  he  apprehended  me  before  I  had  time  to  spend 
it ;  to  avoid  punishment  I  gave  him  back  the  money,  all 
but  seventeen  shillings,  and  he,  who  was  a  good-natured 
man,  wished  me  to  go  back  to  my  place;  but  having 
borne  a  good  name  in  the  place  until  then,  I  thought 
shame  to  go  back ;  so  I  went  to  Newcastle,  after  bor- 
rowing of  my  c  late  nuister  fifteen  shillings  for  the 
journey. 

At  Newcastle  I  went  into  a  chemist's  shop  for  some 
eougli-lozenges  :  now  it  happened  that  a  woman  in  tlie 
sho})  asked  lor  some  medicine.  I  forget  jtist  now  what 
it  was,  but  the  sho])-boy  took  down  the  wrong ;  lie  took 
down  a  bottle  containing  camomile,  I  remember  that  — 
so  I  told  the  boy  that  he  mistook  th(!  Latin  term  ;  thij 
naturally  attracted  the  master's  attention,  and  he  looked 
up  and  saw  I  was  correct ;  so  then  he  asked  me  several 
questions,  and  finding  mc  fit  for  his  jMirpose,  he  took  mc 
into  his  service  —  and  here  for  a  long  while  all  my  sor- 
rows were  at  an  end :  for  I  took  a  delight  in  studying 
my  master's  interests  and  laying  up  knowledge. 

lie  favored  me  with  his  instructions,  and  1  enjoyed 
at  times  the  company  of  his  daughter,  which  was  to  me 
a  comfort  above  all,  and  with  whom  1  felt  myself  soon 
deep  in  love,  and  with  her  I  spent  many  a  happy  liour 
after  the  business  of  the  day  was  over,  walking  out  in 
the  evenings,  while  the  moon  with  lier  bright  and  gentle 
rays  gave  to  all  things  a  deligiitful  appearance,  and 
seemed  to  lift  up  our  minds  to  something  above  the  grov- 
elling cares  of  Time  — or  we  heard  the  plaintive  notes  of 
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the  nightingale  breaking  tlie  silence  of  the  night,  and 
calling  ns  to  join  him  in  his  songs  of  praise  to  the  God 
of  Nature.  But  sweeter  still  than  the  voice  of  the 
nightingale  was  the  voice  of  my  companion,  which  was 
sweetest  of  all  when  its  topic  d  would  run  to  that 
portion  which  forms  the  golden  part  of  Cupid's  dart. 

In  these  innocent  joys  I  spent  four  years. 

But  one  unfortunate  evening,  having  a  drop  too  much 
at  the  time,  I  met  Miss  B.  as  usual,  and  opportunity  and 
temptation  unfortunately  occurring,  I  was  guilty  of  a 
felony  that  has  always  remained  on  my  conscience  more 
than  any  of  those  acts  I  have  been  guilty  of,  which  the 
law  describes  to  be  the  highest  crimes. 

From  that  night  our  walks  beneith  the  moon  by  the 
river-side  were  no  longer  innocent,  and  we  were  no 
longer  happy. 

0  ^  cursed  night  and  place  that  robbed  a  virgin  of 
her  purity  !  and  0  cursed  Tyne,  why  did  not  thou  over- 
flow thy  banks  and  drive  me  away  ?  —  if  now  thy  fount- 
ain-spring was  to  pour  out  streams  of  flaming  lava,  it 
would  not  purge  the  disgrace  out  of  thy  dark  banks  — 
nay,  if  thy  banks  themselves  were  to  become  gold,  they 
would  not  ransom  the  character  lost  on  that  night  nor 
restore  the  rest  and  quiet  that  now  fled  from  my  pillow. 

Four  months  had  scarce  elapsed  before  I  learned  that 
consequences  of  a  serious  kind  were  to  be  expected. 

1  was  in  great  perplexity :  at  last,  taking  a  desperate 
course,  I  with  much  hesitation  asked  my  master  for  his 
daughter's  hand. 

My  master,  who,  though  a  good-natured  was  a  hasty 
man,  turned  black  and  red  at  the  idea,  but  recovering 
himself  soon  he  turned  it  off  as  a  jest.  I  saw  by  this 
that  he  would  never  consent,  and,  dreading  discovery,  I 
got  a  friend  of  mine  to  write  to  me/  from  Edinburgh 
that  my  sister  lay  at  the  point  of  death  and  begged  to 
see  me. 
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Showing  this  letter  to  my  master,  I  got  leave  of 
absence  and  a  present  for  the  journey,  with  which  I 
started,  promising  to  return  in  a  week,  but  with  no  such 
intention. 

I  arrived  at  Edinburgh,  and  found  my  sister,  whom  I 
liad  spoken  of  as  dying,  just  on  the  eve  of  marriage. 
I  was  at  the  wedding,  but  the  nuptial  feast  was  no  feast 
to  me,  for  it  only  recalled  the  thoughts  of  my  own  guilt. 

I  now  began  the  world  again. 

I  went  to  Stirling  and  obtained  a  situation  with  a 
baker ;  but  the  work  was  much  too  hard  for  me,  so  I  left 
him  in  two  days,  and  took  «  with  me  three  pounds  ten 
shillings ;  was  apprehended  in  Glasgow,  and  got  sixty 
days. 

On  receiving  my  liberty  I  enlisted  in  Her  Majesty's 
service  and  was  marched  on  board  the  Pique  frigate 
bound  for  the  West  Indies. 

Here  1  remained  until  we  got  to  Plymouth,  where  I 
made  my  escape,  but  was  retaken  in  the  town  and  brouglit 
back  to  the  ship  and  put  in  irons  on  the  spar-deck  under 
cover  of  a  tarpaulin  —  this  was  my  prison  till  we 
reached  St.  Vincent :  we  anchored  here  for  two  days,  and 
in  the  confusion  of  getting  under  weigh  again  I  watched 
my  opportunity,  and  having  broken  my  padlock  the  day 
before,  1  stole  into  the  captain's  cabin,  he  being  on  deck, 
and  took  away  a  suit  of  his  clothes,  and  dropped  into  the 
water;  and  the  weather  being  calm,  and  I  being  an  ex- 
cellent swimmer,  I  swam  alongside  a  brigantine  that  lay 
at  anchor  in  the  bay,  and  hailing  her  from  the  surface 
of  the  water,  sang  out,  "  Hallo !  are  you  short  of  hands  ?  " 

"  AVe  are,"  was  the  reply,  "  where  do  you  hail  from  ?  " 

"  What  has  that  to  do  with  it  ? "  said  I.  So  they 
hauled  me  on  board. 

The  master,  finding  I  liad  been  educated,  sent  me  on 
shf)r(!  to  his  brotlicr  wlio  kept  a  store;  and  so  now  1  was 
liis  shopman. 
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I  lived  with  my  new  master:  we  used  to  come  to  tlie 
shop  in  the  morning  and  go  home  at  night.  We  lived  a 
mile  and  a  half  out  of  the  town  in  a  pretty  Gothic 
house,  which  stood  in  the  middle  of  a  delightful  garden 
bordered  by  sugar-canes ;  in  front  of  the  house  was 
an  avenue  of  orange  and  lemon  trees  mixed ;  their 
branches  bent  with  the  exuberance  of  the  fruit;  and  the 
ground  glittered  with  great  shaddocks  and  limes,  that 
lay  like  lumps  of  gold,  unheeded  and  rotting  for  abun- 
dance. The  air  too  was  filled  with  the  scent  of  thou- 
sands of  rich  flowers  that  were  scattered  about,  some  by 
nature,  some  by  the  hand  of  man  —  in  short,  it  was  an 
earthly  paradise,  in  which  I  might  have  ended  my  days 
if  the  demon  of  change  had  not  filled  my  mind  with  the 
desire  to  behold  once  more  ray  native  country  —  stupid 
fool. 

I  set  sail,  and  after  a  stormy  passage  reached  the 
port  of  London. 

I  lodged  in  the  Commercial  Road  till  my  money  was 
nearly  gone,  and  then  I  became  disconsolate. 

Wandering  one  day  in  the  Ratcliffe  highway  it  was 
my  luck  to  fall  in  with  an  old  acquaintance,  whom  I  had 
known  through  being  in  trouble  together ;  he  introduced 
me  to  a  lodging-house  keeper  in  the  neighborhood,  who, 
after  a  few  words  with  my  companion,  told  me  "  it  was 
all  right,  we  should  find  means  of  settling." 

I  went  to  bed,  and  when  I  wanted  to  get  up,  my  clothes 
were  stolen,  with  the  few  shillings  I  had  left.  Remon- 
strating with  the  landlord,  he  said,  "  Oh,  it  is  a  mistake," 
and  disappearing  for  a  few  minutes,  during  which  I 
heard  high  words  and  a  bit  of  a  tussle,  he  returned  with 
my  clothes  and  money. 

The  next  day,  seeing  me  very  dull,  and  concluding  by 
that  I  was  ripe  for  business,  he  inquired  the  cause  of 
my  uneasiness. 
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I  told  him  my  last  shilling  was  melting. 

He  laughed  at  this  cause  of  trouble. 

"  You  don't  know,"  said  he,  '"'you  are  in  the  mint." 

"  In  the  mint  ?  "  said  I. 

"Yes,"  was  his  reply;  "in  the  mint,  my  boy ;"  and 
with  that  he  took  up  a  chisel  and  went  to  the  chimney 
and  carefully  removed  a  loose  brick,  and  took  out  of  the 
gap  a  tin  box :  he  opened  the  box,  and  coins  of  every 
sort  in  profusion  flashed  upon  iny  bewildered  eyes  —  and 
not  only  coins,  but  dies  and  metal  of  all  sorts  for  making 
them. 

"Now,"  said  Crcesus,  "having  gone  so  far  you  must 
take  the  oath  at  once." 

Four  men  and  four  females  were  then  summoned,  and 
standing  in  the  middle  of  them,  I  took  a  solemn  oath  to 
this  effect :  — 

"  I  hereby  swear  never  to  tell  any  one  liow  to  make  '  s]ioffle,' 
nor  where  I  learned  it,  nor  yet  to  use  any  kind  of  hmguage 
that  may  lead  to  the  .sanu;,  upon  pain  ol'  death." 

Here  followed  imprecations  upon  my  eyes  and  limbs,  if 
broken,  such  as  are  used  among  Freemasons,  etc.,  but  not 
being  fit  for  your  reverence's  ears,  I  supi)ress  that  part. 

Tlie  next  process  was  to  go  and  change  a  base  sover- 
eign, which  I  did  accordingly,  returning  with  nineteen 
and  sixjjence,  and  of  wliich  sixpence  went  for  the  gin. 

Behold  me  now  a  shoffle-pitcher.  But  it  was  never  my 
way  to  remain  at  the  bottom  of  any  business  that  1  found 
worth  studying.  I  therefore  in  the  course  of  six  months 
learned  to  coin  first  a  shilling,  then  a  sovereign,  then  the 
most  difficult  of  all,  a  crown ;  and  last  of  all  to  make  the 
inouhls  for  eM'.h.  of  these  coins;  and  as  soon  as  I  fouml  I 
could  nuike  a  mould  for  a  crown,  I  dissolved  partnership, 
and  went  to  Gravesend  on  my  own  bottom. 

Your  reverence  will  l)hiine  nn;  ](!ss  for  tliis  rev(jlt  if  I 
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tell  you  the  terms  on  wliich  we  worked  with  him  whom 
I  have  called  Croesus,  and  his  name  did  begin  with  a  C. 

He  had  the  half  of  every  coin  we  uttered  —  he  had  the 
cost  of  the  metal  besides,  and  the  half  of  every  article 
purchased  in  the  process  of  uttering. 

Now  this  was  not  fair :  at  least  I  think  not,  because 
he  did  not  share  the  risk. 

I  jjitched  on  my  own  account  about  a  month  ;  then 
finding  the  trade  stale,  and  having  once  or  twice  nar- 
rowly missed  being  apprehended,  I  returned  to  London 
and  betook  myself  to  the  diligent  study  of  housebreak- 
ing. I  learned  from  a  master  how  to  make  false  keys  — 
and  having  money  by  me,  and  courting  the  company  of 
the  best  cracksmen,  and  listening  to  all  they  said  with 
respect  and  attention,  I  attracted  notice,  and  was  made 
a  member  of  the  body,  and  soon  after  permitted  to  take 
part  in  a  job.  It  was  a  doctor's  shop  in  the  Commercial 
Road,  and  my  sliare  came  to  fifty  pounds.  And  this  was 
only  the  first  of  many  transactions  of  the  kiiul. 

And  as  it  becomes  every  one  that  is  in  a  business  to 
master  it  if  possible,  I  will  tell  your  reverence  how  I 
att(MKled  to  mine,  trusting  you  will  not  make  it  generally 
public,  as  it  is  not  considered  honorable  among  us  to 
reveal  the  secrets  of  business,  but  only  on  account  of 
your  goodness  I  am  willing  to  put  you  on  your  guard,  and 
also  your  own  friends  —  that  is  to  say,  such  of  them  as 
have  got  anything  to  lose  :  but  hope  it  will  go  no  farther 
than  the  jail. 

Now  as  the  chief  work  of  practitioners  in  our  line  is 
to  find  out  where  the  money  or  valuables  are  kept,  this 
was  my  plan  :  — 

If  it  was  a  shop,  I  would  go  in  and  buy  something, 
give  the  shopman  a  sovereign,  and  notice  wliere  he  put 
it,  and  from  whence  lie  took  the  change,  and  at  tlu^  same 
time  how  tlie  door  was  fastened,  whether  with  a  lock  or 
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bar,  or  while  my  pal  (for  we  always  went  in  pairs)  was 
engaging  the  shopman,  I  would  take  the  dimensions  of 
the  same. 

Or,  if  it  was  a  dwelling-house,  I  would  go  and  present 
the  mistress  with  a  card  stating  I  was  a  china  or  glass 
mender,  a  French-polisher,  a  teacher  of  music  or  dancing ; 
and  try  every  move  to  get  admittance  into  the  parlor,  and 
then  you  may  be  sure  my  eyes  were  not  shut. 

Or  else  I  would  go  and  offer  the  servant  some  article 
for  sale  as  a  hawker,  and  would  chaff  and  flatter  her,  and 
so  perhaps  get  a  notion  where  the  plate  was  kept,  and 
the  next  week  come  and  fetch  it  away. 

In  the  course  of  a  few  weeks  I  had  collected  some- 
where about  one  hundred  pounds  in  money  and  valuables, 
and  finding  the  police  had  scent  of  me,  I  left  London  and 
went  down  by  the  Leith  smack  to  Edinburgh. 

Here  I  visited  my  friends,  and  passed  myself  off  in 
their  society  for  a  thriving  tradesman. 

I  also  sent  some  money  to  Miss  B.,  —  not  that  money 
could  repay  the  injury  I  had  done  her,  but  still  it  would 
make  her  friends  more  civil  to  see  that  she  wanted  for 
nothing. 

If  my  real  character  had  not  got  wind  in  Newcastle, 
I  think  at  this  time  they  would  have  let  me  marry 
her,  and  I  think,  bad  as  I  am,  T  should  have  mended 
for  her  sake,  for  she  was  the  only  woman  I  ever  really 
loved  •9. 

It  is  an  old  saying  that  "  The  money  which  comes  by 
the  wind  goes  by  the  water." 

I  have  made  thousands,  but  never  could  keep  as  much 
as  a  five-pound  note. 

In  about  a  month  nearly  all  my  money  was  melted,  and 
I  set  out  on  a  cruise  again. 

Falling  into  some  of  my  old  haunts  in  Yorkshire,  I 
met   with  a  friend    who   maniifactured   base  coin,  and, 
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having  passed  a  quantity  of  this  and  being  now  at  my 
ease,  I  determined  to  study  a  new  profession, 

I  therefore  secluded  myself  from  all  my  idle  compan- 
ions, took  a  quiet  lodging,  bought  several  medical  books, 
and  studied  the  human  frame  and  the  disorders  to  which 
it  is  subject. 

I  studied  night  and  day  with  the  same  diligence  I 
had  given  to  coining,  housebreaking,  and  my  other  pro- 
fessions. 

In  about  a  month  I  considered  myself  fit  to  start, 
which  I  accordingly  did  with  as  much  pomp  as  I  could 
command,  having  seen  how  far  that  goes  towards  success 
in  the  learned  professions. 

I  engaged  a  servant  with  a  handsome  livery  to  deliver 
my  bills  at  the  most  respectable  doors,  and  attend  upon 
me  when  I  addressed  the  public. 

I  had  a  thousand  bills  printed,  representing  myself 
as  Dr.  Scott  from  Edinburgh,  and  I  furnished  myself 
with  testimonials  from  respectable  parties  ;  I  mean,  that 
would  have  been,  but  who,  in  point  of  fact,  had  no 
existence :  and  printed  them  at  the  foot  of  my  bills. 

My  plan  was,  on  entering  a  town,  first  to  go  for  the 
more  respectable  customers  by  putting  up  at  a  good  inn, 
making  friends  with  the  landlord,  and  sending  my  foot- 
man round  with  my  bills  —  but  before  leaving  I  used  to 
appear  in  my  true  colors,  as  an  itinerant  quack. 

In  this  capacity  I  used  to  harangue  the  people  and 
sell  my  drugs. 

In  my  public  discourses  I  always  ran  down  the  regu- 
lar practitioner,  as  we  are  all  obliged  to  do,  and  the 
plan  I  used  to  follow  was  cool  irony  —  I  found  this  went 
farther  than  pretending  to  get  into  a  heat. 

Unlike  most  quacks,  I  did  not  apply  one  or  two 
remedies  to  every  disorder,  and  I  met  with  wonderful 
success,  especially   with   the  women ;  partly,  I   think, 
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because  with  them  imagination  goes  far,  and  my  patter 
inspired  them  with  more  confidence  than  the  regular 
doctors  coukl,  not  having  the  gift  of  the  gab. 

"While  travelling  as  a  doctor,  I  never  would  accept 
money  from  any  of  my  patients  until  the  disease,  what- 
ever it  might  be,  took  a  turn  for  the  better ;  and  even 
then,  my  charges  were  always  low  ;  but  to  make  up  I 
did  pass  a  deal  of  base  coin  wherever  I  travelled. 

The  following  were  some  of  my  most  remarkable 
cures  :  — 

The  landlady  of  a  public-house  at  York,  of  a  dysen- 
tery. 

At  Wakefield  I  reduced  an  imposthume,  which  the 
proprietor  was  going  to  have  cut,  if  it  had  not  been  for 
me. 

At  Hull  I  actually  cured  a  respectable  v/oman  of  a 
cataract,  and  was  praised  in  the  public  journals. 

These  and  a  hundred  ordinary  cures  are  the  benefits 
I  rendered  the  public  in  return  for  the  many  wrongs  I 
have  done  it. 

I  had  been  practising  pharmacy  some  three  months, 
when  one  day  I  received  a  letter  from  Xewcastle. 

It  was  from  Miss  B.'s  uncle,  telling  me  I  might  visit 
her  now. 

The  letter  was  very  short,  and  tliere  Avas  sonu'thing 
about  it  I  did  not  understand;  so  that,  instead  of  filling 
me  with  delight  as  such  a  letter  would  a  while  ago,  I 
set  out  for  Newcastle  flush  of  cash  but  full  of  per- 
plexity. 

I  reached  Newcastle,  and  lest  lier  friends  should  have 
changed  their  mind  again,  and  receive  inc  with  an 
affront,  I  went  to  an  ale-house  convenient  to  lii-r  resi- 
dence, and  sent  for  her  younger  brother,  who  had  never 
been  so  much  against  me  as  the  others. 

He  came  directly,  and  I  began  to  i»ut  a  do/.t'u   ques- 
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tions  to  him  :  but  he  maintained  silence  ;  he  hung  his 
head  and  said,  "Don't  ask  me — you  will  soon  know  — 
and  since  you  are  here,  come  without  loss  of  time,"  and 
he  led  the  way  in  gloomy  silence. 

I  was  taken  into  the  house,  and  after  some  little  delay 
was  allowed  to  go  i;p  into  her  room  —  I  shall  never 
forget  it. 

Her  cheeks  that  used  to  be  like  two  roses,  were  now 
pale  and  ghastly,  and  her  beaming  eyes  were  dull  and 
sunk  in  her  head  ;  only  her  voice  and  her  smile  were  as 
sweet  as  ever. 

Her  first  word  was,  "  I  have  only  waited  for  this  " — 
then  she  stretched  out  her  hand  and  thanked  me  in  a 
sweet  and  composed  tone  of  voice,  "  for  coming  to  per- 
form the  last  part  of  a  husband's  duty  "  —  but  here  her 
feelings  overcame  her,  and  the  poor  thing  burst  into  a 
flood  of  tears,  and  I  fell  on  my  knees  and  sobbed  and 
cried  with  her,  and  her  relations  somehow  felt  that  they 
were  not  to  come  between  us  any  more  now,  and  they 
looked  at  one  another  and  left  the  room  without  any 
noise,  and  we  were  alone  a  little  while. 

And  then  I  kneeled  down  again,  and  prayed  her  to 
forgive  the  injury  I  had  done  her  person  and  character 

—  and  then  she  answered,  like  a  woman,  that  she  was 
to  blame,  and  not  I  —  and  this  answer  from  her,  and  she 
dying,  went  through  me  like  a  knife,  and  I  prayed  to 
die  for  her,  or  at  least  to  die  with  her ;  and  bursting  into 
unmanly  and  useless  grief,  and  grovelling  in  anguish 
and  remorse  upon  the  floor,  some  of  them  came  in  and 
interfered  for  her  sake,  and  very  properly  led  me  away 

—  and  not  in  an  unkind  manner,  for  which  may  God 
bless  them  any  way. 

I  hope  your  reverence  may  never  feel  as  I  did  —  I 
had  no  acute  sense  of  grief  or  pain  —  bodily  or  mental 
pain  would  have  been  a  relief  —  I  felt  dead  —  my  body 
seemed  dead,  my  heart  seemed  dead. 
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I  crawled  to  my  inn,  and  crawled  into  bed,  and  lay 
sleepless  but  motionless  till  daybreak.  Then  I  rose  and 
went  down  to  the  river-side  and  walked  up  and  down  — 
and  at  about  nine,  when  I  thought  the  family  would  be 
\\p,  I  went  to  the  house. 

The  moment  I  came  in  sight  of  the  house,  I  saw  all 
the  shutters  were  up.  But  it  gave  me  scarcely  any 
shock,  for  I  was  stone,  and  I  seemed  to  know  before  this 
that  all  was  over. 

They  wished  me  to  see  her,  but  I  was  unable  then 
—  but  the  day  before  she  was  buried  I  took  a  last  look 
at  her —  it  did  not  seem  to  be  her,  but  only  some  shell 
or  frame  she  had  once  inhabited  —  now  a  ruinous  heap 
of  corruption  :  and  that  is  an  awful  word. 

Is  it  a  castle,  —  there  was  a  time  when  the  heart  of 
the  bold  soldier  burned  with  ardor  to  defend  it. 

Is  it  a  senate,  —  there  was  a  time  when  the  loud 
applause  of  eloquence  thundered  from  its  roof. 

Or  is  it  a  temple,  — there  was  a  time  when  the  Avhite- 
stoled  priest  called  down  the  fire  from  heaven  to  bless 
the  sacrifice. 

But  here  is  a  temple,  one  not  made  with  hands,  the 
architecture  of  which  is  too  sublime  for  our  minds  to 
conceive,  a  temple  that  was  erected  to  be  the  seat  of  its 
Maker,  one  in  which  dwelt  not  only  the  image  but  the 
spirit  of  its  Creator :  let  me  ask  then  why  was  it  thus 
left  desolate,  and  whither  has  its  tenant  gone  ? 

Tell  me,  ye  seas,  whose  waves  roll  and  ripple  at  our 
feet  or  thunder  on  our  vessels,  tell  me  have  ye  secji  the 
airy  stranger  float  along  your  surface,  and  whither  has 
it  winged  its  way  ? 

Tell  me,  ye  winds,  harpers  of  the  mountain  forest ; 
methinks  ye  could ;  for  there  are  times  ye  whisper 
gently  and  seem  as  if  ye  were  holding  communion  with 
departed  spirits  ;  tell  me,  have  ye  seen  this  airy  stranger, 
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and  whither  has  she  gone  ?  Tell  me,  ye  dazzling  worlds 
that  perform  your  regular  but  mystic  dance  upon  the 
airy  surface ;  tell  me,  have  ye  seen  this  airy  stranger 
wing  her  way  through  your  aerial  canopy,  and  whither 
has  it  gone  ? 

Such  thoughts  as  these  followed  the  first  anguish  at 
losing  her,  and  to  all  these  inquiries  one  answer  seemed 
to  come  back  to  me  from  all  creation  — 

"  The  body  returns  to  the  dust,  and  the  soul  to  God 
who  gave  it." 

And  when  I  compared  this  answer  with  my  own  con- 
duct, I  felt  I  was  far  behind ;  and  over  my  poor  sweet- 
heart's grave  I  vowed  to  amend  my  life  —  that  one  day 
I  might  hope  to  meet  her  again.  The  first  three  days 
after  the  funeral  I  tried  in  every  direction  for  an  honest 
situation. 

The  fourth,  I  fell  from  all  my  good  resolutions. 

In  my  despair  I  had  recourse  to  drink,  and  was  undone. 
I  was  drunk  for  a  whole  week,  and  by  the  end  of  that 
time  was  penniless. 

Let  mankind  take  warning  by  my  fate,  and  not  fancy 
the  habit  of  drink  can  be  formed  with  safety.  Up  to 
this  time,  though  like  all  the  world  I  had  wasted  a  large 
portion  of  my  gains  upon  drink,  yet  I  had  never  gone  at 
it  like  a  madman.  But  what  of  that  ?  the  habit  was 
formed,  it  was  there  waiting  like  a  lion  for  its  prey, 
waiting  for  a  great  opportunity,  your  reverence  —  one 
came  —  I  was  in  despair,  —  my  appetite  was  gone,  and 
drink  comforted  my  stomach :  my  heart  was  dead,  and 
drink  made  it  beat.  I  had  recourse  to  this  solace, 
and  became  a  beast.  As  I  said  before,  for  a  whole  week 
I  was  never  not  to  say  sober. 

No  man  and  no  woman  is  safe  that  has  once  formed 
the  fatal  habit  of  looking  to  drink  for  solace  —  or  cheer- 
fulness —  or    comfort  h.     While    the    world    goes    well 
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they  will  likely  be  temperate :  but  the  habit  is  built, 
the  railroad  to  destruction  is  cut  ready  for  use,  the  trams 
are  laid  down,  and  the  station-houses  erected ;  and  the 
train  is  on  the  line  waiting  only  for  the  locomotive. 
Well,  the  first  great  trouble  or  hopeless  grief  is  the  loco- 
motive :  it  comes  to  us,  it  grapples  us,  and  away  we  go 
in  a  moment  down  the  line  we  have  been  years  construct- 
ing like  a  flash  of  lightning  to  the  devil. 

1  woke  one  afternoon  sober  and  penniless. 

From  drunkenness  to  thieving  is  not  a  very  wide  leap 
even  to  those  who  are  beginning  an  evil  career  —  to  me 
it  was  no  more  than  crossing  a  gutter.  I  pawned  my 
watch  and  got  on  board  the  steamer  for  London,  and 
back  to  my  old  haunts. 

I  soon  fell  in  with  an  old  pal  and  l)orro\ved  ten  pounds 
of  him  and  began  first  to  pass  and  after  that  to  coin 
"  shoffle :  "  and,  when  that  was  not  quick  work  enough, 
took  to  housebreaking  and  shoplifting  again. 

But  in  the  early  part  of  this  cha[)ter  of  my  career, 
having  very  little  cash,  for  part  of  the  ten  pounds  went 
for  clothes,  I  was  obliged  to  be  moderate  in  my  expenses, 
and  I  accordingly  spent  a  week  in  a  lodging-house  kept 
by  an  old  friend  of  mine,  which  1  will  try  to  describe. 

The  house  itself  is  divided  into  two  separate  compai't- 
ments  beside  the  bed-chambers. 

The  first,  or  state  apartment,  is  for  professional 
thieves. 

The  back  room  is  for  those  street  tradi^s  that  lie 
between  thieving  and  commerce. 

My  friend  ushered  me  in  here,  and  there  were  more 
than  a  score  of  them  all  gazing  with  their  mouths  o])en 
at  the  n(Mv-comer  —  all  engaged  at  various  labors,  and 
talking  a  dozen  different  branches  of  cant. 

SouK!  were  making  mats,  some  arranging  articles  for 
bale  in  their  baskets  or  on    their  trays,   some   nudiing 
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matches,  the  "  askers "  selling  their  begged  bread  at 
three  halfpence  the  pound,  another  tuning  up  his  fiddle, 
the  whole  lot  comparing  notes  to  the  detriment  of  the 
public,  the  beggar  telling  the  match-maker  at  what  house 
they  gave  him  meat  or  money,  the  hawker  and  mat- 
maker  exchanging  the  same  sort  of  profitable  informa- 
tion, by  which  many  au  easy-going  gentleman,  that 
thinks  himself  obscure,  gets  his  habits  published  among 
the  dregs  of  society,  and  perhaps  a  nickname  tacked  on 
to  him,  and  more  people  knowing  him  by  it  than  know 
him  by  his  own. 

Then  there  was  the  "buzzer"  practising  his  necro- 
mancy ;  presently  in  came  a  "  sneaker  "  with  half  a  firkin 
of  butter  for  sale  at  fourpence  per  pound,  on  which  the 
women  fell  to  abusing  their  men  because  they  had  not 
enough  money  to  buy  ten  or  twelve  pounds ;  children 
crying,  and  all  in  a  mighty  way  because  the  fountain  is 
not  boiling. 

In  the  corner  was  a  handsome  young  female  evidently 
a  stranger,  biting  the  end  of  her  apron-string,  her  mind 
not  being  able  to  comprehend  the  fulness  of  the  scene. 

"  Here  is  a  sweetheart  for  you  and  all,"  said  my  friend. 
"  She  is  waiting  for  her  husband  to  come  back,"  added 
he,  winking  to  me. 

Her  husband,  as  she  had  called  the  man  who  had 
enticed  her  from  her  friends,  never  came  back,  and 
indeed  nobody  except  herself  ever  thought  he  would. 

Then  to  amuse  her  mind  I  requested  her  to  go  au 
errand  for  me  —  she  agreed  —  I  gave  her  a  base  sov- 
ereign and  sent  her  to  buy  groceries,  which  when  she 
had  done,  I  invited  her  to  take  tea  with  me,  and  over 
our  tea  she  told  me  her  story  without  reserve. 

Finding  she  was  a  decent  girl,  and  apparently  had 
never  made  but  this  one  sli}),  I  determined  to  enter  into 
partnership  with  her  if  she  would  consent. 
16 
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Strange  as  it  may  appear,  I  felt  the  want  of  a  female 
companion  now  in  a  way  I  never  had  until  Miss  B.'s 
death.  I  believe  my  nerves  were  shaken  by  that  sad 
event,  and  I  began  to  want  to  see  a  woman's  face  opposite 
me,  and  to  hear  the  soft  notes  of  a  female  voice. 

Three  days  after  our  first  meeting  we  were  married 
according  to  the  custom  of  the  house ;  i.e.,  a  traveller 
dressed  in  a  white  sheet,  with  holes  cut  for  his  arms, 
read  a  few  sentences  of  the  marriage-service  to  us  —  he 
then  drew  a  line  on  the  floor  with  a  piece  of  chalk  and 
made  us  leap  over  it  in  succession,  while  he  recited  in  a 
solemn  voice  the  following  :  — 

"Leap  rogue,  and  follow  jade, 
Mull  and  wife  for  evermore." 

Which  concluded  the  ceremony,  and  we  were  man  and 
wife  in  the  eyes  of  all  the  lodgers,  unless  we  should 
agree  to  be  untied,  which  could  only  be  done  by  the 
same  party,  or  his  successor,  and  with  other  ceremonies, 
and  above  all  —  fees  !  We  soon  left  this  house  and  set 
up  a  lodging  of  our  own.  She  made  me  very  com- 
fortable when  I  was  at  home,  and  I  let  her  want  for 
nothing. 

I  lived  nearly  three  years  in  London  this  bout,  and, 
owing  to  the  company  I  kept,  I  got  the  cockney  phrase 
and  twang,  so  that  I  fear  I  will  never  entirely  get  rid  of 
tlu^m.  Indeed,  I  am  commonly  taken  for  a  cockney, 
which  is  a  sad  disgrace  to  a  man  born  north  of  the 
Tweed  i. 

At  the  end  of  this  time  my  wife's  friends  sent  to  beg 
her  to  come  home,  which  she  asked  my  leave  to  do  —  I 
consented,  and  we  were  untied,  and  parted  with  mutual 
expressions  of  esteem.  I'^inding  London  rather  dull 
after  slie  was  gone,  I  agreed  to  join  a  gang  of  us  that 
were  about  to  make  a  pruvinci;d  trip. 
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We  went  to  Mortimer,  a  village  in  Berkshire  —  the 
scene  of  our  business  was  Reading  and  its  neighbor- 
hood —  we  committed  some  very  daring  robberies  in 
Reading  and  Caversham,  that  will  not  soon  be  for- 
gotten. 

We  broke  into  one  house  in  Reading  in  open  day  — 
it  was  Sunday,  and  the  whole  family  were  gone  to 
church  —  we  rifled  the  house,  and  left  a  paper  on  the 
table,  on  which,  I  am  ashamedi  to  tell  your  reverence, 
I  wrote, — 

"  Watch  as  well  as  pray ! " 

But  this  could  not  last  forever.  I  had  been  out  fish- 
ing all  day  (a  sport  I  am  very  fond  of)  when  returning 
towards  dusk  I  saw  a  strange  face  at  one  of  the  windows 
of  our  house. 

Not  quite  understanding  this,  I  turned  back  and  went 
a  mile  round,  to  where  I  could  see  the  back  of  the  house 
without  being  recognized  —  and  my  caution  was  not 
wasted. 

I  soon  found  that  the  house  was  in  the  possession  of 
the  police,  and  that  all  or  most  of  my  comrades  were 
nabbed. 

Having  some  money  about  me  I  decamped,  and  re- 
turning to  town,  found  two  of  my  companions  about  to 
start  for  California,  dazzled  by  the  accounts  we  heard 
of  the  fortunes  made  there  by  digging  and  levying  the 
roadside  tax  on  those  who  dug. 

I  joined  them,  and  after  a  voyage  of  six  months  we 
landed  at  San  Francisco. 

Your  reverence  has  often  heard  me  talk  of  my  adven- 
tures in  that  country,  and  you  have  often  forbade  me  to 
be  always  thinking  and  talking  about  gold  —  I  will 
therefore  abstain  from  relating  my  adventures  in  the 
New  World  —  in  fact  they  would  of  themselves  fill  a 
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volume  —  suffice  it  to  say  I  had  at  one  time  twelve 
hundred  pounds  in  money  and  gold-dust,  but  I  wasted 
the  greater  part,  and  by  a  just  retribution  was  robbed 
of  the  rest. 

T  returned  to  London  with  ten  pounds  and  a  nugget 
which  I  sold  for  twenty-five  pounds  in  Threadneedle 
Street. 

And  now,  not  liking  the  smoke  of  London,  after  one 
or  two  successful  jobs,  which  swelled  my  stock  to  a  mat- 
ter of  sixty  pounds,  I  bought  some  new  clothes,  and 
went  down  to  Reading,  but  not  thinking  it  prudent  to 
remain  there  long,  I  crossed  the  river  and  went  into 
Oxfordshire. 

I  heard  of  a  farmer  who  sometimes  took  a  lodger, 
and  as  I  was  well  dressed,  and  he  too  honest  to  be 
suspicious,  we  soon  came  to  terms. 

The  farmer  was  George  Fielding,  of  whoin  your 
reverence  has  often  heard  me  speak. 

I  never  met  with  such  a  character  as  his  :  he  did  not 
seem  to  know  anything  about  lying,  far  less  taking 
anything  without  paying  for  it. 

When  I  hrst  lodged  with  him,  T  had,  of  course,  an 
eye  to  business,  but  I  got  so  fond  of  him  k  I  could 
not  take  anything  of  his — and  he  was  attached  to  me 
too,  until  one  unlucky  day  he  found  out  my  real  charac- 
ter; and  then  he  insulted  me  —  and  now  he  despises  me. 

I  spent  four  innocent  months  here,  and  I  often 
thought,  if  I  could  have  such  an  honest  man  as  George 
Fielding  always  close  to  my  side  all  day,  I  could  keep 
from  taking  anything  all  the  rest  of  my  life — but  un- 
luckily my  money  gradually  melted;  in  which  state  I 
went  to  a  fair  in  the  neighborhood.  I  saw  a  rich  farmer 
take  out  some  notes  and  make  a  payment,  and  put  the 
rest  back  into  a  side  })Ocket — almost  before  it  reached 
the  bottom  of  his  pocket  it  was  in  mine. 
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The  country  banks  close  at  three  o'clock,  and  it  was 
near  four  at  the  time  —  I  got  rid  therefore  of  the  Bank 
of  England  notes,  meaning  to  change  the  others  when  a 
good  opportunity  should  occur. 

But  meantime  I  suppose  measures  were  taken  against 
me  —  any  way  the  police, came  down  from  London,  and 
I  was  seized,  identified,  and  put  to  an  open  shame. 

This,  the  last  passage  of  my  life,  went  nearer  to  drive 
me  to  despair  than  all  the  rest ;  for  I  had  begun  to  taste 
the  sweets  of  innocence,  and  to  love  honesty  under  the 
name  of  George  Fielding. 

I  was  convicted  at  the  assizes,  and  being  recognized  as 
having  been  seven  times  in  prison,  and  notoriously  guilty 
of  many  felonies  besides,  they  sentenced  me  to  twelve 
months  imprisonment,  and  transportation  for  ten  years. 

I  have  been  six  months  in  this  jail,  where  I  have  met 
with  most  cruel  treatment,  being  forced  to  labor  beyond 
my  strength  even  when  weakened  by  sickness ;  and 
punished  for  mere  inability  :  and,  besides  the  harm  this 
wrought  my  body,  it  hardened  my  heart  and  made  me 
look  on  mankind  as  my  enemy. 

But,  after  that,  your  reverence  was  sent  here  by 
Heaven  to  our  relief. 

It  was  my  good-fortune  to  find  in  you  a  gentleman 
whose  heart  was  large  enough  to  feel  for  all  who  suffer, 
and  whose  understanding  could  comprehend  that  a  con- 
vict is  a  man,  and  this  has  been  a  godsend  to  me,  and 
may  the  Almighty  bless  you  for  all  your  goodness,  and 
above  all  for  your  constant  battle  to  save  us  poor  fellows' 
souls,  and,  when  you  stand  one  day  at  the  great  tribunal, 
may  many  a  black  sheep  stand  round  you  that  the  world 
perhaps  took  for  goats  to  the  last ! 

Well,  sir,  when  I  look  back  upon  my  past  life,  of 
which  what  I  have  written  here  is  no  more  than  a  single 
page  out  of  volumes  and  volumes,  when  I  think  of  the 
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many  opportunities  I  liave  had  of  doing  good  to  myself 
and  others,  and  then  think  of  how  it  all  ends  —  a  con- 
victed felon,  doomed  to  pass  the  remainder  of  my  life  in 
shame  and  exile,  debarred  from  situations  where  I  could 
execute  my  talents,  and  felon  printed  upon  me,  I  am 
whiles  tempted  to  put  the  gas-pipe  that  is  in  my  cell 
into  my  mouth  and  suck  the  poisonous  vapor  into  my 
lungs,  and  thus  with  crime  to  end  a  life  of  crime.  But 
then  your  face  rises  up  before  me  and  expostulates  with 
a  look,  and  bids  me  be  patient  and  hope,  also  your  words 
that  I  ought  to  be  thankful  to  God  for  His  mercy  in 
giving  me  time  to  reflect  on  the  enormity  of  my  crimes, 
and  not  cutting  me  down  as  a  cumberer  of  the  ground. 

But,  above  all,  I  feel  it  would  be  ungrateful  to  you 
and  grieve  you  if  I  was  to  make  away  with  myself  under 
your  eye;  or  even  to  despair. 

I  will  try  my  best  to  be  somebody  yet  if  only  for  your 
reverence's  sake ;  for  it  is  a  shame  a  gentleman  like  you 
should  give  his  days  and  his  nights,  and  all  the  blood  in 
his  heart,  to  saving  us  poor  fellows  from  perdition,  and 
be  continually  disappointed. 

So  once  more  thanking  your  reverence  for  all  kind- 
ness, and  for  setting  me  to  write  this,  which  has  amused 
and  whiled  away  some  weary  hours,  and  begging  you  to 
excuse  all  faults  and  blunders,  for  in  my  busy  life  writ- 
ing is  an  art  I  have  had  no  time  to  give  my  mind  to,  I 
close  this  record  of  the  disgraceful  past,  and,  here  in  my 
cell,  envying  the  cripple  round  whom  the  free  air  plays 
and  on  whom  the  sun  shines,  I  await  the  gloomy  future. 

Thomas     * 

—  nlhts  Wilkinson, 

—  alias  Lyon, 

—  alias  McPherson, 

—  alias  Scott, 

—  alias  Howard, 

—  alias  Robinson. 
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a.  "  Collected  ''  and  ''  took  with  me."  No  such  thing. 
''  Stole "  is  the  word  that  represents  the  transactions. 
Always  be  precise  !  Never  tamper  with  words ;  call  a 
spade  a  spade  and  a  picklock  a  picklock  —  that  is  the 
tirst  step  towards  digging  instead  of  thieving. 

b.  She  did  not  fall  on  her  knees ;  you  put  that  in  for 
stage  effect,  and  it  produces  none,  the  gesture  is  so 
manifestly  inappropriate. 

c.  And  he  lent  it  you.  Pause  a  moment  and  look  at 
yourself  by  the  side  of  this  honest  (irascible  ? )  and 
magnanimous,  honest  man,  Avhose  hand  a  single  para- 
graph of  yours  made  me  long  to  grasp  in  mine. 

(/.  "  When  its  topic  would  run  to  that  portion  which 
forms  the  golden  part  of  Cupid's  dart."  —  This  sentence 
is  rank  nonsense  —  no  more  of  this,  or  I  shall  fear  I  have 
warmed  a  poetaster. 

e.  "  0  cursed  night  and  place  that  robbed  a  virgin  of 
her  purity.  And  O  cursed  Tyne "  that  did  not  turn 
policeman  —  and  oh  blessed  Robinson  that  was  alone  to 
blame.  Why,  what  bombast  is  this  ?  Always  put  the 
saddle  on  the  right  horse !  and  don't  be  so  fond  of  curs- 
ing —  believe  me,  it  is  a  bad  habit.  You  cursed  Mr. 
Hawes  who  needed  all  our  prayers — you  cursed  him  in 
earnest :  and  now  you  are  off  at  a  tangent  evading  those 
just  expressions  of  serious  self-reproach  proper  to  the 
situation,  and  cursing  in  jest  the  coaly  Tyne,  benefactor 
of  a  province,  and  the  night,  a  blessing  wide  as  the  world. 
Bless  and  curse  not ! 

/.  The  turning-point  of  your  life.  Had  j^ou  stayed  at 
Newcastle  and  faced  it  out  like  a  man,  there  would  have 
been  a  storm,  I  grant  you,  the  old  chemist  would  have 
raved:  but  nature  is  strong;  for  his  daughter's  sake  he 
would  have  ended  by  marrying  you  to  her,  and  you 
would  be  master  of  the  shop  now  —  an  honest  citizen  of 
Newcastle ;  but  though  you  had  given  up  theft  you  had 
not  forgotten  how  to  lie. 
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Observe !  —  this  is  a  new  starting-point ;  all  the  rest 
of  your  life  will  be  a  consequence  of  that  single  false- 
hood—  so  now  we  shall  see  whether  the  Bible  is  wrong 
in  its  hatred  and  terror  of  a  lie. 

g.  You  did  not  love  her,  don't  flatter  yourself ;  if  a 
thief  loved  a  woman  he  would  steal  her  ;  if  a  five-pound 
note  had  been  as  easy  to  filch  from  the  old  chemist  as 
this  poor  girl,  I  know  who  would  have  taken  it,  collected 
it,  removed  it,  abstracted  it,  and  changed  its  relative 
situation.  You  never  loved  her.  But  I  fear  she  loved 
you. 

h.    Real  wisdom  and  observation  in  this  remark. 

i.  Why  is  a  twang  worse  than  a  brogue  ?  and  why 
should  it  disgrace  the  native  of  a  small  nation  to  be 
taken  for  the  native  of  a  great  nation  ?  Is  a  sucker 
nobler  than  its  tree  ? 

j.  "Ashamed  ?  •'  —  The  little  humbug  could  not  resist 
showing  me  his  wit,  of  which  he  says  he  is  ashamed. 

k.  That  I  can  readily  believe  of  you,  and  it  is  by  your 
affections  we  must  try  and  save  you  with  God's  help. 

I  sum  up  your  career  as  Dr.  Johnson  did  the  "  Beggar's 
Opera." 

Here  is  a  hihefaction  of  all  principle. 

Man}'  good  impulses  —  dug  in  sand. 

Many  good  feelings  —  mistable  as  water. 

Many  good  resolves  —  written  in  air. 

But  not  the  thousandth  part  of  a  grain  of  principle. 

But  how  human  your  sad  story  is  in  every  part ;  yet 
there  are  people  who  will  dream  that  you  and  your 
fellows  are  monsters,  and  prescribe  monstrous  remedies 
for  your  souls. 

I  thank  you  for  the  general  candor  of  your  narrative : 
it  renders  my  task  a  little  easier. 

I  have  many  things  to  say  to  you  seriously  and  sadly 
about  })oints  in  this  story  :  abov(*  all,  I  must  show  you 
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that  you  are  not  innocent  of  poor  Miss  B.'s  death,  whose 
unhappy  fate  has  made  me  very  sad  —  my  poor  fellow, 
you  have  not  yet  comprehended  how  much  this  poor  girl 
loved  you :  nor  the  variety  of  tortures  she  was  enduring 
all  the  while  you  were  jaunting  it  at  your  ease  all  over 
the  world.  These  killed  her  —  I  will  make  you  see  this 
and  repent  far  more  deeply  than  you  have  done.  Half 
the  cruelty  in  the  world  comes  by  want  of  intelligence. 

I  must  compliment  you  on  your  literary  powers  :  this 
is  really  an  astonishing  composition  for  a  complete 
novice  :  I  observe  that  towards  the  close  of  it,  short  as 
it  is,  you  have  already  become  a  better  writer  than  you 
were  at  starting — your  style  more  disengaged,  fewer 
Sir  Ablative  Absolutes,  polysyllables,  involved  sentences, 
and  less  ungrammatical  eloquence. 

If  it  will  give  you  any  pleasure  to  hear  it,  know  that 
in  a  pretty  large  experience  of  scholars,  artists,  lawyers, 
and  men  of  business,  I  never  encountered  a  man  with 
livelier  and  more  versatile  powers  than  yourself.  You 
ought  to  be  leading  the  House  of  Commons ;  and  you  are 
here ! 

I  do  not,  however,  admire  most  the  passages  on  which 
you  probably  pride  yourself;  for  instance,  the  sublime 
passage  beginning  "  Is  it  a  castle  ?  " 

Here  rhetoric  intruded  unseasonably  upon  feeling. 
The  plain  narrative  of  your  poor  sweetheart's  death-bed, 
of  her  telling  you  woman-like  that  she  was  more  to 
blame  for  being  tempted  than  you  for  tempting  her,  her 
death  and  your  remorse,  moistened  my  eyes  as  I  read: 
but  your  sublime  reflections  dried  them  on  the  spot. 

Your  eloquence  reminded  me  that  you  are  a  humbug, 
and  never  really  loved  this  poor  girl ;  all  the  worse  for 

You  felt,  and  feel  remorse,  and  shall  feel  more,  but 
you  never  loved  Miss  B. :  do  not  flatter  yourself. 
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It  is  liardly  fair  to  dissect  the  sublime  ;  still  permit 
me  with  due  timidity  and  respect  to  suggest  that  you 
have  taken  similitudes  and  called  them  distinctions  — 
contrasted  where  you  should  have  compared.  A  mould- 
ering castle,  a  mute  senate  house,  and  a  ruined  temple 
are  not  unlike,  but  like,  an  inanimate  body. 

What  says  the  poet,  writing  of  a  skull  ? 

"  Can  all  that  saint,  sage,  sophist,  ever  writ, 
People  this  lonely  hall,  this  tenement  refit?" 

In  matters  literary,  begin  with  logic;  build  on  that 
rhetoric  or  what  ornaments  you  will. 

In  matters  moral,  begin  with  a  grain  of  sense  and  prin- 
ciple, and  on  them  raise  the  ingenuity  and  versatile 
talents  of  Mr.  Thomas  Robinson !  Thus  you  shall  not 
sublimely  stumble  in  letters,  nor  in  conduct  be  an  in- 
genious, able,  versatile,  gifted,  clever,  blockhead  and 
fool. 

You  called  the  nightingale  "  him." 

This  shocks  an  innocent  prejudice. 

In  science,  it  is  to  be  feared  there  are  cock  nightin- 
gales. But  you  are  favoring  us  with  a  poetic  touch,  and 
in  poetry  nightingales  are  all  hens. 

Remind  me  some  day  to  tell  you  the  story  of  Philo- 
mele. 

Your  closing  sentences  are  sad,  and  would  make  me 
sad  or  sadder  if  I  saw  your  real  mind  in  them  :  but  this 
is  only  a  temporary  despondency,  the  effect  of  separate 
confinement,  which  is  bogiiiiiing  to  tell  on  you  spite  of 
all  we  can  do. 

I  shall  get  your  sentence  shortened,  and  you  will  soon 
cross  the  water :  so  you  see  there  is  nothing  to  despond 
about  —  your  prospects  were  never  so  bright — you  are 
now  master  of  one  craft  and  well  advanced  in  others; 
you  are  at  no   man's   mercy ;  your  own  hands  avail  to 
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reed,  and  keep,  and  clothe  you.  Be  honest,  and  you  will 
always  be  well  off.  Consecrate  your  talents  to  God's 
service,  and  you  will  most  likely  be  happy  even  in  this 
world.  And  for  the  short  time  you  have  to  remain  in 
confinement  we  will  find  you  all  the  occupation  and 
amusement  the  law  permits  ;  and  if  you  ever  feel  greatly 
depressed,  ring  that  moment  for  Evans  or  me,  and  we 
will  chase  the  foul  fiend  away. 

So  cheer  up,  and  don't  fancy  you  are  alone,  when  by 
putting  out  your  hand  you  can  bring  an  honest  fellow  to 
your  side  who  pities  you,  and  me  who  love  you. 

F.  E. 

PRISON  THOUGHTS. 

Caged  in  a  prison  cell,  how  sad,  yet  true. 

Does  the  lone  heart  bring  former  scenes  to  view. 

Till  the  racked  mind  with  bitter  frensy  driven, 

Maligns  the  just  decrees  of  IVIan  and  Heaven. 

The  grated  barrs,  and  iron  studded  door, 

The  cold  bare  walls,  and  chilly  pavement  floor, 

The  hammock,  table,  stool,  and  pious  book. 

The  jailors  stealthy  tread,  and  jealous  look. 

Force  back  the  maddened  thoughts  to  other  days, 

When  joyous  youth  was  crowned  with  hopeful  bays : 

E'er  rank  luxuriant  Folly  reigned  supreme. 

As  if  this  Life  was  nothing  but  a  dream. 

Or  the  dire  Cup  had  seared  the  unblighted  heart,. 

And  caused  all  holy  feelings  to  dejjart,  — 

E'er  Each  sweet  hour  so  innocently  gay. 

Passed  like  a  mellow  Summers'  eve  away. 

Cursed  be  the  hour,  when  first  I  turned  asti'ay. 

Fi'om  keeping  sacred  Gods  own  hallowed  day  — 

When  first  I  learned  to  sip  the  poisoned  bowl, 

That  kills  the  body  and  corrupts  the  soul. 

'Twas  then  my  godly  lessons,  one  by  one, 

Fled  from  my  giddy  heart  till  all  were  gone. 

And  left  behind  a  waste  and  dreary  wild, 

A  conscience  hardened  ;  and  a  soul  defiled. 
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—  Oh !  when  I  think  on  what  I've  been  ;  and  see, 
My  present  state,  and  think  what  I  may  be, 
Dlspair,  and  horror,  burns  and  boils  within, 
For  years  of  Folly  and  continued  sin  ; 

Until  my  brain  seems  bursting  with  the  dread. 
Of  Heaven's  just  judgments  falling  on  my  head. 
No  banefull  passions  tired  my  tranquill  mind, 
No  wild  unruly  thoughts  raged  uncon  lined. 
But  all  was  fair,  and  gladsome  as  the  grove, 
Where  warbling  songsters  live  in  artless  love  — . 

—  How  changed  my  lot,  —  No  Sister,  Mother,  Sire, 
Now  fondly  sit,  around  the  wintry  fire ; 

No  household  song  beguiles  the  lengthened  night. 

No  homely  jest  creates  a  fond  delight. 

No  sabbath  morning  sees  us  now  engage. 

In  rap't  attention  on  the  hoi}'  page, 

Or  hears  the  swelling  notes  of  praise  and  prayer. 

Borne  on  the  breese,  &  floating  on  the  Air. 

Oh !  could  my  parents  shades  but  bend  on  earth. 

They'd  mourn  like  me  the  morning  of  my  birth, . 

—  Almighty  Father !  —  God  of  Life  and  Death, ! 
Give,  oh  !  give  we,  a  true  and  living  Faith, 
Bestow  Thy  quickening  Spirit,  and  impart 
Thy  saving  Grace  to  tran(]uillizo  my  heart, 
That  I  may  better  live,  for  time  to  come, 

And  rear  my  spirit  for  Thy  heavenly  home. ! 

THE  LAW  AND  THE  GOSPEL. 

A  sermon  preached  in  the  Chapel  of  *  Jail,  on  Simday, 
9th  January,  1849,  from  Matthew  5th  ami  17th,  by  the  Rev. 
Francis  Eden  and  versified 

1$Y   ONE   or  THE   PRISONERS. 

'Mid  rolling  clouds  of  fearfull  smoke, 
'Mid  lightnings  flash,  and  thunders  roar, 

'Mid  loud  contimied  sounds,  which  shook. 
The  startled  earth  from  sliore  to  shore,  ! 

'Mid  volumes  of  dcvouiiiig  flame, 

Unseen,  yet  fell,  tiic  Ainiigiily  came,! 
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Lo !  on  INIount  Sinia's  giddy  height, 

Is  reared  Jehovahs  awfull  throne. 
Pregnant  with  Heavens  ethereal  light. 

Too  glorious  to  be  gazed  upon, 
While  beams  of  dazzling  brightness  bound 
The  Circuit  of  the  hallowed  ground  ; 

Hark  !  as  the  Appalling  voice  of  God, 
Proclaims  the  Law  of  Life  and  Death, 

Nature,  overburdened  with  the  load. 
Holds  hard  her  almost  fleeting  breath. 

While  sunless  heaven,  and  darkened  air 

Are  hung  with  blackness  of  dispair, ! 

Offspring  of  Gentile,  and  of  Jew, 

Descendants  of  a  common  stock. 
These  great  eternal  Laws  for  you 

Were  thundered  from  Mount  Sinia's  rock; 
And  ill  or  good  on  him  shall  fall. 
Who  breaks  but  one,  or  keeps  them  all. 

But  oh  !  weak  man  can  n'eer  obey. 

Laws  with  such  fearfull  justice  fraught. 

For  every  moment  of  the  day 

He  sins  in  Word  or  deed,  or  thought. 

The  Law  of  Death  would  thus  enslave  him. 

Did  not  a  pardoning  Gospel  save  him,, 

From  Calvary's  hill  a  stream  proceeds, 
Whose  cleansing  merits  all  may  share, 

Aye,  even  although  their  guilt  exceeds 

The  weight  of  what  the  earth  can  bear.         ' 

For  Christs  atoning  blood  can  clean. 

A  hell  deserving  world  from  sin. 

No  lightnings  flash,  no  scowling  sky. 
No  trembling  mount  of  smoke  and  flame, 

No  crashing  thunder  boomed  from  high. 
When  our  Great  Mediator  came  : 

But  Seraphs  sounds  announced  to  earth 

Glad  tidings  of  a  Saviours  birth. 
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No  chosen  consecrated  priest, 

No  heaps  of  slain  or  seas  of  blood, 

Nor  solemn  Fast,  nor  stated  Feast, 
Can  now  apjiease  a  Jealous  God, 

Or  open  up  a  Fount  of  Gi'ace, 

To  Adams  unregenei'ate  race. 

An  humble  heart,  a  lowly  mind, 

A  contrite  and  believing  soul, 
Where  Truth  and  Mercy  are  enshrined. 

Beyond  a  sinfuU  world's  oontroul. 
Is  all  the  God  of  Heaven  will  claim. 
For  those  who  own  Immanuels  name  ; ! 

How  goodly  are  the  steps  of  those. 

Who  walk  in  humbleness  of  heart. 
And  with  well  grounded  hopes  have  chose 

The  Gospels  sure  and  better  part. 
To  such  the  I^aw  of  works  is  dead. 
Through  Faith  in  Christ,  their  living  head. 

But,  as  Jehovahs  dread  decree. 

Does  with  a  Saviours  Love  unite. 
So  let  our  Faith  and  \yorks  agree. 

In  one  continued  bond  of  Light: 
For  Faith,  and  Works,  if  used  alone, 
Can  n'eer  for  guilty  deeds  atone. 

Then  fly  ye  Sinners  to  the  Cross, 

There  let  your  eager  hopes  be  bound. 

Count  all  things  else  but  dung  and  dross, 
To  win  Christ,  and  in  him  be  found. 

So  shall  your  Christian  race  l)e  blest, 

With  Heavens  prepared  Internal  Rest! 

*    Jail,  .3rd  F*y  1848. 
Prisoner's  name — Thomas  Robinson. 


JACK    OF    ALL    TRADES. 

A  MATTER-OF-FACT  ROJNIANCE. 


There  are  nobs  in  the  world,  and  there  are  snobs. 

I  regret  to  say  I  belong  to  the  latter  department. 

There  are  men  that  roll  through  life,  like  a  fine  new 
red  ball  going  across  Mr.  Lord's  cricket-ground  on  a 
sunshiny  day ;  there  is  another  sort  that  have  to  rough 
it  in  general,  and  above  all  to  fight  tooth  and  nail  for 
the  quartern-loaf  —  and  not  always  win  the  battle ;  I  am 
one  of  this  lot. 

One  comfort,  folk  are  beginning  to  take  an  interest  in 
us ;  I  see  nobs  of  the  first  water  looking  with  a  fatherly 
eye  into  our  affairs,  our  leaden  taxes  and  feather  in- 
comes, our  fifteen  per  cent  on  undeniable  security  when 
the  rich  pay  but  three  and  a  half;  our  privations  and 
vexations ;  our  dirt  and  distresses  ;  and  one  day  a  liter- 
ary gent,  that  knows  my  horrible  story,  assured  me  that 
my  ups  and  downs  would  entertain  the  nobility,  gentry, 
and  commonalty  of  these  realms. 

"  Instead  of  grumbling  to  me,"  says  he,  "  print  your 
troubles ;  and  I  promise  you  all  the  world  will  read 
them,  and  laugh  at  them." 

"  iS^o  doubt,  sir,"  said  I  rather  ironical,  "  all  the  world 
is  at  leisure  for  that." 

"  Why,  look  at  the  signs  of  the  times,"  says  he,  "  can't 
you  see  workmen  are  up  ?  so  take  us  while  we  are  in  the 
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humor,  and  that  is  now.  We  shall  not  always  be  for 
squeezing  honey  out  of  weeds,  shall  we  ? "  — "  Not 
likely,  sir,"  says  I.  Says  he,  "  How  nice  it  will  be  to 
growl  wholesale  to  a  hundred  thousand  of  your  country- 
men (which  they  do  love  a  bit  of  a  growl),  instead  of 
growling  retail  to  a  small  family  that  has  got  hardened 
to  you  !  "  And  there  he  had  me  ;  for  I  am  an  English- 
man, and  proud  of  it,  and  attached  to  all  the  national 
habits,  except  delirium  tremens.  In  short,  what  with 
him  inflaming  my  dormant  conceit,  and  me  thinking, 
"  Well,  I  can  but  say  my  say  and  then  relapse  into  befit- 
ting silence,"  I  did  one  day  lay  down  the  gauge  and 
take  up  the  pen,  in  spite  of  my  wife's  sorrowful  looks. 

She  says  nothing,  but  you  may  see  she  does  not  be- 
lieve in  the  new  tool,  and  that  is  cheerful  and  inspiriting 
to  a  beginner. 

However,  there  is  a  something  that  gives  me  more  con- 
iidence  than  all  my  literary  friend  says  about  "  workmen 
being  up  in  the  literary  world,"  and  that  is,  that  I  am 
not  the  hero  of  my  own  story. 

Small  as  I  sit  here  behind  my  wife's  crockery,  and  my 
own  fiddles,  in  this  thundering  hole,  Wardour  Street,  I 
was  for  many  years  connected  with  one  of  the  most 
celebrated  females  of  modern  times ;  her  adventures  run 
side  by  side  with  mine  ;  she  is  the  bit  of  romance  that 
colors  my  humble  life,  and  my  safest  excuse  for  intrud- 
ing on  the  public. 
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CHAPTER   I. 

Father  and  mother  lived  in  King  Street,  Solio :  he 
was  a  fiddle-makei',  and  taught  me  the  A  B  C  of  that 
science  —  at  odd  times;  for  I  had  a  regular  education, 
and  a  very  good  one,  at  a  school  in  West  Street.  This 
part  of  my  life  was  as  smooth  as  glass  ;  ray  troubles 
did  not  begin  till  I  was  thirteen  :  at  that  age  my  mother 
died,  and  then  I  found  out  what  she  had  been  to  me  : 
that  was  the  first  and  the  worst  grief ;  the  next  I 
thought  bad  enough;  coming  in  from  school  one  day, 
about  nine  months  after  her  death,  I  found  a  woman 
sitting  by  the  fire  opposite  father. 

I  came  to  a  stand  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  with  two 
eyes  like  saucers  staring  at  the  pair,  so  my  father 
introduced  me. 

"  This  is  your  new  mother.     Anne,  this  is  John." 

"Come  and  kiss  me,  John,"  says  the  lady.  Instead 
of  which  John  stood  stock-still,  and  burst  out  roaring 
and  crying  without  the  least  leaving  off  staring,  which, 
to  be  sure,  was  a  cheerful,  encouraging  reception  for  a 
lady  just  come  into  the  family.  I  roared  pretty  hard 
for  about  ten  seconds,  then  stopped  dead  short,  and  says 
I,  with  a  sudden  calm,  the  more  awful  for  the  storm  that 
had  raged  before,  "  I'll  go  and  tell  Mr.  Paley  ! "  and  out 
I  marched. 

Mr.  Paley  was  a  little  hump-backed  tailor  with  the 
heart  of  a  dove  and  the  spirit  of  a  lion  or  two.  I  made 
his  acquaintance  through  pitching  into  two  boys,  that 
were  queering  his  protuberances  all  down  Princes  Street, 
Soho  —  a  kind  of  low  humor  he  detested ;  and  he  had 
17 
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taken  quite  a  fancy  to  me ;  we  were  liaud  and  glove,  the 
old  man  and  me. 

I  ran  to  Paley  and  told  him  what  had  befallen  upon 
the  house ;  he  was  not  struck  all  of  a  heap  as  I  thought 
he  would  be:  and  he  showed  me  it  was  legal,  of  which 
I  had  not  an  idea,  and  his  advice  was,  "  Tut  a  good  face 
on  it,  or  the  house  will  soon  be  too  hot  to  hold  you,  boy." 

He  was  right :  I  don't  know  whether  it  was  my  fault 
or  hers,  or  both's,  but  we  could  never  mix.  I  had  seen 
another  face  by  that  fireside  and  heard  another  voice  in 
the  house  that  seemed  to  me  a  deal  more  melodious 
than  hers,  and  the  house  did  become  hotter,  and  the  in- 
mates' looks  colder  than  agreeable ;  so  one  day  I  asked 
my  father  to  settle  me  in  some  other  house  not  less  than 
a  mile .  from  King  Street,  Soho.  He  and  stepmother 
jumped  at  the  offer,  and  apprenticed  me  to  Mr.  Dawes. 
Here  I  learned  more  mysteries  of  guitar-making,  violin- 
making,  etc.,  and  lived  in  tolerable  comfort  nearly  four 
years ;  there  was  a  ripple  on  the  water  though.  My 
master  had  a  brother,  a  thick-set,  heavy  fellow,  that  used 
to  bully  my  master,  especially  when  he  was  groggy,  and 
less  able  to  take  his  own  part.  My  master  being  a  good 
fellow,  I  used  to  side  with  him,  and  this  brought  me  a 
skinful  of  sore  bones  more  than  once,  I  can  tell  you.  But 
one  night  after  some  months  of  peace,  I  heard  a  terrible 
scrimmage,  and  running  down  into  the  shop-parlor  I 
found  Dawes  junior  pegging  into  Dawes  senior,  no 
allowance,  and  him  crying  blue  niiuiler. 

I  was  now  an  able-bodied  ^'outh  between  sixteen  and 
seventeen  years  of  age,  and,  having  a  little  score  of  my 
own  with  the  attacking  party,  I  opened  quite  silent  and 
business-like  with  a  one,  two,  and  knocked  him  into  a 
corner  flat,  perpendicular.  He  was  dumfoundered  for  a 
moment,  but  the  next  he  came  out  like  a  bull  at  me.  I 
stepped  on  one  side  and  met  him  with  a  blow  on  the 
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side  of  the  temple  and  knocked  him  flat  horizontal ;  and 
when  he  offered  to  rise  I  shook  my  fist  at  him  and 
threatened  him  he  should  come  to  grief  if  he  dared  to 
move. 

At  this  he  went  on  quite  a  different  lay :  he  lay  still 
and  feigned  dissolution  Avith  considerable  skill,  to 
frighten  us  ;  and  I  can't  say  I  felt  easy  at  all,  but  my 
master,  who  took  cheerful  views  of  everything  in  his 
cups,  got  the  enemy's  tumbler  of  brandy-and-water,  and, 
with  hiccups  and  absurd  smiles  and  a  teaspoon,  deposited 
the  contents  gradually  on  the  various  parts  of  his  body. 

"  Lez  revive  'm  !  "  said  he. 

This  was  low  life  to  come  to  pass  in  a  respectable 
tradesman's  back-parlor.  But  when  grog  comes  in  at 
the  door,  good  manners  walk  to  the  window,  ready  to 
take  leave  if  requested.  Where  there  is  drink  there  is 
always  degradation  of  some  sort  or  degree ;  put  that  in 
your  tumblers  and  sip  it ! 

After  this  no  more  battles.  The  lowly  apprentice's 
humble  efforts  (pugilistic)  restored  peace  to  his  master's 
family. 

Six  months  of  calm  industry  now  rolled  over,  and 
then  I  got  into  trouble  by  my  own  fault. 

Looking  back  upon  the  various  fancies,  and  opinions, 
and  crotchets  that  have  passed  through  my  head  at  one 
time  or  another,  I  find  that,  between  the  years  of  seven- 
teen and  twenty-four,  a  strange  notion  beset  me  ;  it  was 
this :  that  women  are  all  angels. 

For  this  chimera  I  now  began  to  suffer,  and  continued 
to  at  intervals  till  the  error  was  rooted  out  —  with 
their  assistance. 

There  were  two  women  in  my  master's  house,  his 
sister  aged  twenty-four,  and  his  cook  aged  thirty-seven  ; 
with  both  these  I  fell  ardently  in  love ;  and  so,  with  my 
sentiments,  I  should  have  with  six,  had  the  house  held 
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half  a  dozen.  Unluckily  ;uy  affections  were  not 
accompanied  with  the  discretion  so  ticklish  a  situation 
called  for.  The  ladies  found  one  another  out,  and  I  fell 
a  victim  to  the  virtuous  indignation  that  fired  three 
bosoms. 

The  cook,  in  virtuous  indignation  that  an  apprentice 
should  woo  his  master's  sister,  told  my  master. 

The  young  lady,  in  virtuous  indig.  that  a  boy  should 
make  a  fool  of  "  that  old  woman,"  told  my  master,  who, 
unluckily  for  me,  was  now  the  quondam  Dawes  junior; 
Dawes  senior  having  retired  from  the  active  business  and 
turned  sleeping  and  drinking  partner. 

My  master,  whose  v.  i.  was  the  strongest  of  the  three, 
since  it  was  him  I  had  leathered,  took  me  to  Bow  Street, 
made  his  complaint,  and  forced  me  to  cancel  my  indent- 
ures; the  cook  with  tears  packed  up  my  Sunday  suit; 
the  young  lady  opened  her  bedroom-door  three  inches 
and  shut  it  with  a  don't-come-anigh-me  slam ;  and  I 
drifted  out  to  London  with  eighteen-pence  and  my  tools. 

On  looking  back  on  this  incident  of  my  life,  I  have  a 
regret ;  a  poignant  one ;  it  is  that  some  good  Christian 
did  not  give  me  a  devilish  good  hiding  into  the  bargain 
then  and  there.  I  did  not  feel  quite  strong  enough  in 
the  spirits  to  go  where  I  was  sure  to  be  blown  up ;  so  I 
skirted  King  Street  and  entered  the  Seven  Dials,  and 
went  to  !Mr.  Paley  and  confessed  my  sins. 

How  differently  the  same  thing  is  seen  by  different 
eyes  !  all  the  morning  I  had  been  called  a  young  villain, 
first  by  one,  then  by  another,  till  at  last  I  began  to  see 
it:  jMr.  Paley  viewed  me  in  the  light  of  martyr,  and  I 
remember  I  fell  into  liis  views  on  the  spot. 

Paley  was  a  man  that  had  his  little  theory  about 
women,  and  it  differed  from  my  juvenile  one. 

lie  held  that  women  are  at  bottom  the  seducers,  men 
the  seduced.     "  The  men  court  the  women,  1  grant  you, 
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but  so  it  is  the  fish  that  runs  after  the  bait,"  said  he. 
"  The  women  draw  back  ?  yes,  and  so  does  the  angler 
draw  back  the  bait  when  the  fish  are  shy,  don't  he  ? 
and  then  the  silly  gudgeons  misunderstand  the  move, 
and  make  a  rush  at  it,  and  get  hooked  — like  you." 

Holding  such  vile  sentiments  he  shifted  all  the  blame 
off  my  shoulders ;  he  turned  to  and  abused  the  whole 
gang,  as  he  called  the  family  in  Litchfield  Street  I  had 
just  left,  instead  of  reading  me  the  lesson  for  the  day, 
which  he  ought,  and  I  should  have  listened  to  from  him 
—  perhaps. 

"  Now  then,  don't  hang  your  head  like  that,"  shouted 
the  spunky  little  fellow,  "snivelling  and  whimpering 
at  your  time  of  life  !  we  are  going  to  have  a  jolly  good 
supper,  you  and  I,  that  is  what  tve  are  going  to  do  ;  and 
you  shall  sleep  here :  my  daughter  is  at  school ;  you 
shall  have  her  room.  I  am  in  good  work  —  thirty  shil- 
lings a  week  —  that  is  plenty  for  three,  Lucy  and  you 
and  me  (himself  last).  Your  father  isn't  worth  a 
bone  button,  and  your  mother  isn't  worth  the  shank  to 
it :  I'm  your  father,  and  your  mother  into  the  bargain, 
for  want  of  a  better:  you  live  with  me  and  snap  your 
fingers  at  Dawes  and  all  his  crew  —  ha,  ha !  —  a  fine  loss 
to  be  sure  —  the  boy  is  a  fool  —  cooks  and  coquettes  and 
fiddle-touters,  rubbish  not  worth  picking  up  out  of  a 
gutter  —  they  be  d d ! " 

And  so  I  was  installed  in  Miss  Paley's  apartment, 
Seven  Dials ;  and  nothing  would  have  made  my  adoplf d 
parent  happier  than  for  me  to  be  put  my  hands  in  my 
pockets,  and  live  upon  goose  and  cabbage.  But  down- 
right laziness  was  never  my  character.  I  went  round  to 
all  the  fiddle-shops  and  offered,  as  bold  as  brass,  to  make 
a  violin,  a  tenor  or  a  bass,  and  bring  it  home.  ^Most  of 
them  looked  shy  at  me,  for  it  was  necessary  to  trust  me 
with  the  wood,  and  to  lend  me  one  or  two  of  the  higher 
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class  of  tools,  such  as  a  turning-saw,  and  a  jointing- 
plane. 

At  last  I  came  to  Mr.  Dodd  in  Berners  Street ;  here 
my  .father's  name  stood  me  in  stead.  Mr.  Dodd  risked 
his  wood  and  the  needful  tools,  and  in  eight  days  I 
brought  him,  with  conceit  and  trepidation  mixed  in 
equal  part,  a  violin,  which  I  had  sometimes  feared  it 
would  frighten  him,  and  sometimes  hoped  it  would 
charm  him.  He  took  it  up,  gave  it  one  twirl  round,  sat- 
isfied himself  it  was  a  fiddle,  good,  bad,  or  indifferent, 
put  it  in  the  window  along  with  the  rest,  and  paid  for  it 
as  he  would  for  a  penny  roll,  I  timidly  proposed  to 
make  another  for  him ;  he  grunted  a  consent,  which  it 
did  not  seem  to  me  a  rapturous  one. 

Mr.  Metzler  also  ventured  to  give  me  work  of  this 
kind.  For  some  months  I  wrought  hard  all  day,  and 
amused  myself  with  my  companions  all  the  evening, 
selecting  my  pals  from  the  following  classes :  small 
actors,  showmen,  pedestrians,  and  clever,  discontented 
mechanics ;  one  lot  I  never  would  have  at  any  price,  and 
that  was  the  stupid  ones,  that  could  only  booze  and 
could  not  tell  me  anything  I  did  not  know  about  pleas- 
ure, business,  and  life. 

This  was  a  bright  existence :  so  it  came  to  a  full  stop. 

At  one  and  the  same  time  Miss  Paley  came  home,  and 
the  fiddle-trade  took  one  of  those  chills  all  fancy  trades 
are  subject  to. 

No  work  —  no  lodging  without  paying  for  it  —  no 
wherewithal. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

John  Beard,  a  friend  of  mine,  was  a  painter  and 
grainer.  His  art  was  to  imitate  oak,  maple,  walnut, 
satin-wood,  etc.,  upon  vulgar  deal,  beech,  or  what  not. 

This  business  works  thus :  first,  a  coat  of  oil-color  is 
put  on  with  a  brush,  and  this  color  imitates  what  may 
be  called  the  background  of  the  wood  that  is  aimed  at : 
on  this  oil-background  the  ohamp,  the  fibre,  the  grain, 
and  figure,  and  all  the  incidents  of  the  superior  wood, 
are  imitated  by  various  manoeuvres  in  water-colors ;  or 
rather  in  beer-colors,  for  beer  is  the  approved  medium. 
A  coat  of  varnish  over  all  gives  a  look  of  unity  to  the 
work. 

Beard  was  out  of  employ ;  so  was  I ;  bitter  against 
London  ;  so  was  I.  He  sounded  me  about  trying  the 
country,  and  I  agreed ;  and  this  was  the  first  step  of  my 
many  travels. 

We  started  the  next  day ;  he  with  his  brushes  and  a 
few  colors  and  one  or  two  thin  panels,  painted  by  way  of 
advertisement ;  and  I  with  hope,  inexperience,  and  three- 
pence. On  the  road  we  spent  this  and  his  fivepence, 
and  entered  the  town  of  Brentford  towards  nightfall  as 
empty  as  drums,  and  as  hungry  as  wolves. 

What  was  to  be  done  ?  After  a  long  discussion  we 
agreed  to  go  to  the  mayor  of  the  town  and  tell  him  our 
case,  and  offer  to  paint  his  street-door  in  the  morning,  if 
he  would  save  our  lives  for  the  night. 

We  went  to  the  mayor ;  luckily  for  us,  he  had  risen 
from  nothing,  as  we  were  going  to  do ;  and  so  he  knew 
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exactly  what  we  meant  when  we  looked  up  in  his  face 
and  laid  our  hands  on  our  sausage-grinders.  He  gave 
us  eighteen-pence  and  an  order  on  a  lodging-house,  and 
put  bounds  to  our  gratitude  by  making  us  promise  to  let 
his  street-door  alone  ;  we  thanked  him  from  our  hearts, 
supped,  and  went  to  bed,  and  agreed  the  country  (as  we 
two  cockneys  called  Brentford)  was  chock-full  of  good 
fellows. 

The  next  day  up  early  in  the  morning,  and  away  to 
Hounslow;  here  Beard  sought  work  all  through  the 
town:  and  just  when  we  were  in  despair  he  got  one 
door.  We  dined  and  slept  on  this  door,  but  we  could 
not  sup  off  it :  we  had  twopence  over  though  for  the 
morning,  and  walked  on  a  ^jenny-roll  each  to  Maiden- 
head. 

Here,  as  we  entered  the  town,  we  passed  a  little  house 
with  the  door  painted  oak,  and  a  brass  plate  announcing 
a  plumber,  and  glazier,  and  house-painter.  Beard  pulled 
up  before  this  door  in  sorrowful  contempt.  "Now  look 
here,  John,"  says  he,  "here  is  a  fellow  living  among  the 
woods,  and  you  would  swear  he  never  saw  an  oak  plank 
in  his  life,  to  look  at  his  work." 

Before  so  very  long  we  came  to  another  specimen ; 
this  was  maple,  and  farther  from  nature  than  a  lawyer 
from  heaven,  as  the  saying  is.  *'  There,  that  will  do," 
says  Beard.  "  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,  we  must  try  a  dif- 
ferent move ;  it  is  no  use  looking  for  work ;  folks  will 
only  employ  their  own  tradesmen ;  we  must  teach  the 
professors  of  the  art  at  so  much  a  })anel." 

"  Will  they  stomach  that  ?  "  said  I. 

"  1  think  they  will,  as  we  are  strang(;rs  and  from 
London.  You  go  and  see  whether  there  is  a  fiddle  to  be 
doctored  in  the  town,  and  meet  me  again  in  the  market- 
place at  twelve  o'clo(;k." 

1  did  meet  him,  and  forlorn  enough  I  was ;  my  trade 
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had  broke  down  in  Maidenhead;  not  a  job  of  any 
sort. 

"  Come  to  the  public-house  ! "  was  his  first  word : 
that  sounded  well,  I  thought. 

We  sat  down  to  bread  and  cheese  and  beer,  and  he 
told  his  tale. 

It  seems  he  went  into  a  shop,  told  the  master  he  was 
a  painter  and  grainer  from  a  great  establishment  in 
London,  and  was  in  the  habit  of  travelling  and  instruct- 
ing provincial  artists  in  the  business.  The  man  was  a 
pompous  sort  of  a  customer,  and  told  Beard  he  knew  the 
business  as  well  as  he  did,  better  belike. 

Beard  answered,  "Then  you  are  the  only  one  here 
that  does ;  for  I've  been  all  through  the  town,  and  any- 
thing wider  from  the  mark  than  their  oak  and  maple 
I  never  saw."  Then  he  quietly  took  down  his  panels 
and  spread  them  out,  and  looking  out  sharp  he  noticed 
a  sudden  change  come  over  the  man's  face. 

"Well,"  says  the  man,  "we  reckon  ourselves  pretty 
good  at  it  in  this  town.  However,  I  shouldn't  mind  see- 
ing how  you  London  chaps  do  it.  What  do  you  charge 
for  a  specimen  ?  " 

"My  charge  is  two  shillings  a  panel.  What  wood 
should  you  like  to  gain  a  notion  of  ?  "  said  Beard,  as  dry 
as  a  chip. 

"  Well  —  satin-wood." 

Beard  painted  a  panel  of  satin-wood  before  his  eyes  ; 
and  of  course  it  was  done  with  great  ease,  and  on  a  bet- 
ter system  than  had  reached  Maidenhead  up  to  that 
time.     "Now,"  says  Beard,  "I  must  go  to  dinner." 

"Well,  come  back  again,  my  lad,"  says  the  man,  "and 
we  will  go  in  for  something  else."  So  Beard  took  his 
two  shillings  and  met  me  as  aforesaid. 

After  dinner  he  asked  for  a  private  room.  "  A  private 
room,"  said  I ;  "  hadn't  you  better  order  our  horse  and 
gig  out,  and  go  and  call  on  the  rector  ?  " 
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"  None  of  your  chaff,"  says  he. 

When  we  got  into  the  room,  he  opened  the  business. 

"  Your  trade  is  no  good  ;  you  must  take  to  mine." 

''What,  teach  painters  how  to  paint,  when  I  don't 
know  a  stroke  myself  ! " 

"  Why  not'  ?  You've  only  got  it  to  learn  :  they  have 
got  to  unlearn  all  they  know ;  that  is  the  only  long  pro- 
cess about  it.  I'll  teach  you  in  five  minutes,"  says  he ; 
"look  here."  He  then  imitated  oak  before  me,  and 
made  me  do  it.  He  corrected  my  first  attempt :  the 
second  satisfied  him  ;  we  then  went  on  to  maple,  and  so 
through  all  the  woods  he  could  mimic.  He  then  returned 
to  his  customer,  and  I  hunted  in  another  part  of  the 
town  ;  and  before  nightfall  I  actually  gave  three  lessons 
to  two  professors  :  it  is  amazing  but  true,  that  I,  who 
had  been  learning  ten  minutes,  taught  men  who  had 
been  all  their  lives  at  it  —  in  the  country. 

One  was  so  pleased  with  his  tutor,  that  he  gave  me  a 
pint  of  beer  besides  my  fee.  I  thought  he  was  poking 
fun  when  he  first  offered  it  me. 

Beard  and  I  met  again  triumphant :  we  had  a  rousing 
supper  and  a  good  bed,  and  the  next  day  started  for 
Henley,  where  we  both  did  a  small  stroke  of  business ; 
and  on  to  Reading  for  the  night. 

Our  goal  was  Bristol.  Beard  had  friends  there.  But 
as  we  zigzagged  for  the  sake  of  the  towns,  we  were 
three  weeks  walking  to  that  city  ;  but  we  reached  it  at 
last,  having  disseminated  the  science  of  graining  in  many 
cities,  and  got  good  clothes  and  money  in  return. 

At  Bristol  we  parted.  He  found  regular  employment 
the  first  day,  and  I  visited  the  fiddle-shoi)s  and  offered 
my  services.  At  most  I  was  refused ;  at  one  or  two  T 
got  trifling  jobs ;  but  at  last  I  went  to  the  right  one. 
'I'lie  master  agreed  with  me  for  piece-work  on  a  large 
scale,  and  the  terms  were  such  that  by  working  quick 
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and  very  steady,  I  could  make  about  twenty-five  shil- 
lings a  week.  At  this  I  kept  two  years,  and  might  have 
longer,  no  doubt  —  but  my  employer's  niece  came  to  live 
with  him. 

She  was  a  woman :  and  my  theory  being  in  full  career 
at  this  date,  mutual  ardor  followed,  and  I  asked  her  hand 
of  her  uncle,  and  instead  of  that  he  gave  me  what  the 
Turkish  ladies  get  for  the  same  offence  —  the  sack.  Off 
to  London  again,  and  the  money  I  had  saved  by  my 
industry  just  landed  me  in  the  Seven  Dials  and  sixpence 
over. 

I  went  to  Paley,  crestfallen  as  usual.  He  heard  my 
story,  complimented  me  on  my  energy,  industry,  and 
talent,  regretted  the  existence  of  woman,  and  inveighed 
against  her  character  and  results. 

We  went  that  evening  to  private  theatricals  in  Berwick 
Street,  and  there  I  fell  in  with  an  acquaintance  in  the 
firework  line ;  on  hearing  my  case,  he  told  me  I  had  just 
fallen  from  the  skies  in  time,  his  employer  wanted  a 
fresh  hand. 

The  very  next  day  behold  me  grinding  and  sifting  and 
ramming  powder  at  Somers  Town,  and  at  it  ten  months. 

My  evenings,  when  I  was  not  undoing  my  own  work 
to  show  its  brilliancy,  were  often  spent  in  private 
theatricals. 

I  hear  a  row  made  just  now  about  a  dramatic  school. 
"  We  have  no  dramatic  schools,"  is  the  cry.  Well,  in 
the  day  I  speak  of  there  were  several;  why,  I  belonged 
to  two.  We  never  brought  to  light  an  actor ;  but  we 
succeeded  so  far  as  to  ruin  more  than  one  lad  who  had 
brains  enough  to  make  a  tradesman,  till  we  heated  those 
brains  and  they  boiled  all  away. 

The  way  we  destroyed  youth  was  this ;  of  course 
nobody  would  pay  a  shilling  at  the  door  to  see  us  run- 
ning wild  among  Shakespeare's  lines  like  pigs  broken  into 
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a  garden  :  so  the  expenses  fell  upon  the  actors  ;  and  they 
paid  according  to  the  value  of  the  part  each  played. 
Kichard  the  Third  cost  a  puppy  two  pounds ;  Richmond, 
fifteen  shillings  ;  and  so  on,  so  that  with  us,  as  in  the 
big  world,  dignity  went  by  wealth,  not  merit,  I  remem- 
ber this  made  me  sore  at  the  time ;  still  there  are  two 
sides  to  everything :  they  say  poverty  urges  men  to 
crime  ;  mine  saved  me  from  it.  If  I  could  have  afforded, 
I  would  have  murdered  one  or  two  characters  that  have 
lived  with  good  reputation  from  Queen  Bess  to  Queen 
Victoria ;  but  as  I  couldn't  afford  it,  others  that  could 
did  it  for  me. 

Well,  in  return  for  his  cash,  Richard  or  Hamlet 
or  Othello  commanded  tickets  in  proportion  ;  for  the 
tickets  are  only  gratuitous  to  the  spectators. 

Consequently  at  night  each  important  actor  played  not 
only  to  a  most  merciful  audience,  but  a  large  band  of 
devoted  friendly  spirits  in  it,  who  came  not  to  judge 
him,  but  express  to  carry  him  through  triumphant,  like 
an  election.  Now,  when  a  vain,  ignorant  chap  hears  a 
lot  of  hands  clapping,  he  has  not  the  sense  to  say  to  him- 
self "  paid  for ! "  No,  it  is  applause,  and  applause  stamps 
his  own  secret  opinion  of  himself :  he  was  off'  his  balance 
before,  and  now  he  tumbles  heel  over  tip  into  the  notion 
that  he  is  a  genius ;  throws  his  commercial  prospects 
after  the  two  pounds  that  went  in  Richard  or  Beverley, 
and  crosses  Waterloo  Bridge  spouting,  — 

•'  A  fioo  for  the  shop  and  poplins  l)aso  ! 
Counter,  aviiunt !     I  on  his  soutliern  bank 
Will  lire  the  Thames  ! " 

Noodle  thus  singing  goes  over  the  water.  But  they 
won't  have  him  at  the  Surrey  or  the  Vic. :  so  he  takes 
to  the  country :  and,  while  his  money  lasts,  and  lie  can 
pay  the  niismanager  of  a  small  theatre,  he  gets  leave  to 
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play  with  Richard  and  Hamlet.  But  when  the  money- 
is  gone  and  he  wants  to  be  paid  for  Richard  &  Co.,  they 
laugh  at  him,  and  put  him  in  his  right  place,  and  that 
is  a  utility,  and  perhaps  ends  a  "  super. ; "  when,  if  he 
had  not  been  a  coxcomb,  he  might  have  sold  ribbon  like 
a  man  to  his  dying  day. 

We,  and  our  dramatic  schools,  ruined  more  than  one 
or  two  of  this  sort  by  means  of  his  vanity  in  my  young 
days. 

My  poverty  saved  me.  The  conceit  was  here  in  vast 
abundance,  but  not  the  funds  to  intoxicate  myself  with 
such  choice  liquors  as  Hamlet  &  Co.  Nothing  above  old 
Gobbo  (five  shillings)  ever  fell  to  my  lot  and  by  my 
talent. 

When  I  had  made  and  let  off  fireworks  for  a  few 
months,  I  thought  I  could  make  more  as  a  rocket-master, 
than  a  rocket-man.  I  had  saved  a  pound  or  two.  Most 
of  my  friends  dissuaded  me  from  the  attempt ;  but  Paley 
said,  "Let  him  alone  now  —  don't  keep  him  down — he 
is  born  to  rise.  I'll  risk  a  pound  on  him."  So,  by  dint 
of  several  small  loans,  I  got  the  materials  and  made  a 
set  of  fireworks  myself,  and  agreed  with  the  keeper  of 
some  tea-gardens  at  Hampstead  for  the  spot 

At  the  appointed  time,  attended  by  a  trusty  band  of 
friends,  I  put  them  up  :  and,  when  I  had  taken  a  tolera- 
ble sum  at  the  door,  I  let  them  all  off. 

But  they  did  not  all  profit  by  the  permission.  Some 
went,  but  others  whose  supposed  destination  was  the 
sky,  soared  about  as  high  as  a  house,  then  returned  and 
forgot  their  wild  nature,  and  performed  the  office  of  our 
household  fires  upon  the  clothes  of  my  visitors ;  and 
some  faithful  spirits,  like  old  domestics,  would  not  leave 
their  master  at  any  price  :  would  not  take  their  discharge. 
Then  there  was  a  row,  and  I  should  have  been  mauled, 
but  my  guards  rallied  round  me  and  brought  me  off  with 
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whole  bones,  and  marched  back  to  London  with  me, 
quizzing  me  and  drinking  at  my  expense.  The  publican 
refused  to  give  me  my  promised  fee,  and  my  loss  by 
ambition  was  twenty-eight  shillings,  and  my  reputation 

—  if  you  would  call  that  a  loss. 

"Was  not  I  quizzed  up  and  down  the  Seven  Dials ! 
Paley  alone  contrived  to  stand  out  in  my  favor.  "  Non- 
sense, a  first  attempt,"  said  he,  "they  mostly  fail :  don't 
3'ou  give  in  for  those  fools  !  I'll  tell  you  a  story.  Tliere 
was  a  chap  in  prison  —  I  forget  his  name  :  he  lived  in 
the  old  times  a  few  hundred  years  ago,  I  can't  justly  say 
how  many  :  he  had  failed  —  at  something  or  other  —  I 
don't  know  how  many  times  —  and  there  he  was.  Well, 
Jack,  one  day  he  notices  a  spider  climbing  up  a  thunder- 
ing great  slippery  stone  in  tlie  wall.     She  got  a  little  way 

—  then  down  she  fell  —  up  again  and  tries  it  on  again  — 
down  again.  Ah,  says  the  man,  you  will  never  do  it.  But 
the  spider  was  game  —  she  got  six  falls,  but,  by  George  ! 
the  seventh  trial  she  got  up.  So  the  gentleman  says, '  A 
man  ought  to  have  as  much  heart  as  a  spider :  I  won't 
give  in  till  the  seventh  trial.'  Bless  you,  long  before 
the  seventh  he  carried  all  before  him,  and  got  to  be  king 
of  England  —  or  something." 

"  King  of  England  ! "  said  I,  "  that  was  a  move  up- 
wards out  of  the  stone  jug." 

"Well,"  said  Paley  the  hopeful,  "you  can't  be  king  of 
England  ;  but  you  may  be  the  fire-king,  he  !  he  !  if  you 
are  true  to  powder.  How  much  money  do  you  want  to 
try  again  ?  " 

I  was  nettled  at  my  failure,  and  fired  by  Paley  and  his 
spider,  I  scraped  together  a  few  jwunds  once  more,  and 
advertised  a  display  of  fireworks  for  a  certain  Monday 
niglit. 

On  tlic  Sunday  afternoon  Paley  and  I  hajjpcued  to 
walk  OH  tlic    IlaiMpstead   Poail,  and   near  the  A(hun  and 
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Eve  we  fell  in  with  an  announcement  of  fireworks.     On 
the  bill  appeared  in  enormous  letters  the  following :  — 

"  No  CONNECTION  WITH  THE  DISGRACEFUL  EXHIBI- 
TION   THAT    TOOK    PLACE    LAST    FRIDAY    WEEK  !  " 

Paley  was  in  a  towering  passion.  *'  Look  here,  John," 
says  he,  "  but  never  you  mind — it  won't  be  here  long, 
for  I'll  tear  it  down  in  about  half  a  moment." 

''  No,  you  must  not  do  that,"  said  I,  a  little  nervous. 

"  Why  not,  you  poor-spirited  muff  ?  "  shouts  the  little 
fellow  —  "  let  me  alone  —  let  me  get  at  it  —  what  are  you 
holding  me  for  ?  " 

"  No  !  no  !  no !  well  then  "  — 

"  Well  then,  what  ?  " 

"  Well  then,  it  is  mine." 

"What  is  yours  ?" 

"  That  advertisement." 

"  How  can  it  be  yours  when  it  insults  you  ?  " 

*'  Oh  !  business  before  vanity." 

*'  Well,  I  am  blest !  Here's  a  go  —  look  here  noAv," 
and  he  began  to  split  his  sides  laughing  ;  but  all  of  a 
sudden  he  turned  awful  grave;  ''you  will  rise,  my  lad: 
this  is  a  genuine  talent :  they  might  as  well  try  to  keep 
a  balloon  down."  In  short,  my  friend,  who  was  as  hon- 
est as  the  day  in  his  own  sayings  and  doings,  admired 
this  bit  of  rascality  in  me  and  augured  the  happiest 
results. 

That  district  of  London  which  is  called  the  Seven 
Dials  was  now  divided  into  two  great  parties ;  one 
augured  for  me  a  brilliant  success  next  day :  the  other  a 
dead  failure.  The  latter  party  numbered  many  names 
unknown  to  fame :  the  former  consisted  of  Paley.  I 
was  neuter,  distrusting,  not  my  merits,  but  what  I  called 
my  luck. 

On  Monday  afternoon  I  was  busy  putting  out  the  fire- 
works, nailing  them  to  their  posts,  etc.     Towards  even- 
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ing  it  began  to  rain  so  heavily  that  they  had  to  be  taken 
in,  and  the  whole  thing  given  up :  it  was  postponed  to 
Thursday, 

On  Thursday  night  we  had  a  good  assembly  :  the  sum 
taken  at  the  doors  exceeded  my  expectation.  I  had  my 
misgivings  on  account  of  the  rain  that  had  fallen  on  my 
kicksliaws  Monday  evening ;  so  I  began  with  those  arti- 
cles I  had  taken  in  first  out  of  the  rain ;  they  went  off 
splendidly,  and  my  personal  friends  were  astounded  ;  but 
soon  my  poverty  began  to  tell :  instead  of  having  many 
hands  to  save  the  fireworks  from  wet,  I  had  been  alone, 
and  of  course  much  time  had  been  lost  in  getting  them 
under  cover ;  we  began  now  to  get  along  the  damp  lot, 
and  science  was  lost  in  chance :  some  would  and  some 
wouldn't,  and  the  people  began  to  goose  me. 

A  rocket  or  two  that  fizzed  themselves  out  without 
rising  a  foot  inflamed  their  angry  passions  :  so  I  an- 
nounced two  fiery  pigeons. 

The  fiery  pigeon  is  a  pretty  firework  enough  :  it  is  of 
the  nature  of  a  rocket,  but  being  on  a  string  it  travels 
backwards  and  forwards  between  two  termini,  to  wliich 
the  string  is  fixed  :  when  there  are  two  strings  and  two 
pigeons,  the  fiery  wings  race  one  another  across  the 
ground,  and  charm  the  gazing  throng.  One  of  my  ter- 
mini was  a  tree  at  the  extremity  of  the  gardens ;  up  this 
tree  I  mounted  in  my  shirt-sleeves  with  my  birds  :  the 
peoi)le  surrounded  tlie  tree  and  were  dead  silent :  1 
could  see  their  final  verdict,  and  my  fate  hung  on  these 
pigeons ;  I  placed  them  and  with  a  beating  heart  lighted 
their  matches.  To  my  horror  one  did  not  move.  I 
might  as  well  have  tried  to  explode  green  sticks.  The 
other  started  and  went  off  with  great  resolution  and  ac- 
companying cheers  towards  the  opposite  side.  But  mid- 
way it  suddenly  stopped  and  the  cheers  with  it :  it  did 
not  come  to  an  end  all  at  once ;  but  the  fire  oozed  gradu- 
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ally  out  of  it  like  water  —  a  howl  of  derision  was  hurled 
up  into  the  tree  at  me  :  but,  worse  than  that,  looking 
down  I  saw  in  the  moonlight  a  hundred  stern  faces  with 
eyes  like  red-hot  emeralds,  in  which  I  read  my  fate : 
they  were  waiting  for  me  to  come  down,  like  terriers  for 
a  rat  in  a  trap,  and  I  felt  by  the  look  of  them  that  they 
would  kill  me  or  near  it ;  I  crept  along  a  bough  the  end 
of  which  cleared  the  wall  and  overhung  the  road  :  I  de- 
termined to  break  my  neck  sooner  than  fall  into  the 
hands  of  an  insulted  public.  An  impatient  orange 
whizzed  by  my  ear,  and  an  apple  knocked  my  hat  out  of 
the  premises.  I  crouched  and  clung  —  luckily  I  was  on 
an  ash-bough,  long,  tapering  and  tough ;  it  bent  with  me 
like  a  rainbow.  A  stick  or  two  now  whizzed  past  my 
ear,  and  it  began  to  hail  fruit.  I  held  on  like  grim 
death  till  the  road  was  within  six  feet  of  me,  and  then 
dropped  and  ran  off  home,  like  a  dog  with  a  kettle  at  his 
tail ;  meantime  a  rush  was  made  to  the  gate  to  cut  me 
off  ;  but  it  was  too  late  :  the  garden  meandered,  and  my 
executioners,  when  they  got  to  the  outside,  saw  nothing 
but  a  flitting  spectre :  me  in  my  shirt-sleeves  making  for 
the  Seven  Dials. 

Mr.  and  Miss  Paley  were  seated  by  their  fire,  and,  as 
I  afterwards  learned,  Paley  was  recommending  her  to 
me  for  a  husband,  and  explaining  to  her  at  some  length, 
why  I  'was  sure  to  rise  in  the  world,  when  a  figure  in 
shirt-sleeves  begrimed  with  powder,  and  no  hat,  burst 
into  the  room,  and  shrank  without  a  word  into  the  cor- 
ner by  the  fire. 

Miss  Paley  looked  up,  and  then  began  to  look  down 
and  snigger.  Her  father  stared  at  me,  and  after  awhile 
I  could  see  him  set  his  teeth  and  nerve  his  obstinate  old 
heart  for  the  coming  struggle. 

"  Well,  how  did  it  happen  ?  "  said  he,  at  last.  "  Where 
is  vour  coat  ?  " 
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I  told  him  the  whole  story. 

Miss  Paley  had  her  hand  to  her  mouth  all  the  time, 
afraid  to  give  vent  to  the  feelings  proper  to  the  occasion 
because  of  her  father. 

"  Xow  answer  me  one  question.  Have  you  got  their 
money  ?  "  says  Paley. 

"  Yes,  I  have  got  their  money  for  that  matter.*' 

"  Well  then,  what  need  you  care  ?  You  are  all  right ; 
and  if  they  had  gone  off  they  would  have  been  all  over 
by  now  just  the  same  :  he  wants  his  supper,  Lucy  — 
give  us  something  hot  to  make  us  forget  our  squibs  and 
crackers,  or  we  shall  die  of  a  broken  heart,  all  of  us 
poor  fainting  souls  —  such  a  calamity  I  The  rain  wetted 
tliem  through  —  that  is  all — you  couldn't  fight  against 
the  elements,  could  you  ?     Lay  the  cloth,  girl." 

"  But,  Mr.  Paley,"  whined  I,  "  they  have  got  my  new- 
coat  ;  and  you  may  be  sure  they  have  torn  it  limb  from 
jacket." 

''  Have  they  ?  "  cried  he,  "  well,  that  is  a  comfort  any 
way.  Your  new  coat,  eh  ?  Lucy,  it  hung  on  the  boy's 
back  like  an  old  sack.  Do  you  see  this  bit  of  cloth  ?  I 
shall  make  you  a  Sunday  coat  with  this,  and  then  you'll 
sell.  Fetch  a  quart  to-night,  girl,  instead  of  a  pint :  the 
fire-king  is  going  to  do  us  the  honor.     Che-er  up ! " 


CHAPTER   III. 


It  was  now  time  that  Miss  Paley  sliould  suffer  the 
penalty  of  her  sex.  Hhe  was  a  comely,  good-humored, 
and  .sensible  girl.  We  used  often  to  walk  out  together 
on  Sundays,  and  very  friendly  we  were.  I  used  to  tell 
her  she  was  the  flower  of  her  sex,  and  she  used  to  laugh 
at  that.     One  Sunday  T  spoke,  moi-e  plain!}',  and  laid  my 
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heart,  my  thirteen  shillings,  the  fruit  of  my  last  impost- 
ure on  the  public,  and  my  various  arts,  at  her  feet,  out 
walking. 

A  proposal  of  this  sort,  if  I  may  trust  the  stories  I 
read,  produces  thrilling  effects ;  if  agreeable,  the  ladies 
either  refuse  in  order  to  torment  themselves,  which  act 
of  virtue  justifies  them,  they  think,  in  tormenting  the 
man  they  love,  or  else  they  show  their  rapturous  assent 
by  bursting  out  crying  or  by  fainting  away,  or  their  lips 
turning  cold,  and  other  signs  proper  to  a  disordered 
stomach ;  if  it  is  to  be  "■  no,"  they  are  almost  as  much 
cut  up  about  it,  and  say  no  like  yes,  which  has  the 
happy  result  of  leaving  him  hope  and  prolonging  his 
pain.  Miss  Paley  did  quite  different.  She  blushed  a 
little,  and  smiled  archly,  and  said,  "  !iSrow,  John,  you  and 
I  are  good  friends,  and  I  like  you  very  much  ;  and  I  will 
walk  with  you  and  laugh  with  you  as  much  as  you  like ; 
but  I  have  been  engaged  these  two  years  to  Charles 
Hook,  and  I  love  him,  John." 

"  Do  you,  Lucy  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  under  her  breath  a  bit. 

''  Oh ! " 

"  So  if  we  are  to  be  friends  you  must  not  put  that 
question  to  me  again,  John.  What  do  you  say  ?  we  are 
to  be  friends,  are  we  not  ?  "  And  she  put  out  her 
hand. 

"  Yes,  Lucy." 

"  And,  John,  you  need  not  go  for  to  tell  ray  father. 
What  is  the  use  vexing  him  ?  He  has  got  a  notion ; 
but  it  will  pass  away  in  time." 

I  consented,  of  course,  and  Lucy  and  I  were  friends. 

Mr.  Paley  somehow  suspected  which  way  his  daugh- 
ter's heart  turned,  and  not  long  after  a  neighbor  told  me 
he  heard  him  quizzing  her  unmerciful  for  her  bad  judg- 
ment.    As  for  harshness  or  tyranny,  that  was  not  under 
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his  skin,  as  the  saying  is.     He  wound  up  with  telling 
her  that  John  was  a  man  safe  to  rise. 

"  I  hope  he  may,  father,  I  am  sure,"  says  Lucy. 

"  Well,  and  can't  you  see  he  is  the  man  for  you  ?  " 

"No,  father,  I  can't  see  that ;  he,  he  1 " 


CHAPTER   IV. 


I  don't  think  I  have  been  penniless  not  a  dozen  times 
in  my  life.  When  I  get  down  to  twopence  or  three- 
pence, which  is  very  frequent  indeed,  something  is  apt 
to  turn  up  and  raise  me  to  silver  once  more,  and  there 
I  stick.  But  about  this  time  I-  lay  out  of  work  a  long 
time,  and  was  reduced  to  the  lowest  ebb.  In  this  condi- 
tion a  friend  of  mine  took  me  to  the  "  Harp  "  in  Little 
Russell  Street,  to  meet  Mr.  Webb,  the  manager  of  a 
strolling  company.  Mr.  Webb  was  beating  London  for 
recruits  to  complete  his  company  which  lay  at  Bishops 
Stortford,  but  which,  owing  to  desertions,  was  not  numer- 
ous enough  to  massacre  five-act  plays.  I  instantly 
offered  to  go  as  carpenter  and  scene-shifter:  to  this  he 
demurred — he  was  provided  with  them  already  —  he 
wanted  actors  ;  to  this  I  objected,  not  that  I  cared  to 
what  sort  of  work  I  turned  my  hand,  but  in  these  com- 
panies a  carpenter  is  paid  for  his  day's  work  according 
to  his  agreement,  but  the  actors  are  remunerated  by  a 
share  in  the  night's  prcjfits,  and  the  profits  are  often 
written  in  the  following  figures  :  £0.  O.v.  (hi. 

However,  Mr.  Webb  was  firm,  he  had  no  carpenter's 
place  to  offer  me,  so  I  was  obliged  to  lower  my  preten- 
sions. I  agreed  then  to  be  an  actor.  I  was  cast  as 
l*'ather  I'liilip  in  the  "Iron  ('licst "  next  evening.  My 
share    of    Llie    prolits   to    be   one-eiglitli.      1   borrowed   a 
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shilling,  and  my  friend  Johnstone  and  I  walked  all  the 
Avay  to  Bishops  Stortford.  We  played  the  "  Iron  Chest," 
and  divided  the  profits.  Hitherto  I  had  been  in  the 
mechanical  arts.  This  was  my  first  step  into  the  fine 
ones.  Father  Philip's  share  of  the  "  Chest  "  was  two 
and  a  half  pence. 

Now  this  might  be  a  just  remuneration  for  the  per- 
formance ;  I  almost  think  it  was  :  but  it  left  the  walk, 
thirty  miles,  not  accounted  for. 

The  next  night  I  was  cast  in  "Jerry  Sneak."  I  had 
no  objection  to  the  part ;  only,  under  existing  circum- 
stances, the  place  to  play  it  seemed  to  me  to  be  the 
road  to  London,  not  the  boards  of  Bishops  Stortford; 
so  I  sneaked  off  towards  the  Seven  Dials.  Johnstone, 
though  cast  for  the  hero,  was  of  Jerry's  mind,  and 
sneaked  away  along  with  him. 

We  had  made  but  twelve  miles  when  the  manager  and 
a  constable  came  up  with  us.  Those  were  peremptory 
days  ;  they  offered  us  our  choice  of  the  fine  arts  again, 
or  prison.  After  a  natural  hesitation  we  chose  the  arts, 
and  were  driven  back  to  them  like  sheep.  Night's 
profits,  fivepence.  In  the  morning  the  whole  company 
dissolved  away  like  a  snowball.  Johnstone  and  I  had 
a  meagre  breakfast  and  walked  on  it  twenty -six  miles. 
He  was  a  stout  fellow  —  shone  in  brigands  —  he  encour- 
aged and  helped  me  along;  but  at  last  I  could  go  no 
farther. 

My  slighter  frame  was  quite  worn  out  with  hunger 
and  fatigue.  "  Leave  me,"  I  said ;  "  perhaps  some  char- 
itable hand  will  aid  me,  and  if  not,  why  then  I  shall  die  : 
and  I  don't  care  if  I  do ;  for  I  have  lost  all  hope."  , 

"  Nonsense,"  cried  the  fine  fellow.  "  I'll  carry  you 
home  on  my  back  sooner  than  leave  you  —  die  ?  That 
is  a  word  a  man  should  never  say.  Come,  courage,  only 
four  miles  more." 
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No.  I  could  not  move  from  the  spot.  I  was  what  I 
believe  seldom  really  happens  to  any  man,  dead  beat, 
body  and  soul. 

I  sank  down  on  a  heap  of  stones.  Johnstone  sat 
down  beside  me. 

The  sun  was  just  setting.  It  was  a  bad  lookout. 
Starving  people  to  lie  out  on  stones  all  night.  A  man 
can  stand  cold,  and  he  can  fight  with  hunger :  but  put 
those  two  together,  and  life  is  soon  exhausted. 

At  last  a  rumble  was  heard,  and  presently  an  empty 
coal-wagon  came  up.  A  coal-heaver  sat  on  the  shaft, 
and  another  walked  by  the  side.  Johnstone  went  to 
meet  them — they  stopped  —  I  saw  him  pointing  to  me, 
and  talking  earnestly. 

The  men  came  up  to  me  :  they  took  hold  of  me  and 
shot  me  into  the  cart  like  a  hundred-weight  of  coal. 
"  Why,  he  is  starving  with  cold,"  said  one  of  them,  and 
he  flung  half  a  dozen  empty  sacks  over  me,  and  on  we 
went.  At  the  first  public  the  wagon  stopped,  and 
soon  one  of  my  new  friends  with  a  cheerful  voice 
brouglit  a  pewter  flagon  of  porter  to  me  :  I  sipped  it, 
"Don't  be  afraid  of  it,"  cried  he,  "down  with  it;  it  is 
meat  and  drink,  that  is."  And  indeed  so  I  found  it.  It 
was  a  heavenly  solid  liquid  to  me :  it  was  "  stout "  by 
name,  and  "  stout "  by  nature. 

These  good  fellows,  whom  men  do  right  to  call  black 
diamonds,  carried  me  safe  into  the  Strand,  and  thence, 
being  now  quite  my  own  man  again,  I  reached  the  Seven 
Dials.  Paley  was  in  bed.  He  came  down  directly  in 
his  nightgown,  and  lighted  a  fire  and  pulled  a  piece  of 
cold  beef  out  of  the  cupboard,  and  cheered  me  as  usual, 
but  in  a  fatherly  way  this  time;  and  of  course  at  my  age 
I  was  soon  all  right  again,  aud  going  to  take  the  world 
by  storm  to-morrow  morning.  He  left  me  for  awhile 
and  went  up-stairs  :  presently  he  came  down  again. 
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"Your  bed  is  ready,  John." 

"  Why,"  said  I,  "  you  have  not  three  rooms." 

"  Lucy  is  on  a  visit,"  said  he ;  then  he  paused.  "  Stop 
a  bit,  I'll  warm  your  bed." 

He  took  me  up-stairs  to  my  old  room  and  warmed  the 
bed.  I,  like  a  thoughtless  young  fool,  rolled  into  it,  half 
gone  with  sleep,  and  never  woke  till  ten  next  morning. 

I  don't  know  what  the  reader  will  think  of  me  when 
I  tell  him  that  the  old  man  had  turned  Lucy  out  of  her 
room  into  his  own,  and  sat  all  night  by  the  fire  that  I 
might  lie  soft  after  my  troubles.  Ah  —  he  was  a  bit  of 
steel.  And  have  you  left  me,  and  can  I  share  no  more 
sorrow  or  joy  with  you  in  this  world !  Eh,  dear,  it 
makes  me  misty  to  think  of  the  old  man  —  after  all 
these  years. 


CHAPTER   V. 


I  USED  often  to  repair  and  doctor  a  violin  for  a  gent 
whom  I  shall  call  Chaplin :  he  played  in  the  orchestra 
of  the  Adelphi  Theatre.  Mr.  Chaplin  was  not  only  a 
customer  but  a  friend ;  he  saw  how  badly  off  I  was,  and 
had  a  great  desire  to  serve  me  :  now  it  so  happened  that 
Mr.  Yates  the  manager  was  going  to  give  an  entertain- 
ment he  called  his  "  At  Homes,"  and  this  took  but  a 
small  orchestra,  of  which  Mr.  Chaplin  was  to  be  the 
leader :  so  he  was  allowed  to  engage  the  other  instru- 
ments ;  and  he  actually  proposed  to  me  to  be  a  second 
violin. 

I  stared  at  him.     "  How  can  I  do  that  ?  " 

"  Why,  I  often  hear  you  try  a  violin." 

"  Yes,  and  I  always  play  the  same  notes,  perhaps  you 
have  observed  that  too  ?  " 
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"  I  notice  it  is  always  a  slow  movement  —  eh  ?  Never 
mind,  this  is  the  only  thing  I  can  think  of  to  serve  you 
—  you  must  strum  out  something  —  it  will  be  a  good 
thing  for  you,  j'^ou  know." 

"  Well,"  said  I,  "  if  Mr.  Yates  will  promise  to  sing 
nothing  faster  than  '  Je-ru-sa-lem  my  hap-py  home/ 
I'll  accompany  him." 

No  —  he  would  not  be  laughed  out  of  it.  He  was 
determined  to  put  money  in  my  pocket,  and  would  take 
no  denial.  "  Next  Monday  you  will  have  the  goodness 
to  meet  me  at  the  theatre  at  six  o'clock  with  your  fiddle. 
Play  how  you  like,  play  inaudible  for  what  I  care,  but 
play  and  draw  your  weekly  salary  you  must  and  shall." 

"  Play  inaudible."  These  words  sunk  to  the  very 
bottom  of  me.     "  Play  inaudible." 

I  fell  into  a  brown  study ;  it  lasted  three  days  and 
three  nights.  Finally,  to  my  good  patron's  great  con- 
tent, I  consented  to  come  up  to  the  scratch ;  and  Monday 
night  I  had  the  hardihood  to  present  myself  in  the 
music-room  of  the  Adelphi.  My  violin  was  a  ringing 
one,  I  tuned  up  the  loudest  of  tliem  all,  and  Mr. 
Chaplin's  eye  rested  on  me  with  an  approving  glance. 

Time  was  called.  We  played  an  overture,  and  accom- 
panied Mr.  Yates  in  his  recitatives  and  songs,  and  per- 
formed pieces  and  airs  between  the  acts,  etc.  The 
leader's  eye  often  fell  on  me,  and,  when  it  did,  he  saw 
the  most  conscientious  workman  of  the  crew  })loughing 
every  note  with  singular  care  and  diligence. 

In  this  same  little  orchestra  was  James  Bates,  another 
favorite  of  Mr.  Chaplin,  and  an  experienced  fiddler. 

This  young  man  was  a  great  chum  of  mine.  He  was 
a  fine  honest  young  fellow,  but  of  rather  a  saturnine 
temper.  He  was  not  movable  to  mirth  at  any  price. 
He  would  play  without  a  smile  to  a  new  pantomime  — 
stuck  there  all  ni'dit  like  Solomon  cut   in   black   marble 
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with  a  white  choker,  as  solemn  as  a  tomb,  with  hundreds 
lauglaing  all  around. 

Once  or  twice  while  we  were  at  work  I  saw  Mr. 
Chaplin  look  at  Bates,  knowing  we  two  were  chums, 
and  whenever  he  did  it  seems  the  young  one  bit  his  lips 
and  turned  as  red  as  a  beetroot.  After  the  lights  were 
out  Mr.  Chaplin  congratulated  me  before  Bates. 
"  There,  you  see,  it  is  not  so  very  hard.  Why,  hang 
me,  if  you  did  not  saw  away  as  well  as  the  best !  "  At 
these  words  Bates  gave  a  sort  of  yell,  and  ran  home. 
Mr.  Chaplin  looked  after  him  with  surprise.  "  There's 
some  devil's  delight  up  between  you  two,"  said  he.  "  I 
shall  find  it  out." 

Xext  night  in  the  tuning-room  my  fiddle  was  so 
resinant  it  attracted  attention,  and  one  or  two  asked 
leave  to  try  it.     "  Why  not  ?  "  said  I. 

During  work  Mr.  Chaplin  had  one  eye  on  me,  and  one 
on  Bates,  and  caught  the  perspiration  running  down  my 
face,  and  him  simpering  for  the  first  time  in  the  history 
of  the  Adelphi. 

"  What  has  come  over  Jem  Bates  ?  "  said  Mr.  Chaplin 
to  me.  "  The  lad  is  all  changed.  You  have  put  some  of 
your  late  gunpowder  into  him ;  there  is  something  up 
between  you  two."  After  the  play  he  got  us  together, 
and  he  looked  Bates  in  the  face  and  just  said  to  him, 
"  Eh  ?  " 

At  this  wholesale  interrogatory  Bates  laid  hold  of 
himself  tight.  "No,  Mr.  Chaplin,  sir;  I  can't.  It  will 
kill  me  when  it  does  come  out  of  me." 

"  When  what  comes  out  ?  You  young  rascals,  if  you 
don't  both  of  you  tell  me,  I'll  break  my  fiddle  over 
Bates,  and  Jack  shall  mend  it  free  of  expense  gratis  for 
nothing.  That  is  how  I'll  serve  mutineers.  Come,  out 
with  it." 

"  Tell  him,  John,"  said  Bates,  demurely. 
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"No,"  said  I,  "tell  him  yourself  if  you  think  it  will 
gratify  him."     I  had  my  doubts. 

"  Well,"  said  Bates,  "  it  is  ungrateful  to  keep  you  out 
of  it,  sir — so  —  he  !  he  !  —  I'll  tell  you,  sir  —  this  second 
violin  has  two  bows  in  his  violin-case." 

"Well,  stupid,  what  is  commoner  than  that  for  a 
fiddler  ?  " 

"  But  this  is  not  a  fiddler,"  squeaked  Bates,  "  he's  only 
a  bower.     Oh,  oh,  oh  ! " 

"  Only  a  bower  ?  " 

"No!  Oh!  Oh!  I  shall  die,  it  will  kill  me."  I 
gave  a  sort  of  ghastly  grin  myself. 

"  You  unconscionable  scoundrels  ! "  shouted  Mr.  Chap- 
lin. "  There,  look  at  this  Bates,  he  is  at  it  again,  a  fellow 
that  the  very  clown  could  never  raise  a  laugh  out  of, 
and  now  I  see  him  all  night  smirking  and  grinning  and 
looking  down  like  a  jackdaw  that  has  got  his  claw  on  a 
thimble.  If  you  don't  speak  out,  I'll  knock  your  two 
tormenting  skulls  together  till  they  roll  off  down  the 
gutter  side  by  side,  chuckling  and  giggling  all  day  and 
all  night."  At  this  direful,  mysterious  threat,  Bates 
composed  himself.  "The  power  is  all  out  of  my  body, 
sir,  so  now  I  can  tell  you." 

He  then  in  faint  tones  gave  this  explanation,  which 
my  guilty  looks  confirmed.  "  One  of  his  bows  is  resined, 
sir;  that  one  is  the  tuner.  I  don't  know  whether  you 
have  observed,  but  he  tunes  rather  louder  than  any  two 
of  us.     Oh,  dear,  it  is  coming  again." 

"  Don't  be  a  fool  now.     Yes,  I  have  noticed  that." 

"The  other  bow,  Mr.  Chaplin,  sir,  the  other  bow  is 
soaped,  well  soaped,  sir,  for  orchestral  use.     Ugh.     Ugh." 

"  Oh,  the  varmint !  " 

Bates  continued.  "You  take  a  look  at  him,  you  see 
him  fingering  and  bowing  like  mad,  but  as  for  sound, 
you  know  what  a  greasy  bow  is  ?  " 
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'•'Of  course  I  do.  I  don't  wonder  at  your  laughing — ■ 
ha,  ha,  ha !  Oh,  the  thief  !  when  I  think  of  his  diligent 
face  and  him  shaking  his  right  wrist  like  Viotti." 

"  Mind  your  pockets  though,  he  knows  too  much." 

It  was  now  my  turn  to  speak.  "I  am  glad  you  like 
the  idea,  sir,"  said  I,  "  for  it  comes  from  you." 

"  How  can  you  say  that  ?  " 

"What  did  you  tell  me  to  do  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  tell  you  to  do  that.  I  don't  remember  what 
I  told  him,  Bates,  not  to  the  letter." 

"  Told  me  to  play  inaudible  ! " 

"  Well,  I  never,"  said  Mr.  Chaplin. 

"  Those  were  your  words,  sir ;  they  did  not  fall  to  the 
ground,  you  see." 

My  position  in  this  orchestra  and  the  situations  that 
arose  out  of  it  were  meat  and  drink  to  my  two  friends. 
With  the  gentry,  whose  lives  are  a  succession  of  amuse- 
ments, a  joke  soon  wears  out,  no  doubt ;  but  we  poor 
fellows  can't  let  one  go  cheap.  How  do  we  know  how 
long  it  may  be  before  Heaven  sends  us  another  ?  A 
joke  falling  among  us  is  like  a  rat  in  a  kennel  of 
terriers. 

At  intricate  passages  the  first  violin  used  to  look  at 
the  tenor  and  then  at  me,  and  wink,  and  they  both 
swelled  with  innocent  enjoyment,  till  at  last  unknown 
powers  of  gayety  budded  in  Bates  :  with  quizzing  his 
friend  he  learned  to  take  a  jest ;  so  much  so  that  one 
night,  Mr.  Yates  being  funnier  than  usual  if  possible,  a 
single  horse-laugh  suddenly  exploded  among  the  fiddles. 
This  was  Bates  gone  off  all  in  a  moment  after  his  trigger 
being  pulled  so  many  years  to  no  purpose.  Mr.  Yates 
looked  down  with  gratified  surprise. 

"Halloo  !  Brains  got  in  the  orchestra;  after  that  any- 
thing ! " 

But  do  you  think  it  was  fun  to  me,  all  this  ?     I  declare 


64  JACK   OF   ALL   TRADES. 

I  suffered  the  torture  of  the — you  know  what.  I  never 
felt  safe  a  moment.  I  had  placed  myself  next  to  an  old 
fiddler  who  was  deaf,  but  he  somehow  smelt  at  times 
that  I  was  shirking,  and  then  he  used  to  cry,  "Pull  out, 
pull  out,  you  don't  pull  out." 

"How  can  you  say  so  ?"  I  used  to  reply,  and  then  saw 
away  like  mad  :  when,  so  connected  are  the  senses  of 
sight  and  hearing  apparently,  the  old  fellow  used  to 
smile  and  be  at  peace.  He  saw  me  pull,  and  so  he  heard 
me  pull  out.  Then  sometimes  friends  of  the  other  per- 
formers would  be  in  the  orchestra,  and  peep  over  me 
and  say  civil  things,  and  I  wish  them  further,  civilities 
and  all.  But  it  is  a  fact  that  for  two  months  I  gesticu- 
lated in  that  orchestra  without  a  soul  finding  out  that  I 
was  not  suiting  the  note  to  the  action. 

At  last  we  broke  up,  to  my  great  relief,  but  I  did  not 
leave  the  theatre.  INIr.  Widger,  j\[r.  Yates's  dresser,  got 
me  a  place  behind  the  scenes  at  nine  shillings  per  week. 

I  used  to  dress  Mr.  Reeve  and  run  for  his  brandies 
and  waters,  which  kept  me  on  the  trot,  and  do  odd  jobs. 

But  I  was  now  to  make  the  acquaintance  that  colored 
all  my  life,  or  the  cream  of  it.  IVIy  time  was  come  to 
move  in  a  wider  circle  of  men  and  things,  and  really  to 
do  what  so  many  fancy  they  have  done  —  to  see  the 
world. 

In  the  month  of  April,  1828,  Mr.  Yates,  theatrical 
manager,  found  his  nightly  receipts  fall  below  his  nightly 
expenses.  In  this  situation  a  manager  fulls  upon  one  of 
two  things ;  a  spectacle  or  a  star.  Mr.  Yates  i)referred 
the  latter,  and  went  over  to  Paris  and  engaged  Made- 
moiselle Djek. 

Mademoiselle  Djek  was  an  elephant  of  great  size,  and 
unparalleled  sagacity.  She  had  been  for  some  time  ])er- 
forming  in  a  play  at  Franconi's,  and  created  a  great 
sensation  in  Paris. 
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Of  her  previous  history  little  is  known.  But  she  was 
first  landed  from  the  East  in  England,  and  was  shown 
about  merely  as  an  elephant  by  her  proprietor,  an  Italian 
called  Polito.  The  Frenchmen  first  found  out  her  talent. 
Her  present  owner  was  a  M.  Huguet,  and  with  him  Mr. 
Yates  treated.  She  joined  the  Adelphi  company  at  a 
salary  of  forty  pounds  a  week  and  her  grub. 

There  was  great  expectation  in  the  theatre  for  some 
days ;  the  play  in  which  she  was  to  perform  "  The 
Elephant  of  the  King  of  Siam,"  was  cast  and  rehearsed 
several  times ;  a  wooden  house  was  built  for  her  at  the 
back  of  the  stage,  and  one  fine  afternoon  sure  enough  she 
arrived  with  all  her  train,  one  or  two  of  each  nation ;  viz., 
her  owner,  M.  Huguet  (French),  her  principal  keeper, 
Tom  Elliot  (English),  her  subordinates,  Bernard  (French), 
and  an  Italian  nicknamed  Pippin.  She  arrived  at  the 
stage-door  in  Maiden  Lane,  and  soon  after  the  messenger 
was  sent  to  Mr.  Yates's  house. 

"JSlephant's  come,  sir." 

"  Well,  let  them  put  her  in  the  place  built  for  her,  and 
I'll  come  and  see  her." 

"They  can't  do  that,  sir." 

"  Why  not  ?  " 

"  La  bless  you,  sir,  she  might  get  her  foot  into  the 
theatre  :  but  how  is  her  body  to  come  through  the  stage- 
door  ?  why,  she  is  almost  as  big  as  the  house." 

Down  comes  Mr.  Yates,  and  there  was  the  elephant 
standing  all  across  Maiden  Lane  —  all  traffic  interrupted 
except  what  could  pass  under  her  belly  —  and  such  a 
crowd,  my  eye  ! 

Mr.  Yates  put  his  hands  in  his  pockets  and  took  a 
quiet  look  at  the  state  of  affairs. 

"You  must  make  a  hole  in  the  wall,"  said  he. 

Pickaxes  went  to  work  and  made  a  hole  or  rather  a 
frightful  chasm  in  the  theatre,  and  when  it  looked  about 
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two-thirds  her  size,  Elliot  said,  "  Stop  !  "  He  then  gave 
her  a  sharp  order,  and  the  first  specimen  we  saw  of  her 
cleverness  was  her  doubling  herself  together  and  creep- 
ing in  through  that  hole,  bending  her  fore-knees,  and 
afterwards  rising  and  dragging  her  hind-legs  horizontally, 
and  so  she  disappeared  like  an  enormous  mole  burrowing 
into  the  theatre. 

Mademoiselle  Djek's  bills  were  posted  all  over  the 
town,  and  everything  done  to  make  her  take,  and  on  the 
following  Tuesday  the  theatre  was  pretty  well  filled  by 
the  public  ;  the  manager  also  took  care  to  have  a  strong 
party  in  the  pit.  In  short,  she  was  nursed  as  other  stars 
are  upon  their  debut. 

Night  came :  all  was  anxiety  behind  the  lights  and 
expectation  in  front. 

Tlie  green  curtain  drew  up,  and  INIr.  Yates  walked  on 
in  black  dress-coat  and  white  kid  gloves,  like  a  private 
gentleman  just  landed  out  of  a  bandbox  at  the  Queen's 
ball.  He  was  the  boy  to  talk  to  the  public  :  soft  sawder, 
dignified  reproach,  friendly  intercourse,  he  had  them 
all  at  his  fingers'  ends.  This  time  it  was  the  easy  tone 
of  refined  conversation  upon  the  intelligent  creature  he 
was  privileged  to  introduce  to  them.  I  remember  his 
discourse  as  well  as  if  it  was  yesterday. 

"The  elephant,"  said  Mr.  Yates,  "is  a  marvel  of 
nature.  We  are  now  to  have  the  pleasure  of  showing 
her  to  you  as  taking  her  i)lace  in  art."  Then  he  praised 
the  wisdom  and  beneficence  of  creation.  "Among  the 
small  animals,  such  as  cats  and  men,  there  is  to  be 
found  such  a  thing  as  spite ;  treachery  ditto,  and  love  of 
mischief,  and  even  cruelty  at  odd  times :  but  here  is  a 
creature  with  the  ])Ower  to  pull  down  our  houses  about 
our  ears  like  Samson,  but  a  heart  that  will  not  let  her 
Iniit  a  fly.  Properly  to  appreciate  her  moral  character 
consider  what  a  thing  i)Ower  is,  see  how  it  tries  us,  how 
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often  in  history  it  has  turned  men  to  demons.  The  ele- 
phant," added  he,  "  is  the  friend  of  man  by  choice,  not 
by  necessity  or  instinct :  it  is  born  as  wild  as  a  lion  or 
buffalo,  but  the  moment  an  opportunity  arrives,  its  kin- 
dred intelligence  allies  it  to  man,  its  only  superior  or 
equal  in  reasoning  power.  We  are  about,"  said  Mr. 
Yates,  "  to  present  a  play  in  which  an  elephant  will  act 
a  part,  and  yet  act  but  herself,  for  the  intelligence  and 
affectionate  disposition  she  will  display  on  these  boards 
as  an  actress  are  merely  her  own  private  and  domestic 
qualities.  Not  every  one  of  us  actors,  gentlemen,  can 
say  as  much." 

Then  there  was  a  laugh  in  which  Mr.  Yates  joined. 
In  short,  Mr.  Yates,  who  could  play  upon  the  public  ear 
better  than  some  fiddles  (I  name  no  names),  made  his 
debutante  popular  before  ever  she  stepped  upon  the 
scene.  He  then  bowed  with  intense  gratitude  to  the 
audience  for  the  attention  they  had  honored  him  with, 
retired  to  the  prompter's  side,  and,  as  he  reached  it,  the 
act  drop  flew  up  and  the  play  began :  it  commenced 
on  two  legs  :  the  elephant  did  not  come  on  until  the 
second  scene  of  the  act. 

The  drama  was  a  good  specimen  of  its  kind :  it  was  a 
story  of  some  interest  and  length  and  variety,  and  the 
Avriter  had  been  sharp  enough  not  to  make  the  elephant 
too  common  in  it ;  she  came  on  only  three  or  four  times, 
and  always  at  a  nick  of  time,  and  to  do  good  business 
—  as  theatricals  say,  i.e.,  for  some  important  purpose  in 
the  story. 

A  king  of  Siam  had  lately  died,  and  the  elephant  was 
seen  taking  her  part  in  the  funeral  obsequies.  She  de- 
posited his  sceptre,  etc.,  in  the  tomb  of  his  fathers,  and 
was  seen  no  more  in  that  act.  The  rightful  heir  to  this 
throne  was  a  young  prince  to  whom  the  elephant  be- 
longed.    An   usurper  opposed   him,  and   a  battle  took 
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place,  tiic  riglitful  heir  was  worsted  and  taken  prisoner, 
the  usurper  condemned  him  to  be  thrown  into  the  sea. 
In  the  next  act,  this  sentence  was  being  executed  :  four 
men  were  discovered  passing  through  a  wood  carrying 
no  end  of  a  box.  Suddenly  a  terrific  roar  was  heard, 
the  men  put  down  the  box  rather  more  carefully  than 
they  would  in  real  life,  and  fled,  and  the  elephant  walked 
on  to  the  scene  alone  like  any  other  actress.  She  smelt 
about  the  box,  and  presently  tore  it  open  with  her  pro- 
boscis, and  there  was  her  master,  the  rightful  heir,  but 
in  a  sad  exhausted  state.  When  the  good  soul  sees  this 
what  does  she  do  but  walk  to  the  other  side  and  tear 
down  the  bough  of  a  fruit-tree  and  hand  it  to  the  suf- 
ferer :  he  sucked  it,  and  it  had  the  effect  of  stout  on 
him  —  it  made  a  man  of  him,  and  they  marched  away 
together,  the  elephant  trumpeting  to  show  her  satisfac- 
tion. 

In  the  next  act  the  rightful  heir's  friends  were  dis- 
(!overed  behind  the  bars  of  a  ])rison  at  a  height  from  the 
ground.  The  order  for  their  execution  arrived,  and  they 
were  down  upon  their  luck  terribly.  In  marched  the 
elephant,  tore  out  the  iron  bars,  and  squeezed  herself 
against  the  wall  half-squatting  in  the  shape  of  a  tri- 
angle :  so  then  the  })risoners  glided  down  her  to  the 
ground  slantindicular-one  after  another. 

When  the  civil  war  had  lasted  long  enough  to  sicken 
both  sides,  and  enough  widows  and  orphans  had  been 
made,  the  Siamese  began  to  ask  themselves,  "liut  what 
is  it  all  about  ?  "  The  next  thing  was,  they  said,  "  What 
asses  we  have  been !  Was  there  no  other  way  of  deciding 
between  two  men  but  bleeding  the  whole  tribe  ?"  Then 
they  reflected  and  said,  '*We  are  asses,  that  is  clear; 
but  we  hear  there  is  one  animal  in  the  nation  that  is  not 
an  ass  :  why  of  course,  then,  slie  is  the  one  to  decide 
uur  dispute."     Accordingly  a  grand  assembly  was  held, 
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the  rival  claimants  were  compelled  to  attend,  and  the 
elephant  was  led  in.  Then  the  high  priest,  or  some 
such  article,  having  first  implored  Heaven  to  speak 
through  the  quadruped,  bade  her  decide  according  to 
justice.  No  sooner  were  the  words  out  of  his  mouth 
than  the  elephant  stretched  out  her  proboscis,  seized  a 
little  crown  that  glittered  on  the  usurper's  head,  and, 
waving  it  gracefully  in  the  air,  deposited  it  gently  and 
carefully  on  the  brows  of  the  rightful  heir.  So  then 
tliere  was  a  rush  made  on  the  wrongful  heir,  he  was 
taken  out  guarded  and  warned  off  the  premises :  the 
rightful  heir  mounted  the  throne  and  grinned  and  bowed 
all  round,  the  elephant  trumpeted,  Siam  hurrahed, 
Djek's  party  in  the  house  echoed  the  sound,  and  down 
came  the  curtain  in  thunders  of  applause.  Though  the 
curtain  was  down,  the  applause  continued  most  vehe- 
mently, and  after  awhile  a  cry  arose  at  the  back  of  the 
pit,  "  Elephant,  elephant !  "  That  part  of  the  audience 
that  had  paid  at  the  door  laughed  at  this,  but  their 
laughter  turned  to  curiosity  when  in  answer  to  the  cry 
the  curtain  was  raised,  and  the  stage  discovered  empty. 
Curiosity  in  turn  gave  way  to  surprise ;  for  the  elephant 
walked  on  from  the  third  grooves  alone,  and  came  slap 
down  to  the  float.  At  this,  the  astonished  public  liter- 
ally roared  at  her.  But  how  can  I  describe  the  effect, 
the  amazement,  when,  in  return  for  the  compliment,  the 
debutante  slowly  bent  her  knees  and  courtesied  twice  to 
the  British  public,  and  then  retired  backwards  as  the 
curtain  once  more  fell  ?  People  looked  at  one  another 
and  seemed  to  need  to  read  in  their  neighbor's  eyes 
whether  such  a  thing  was  real ;  and  then  followed  that 
buzz  which  tells  the  knowing  ones  behind  the  curtain 
that  the  nail  has  gone  home,  that  the  theatre  will  be 
crammed  to  the  ceiling  to-morrow  night,  and  perhaps 
for  eighty  nights  after. 
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Mr.  Yates  fed  Mademoiselle  Djek  with  his  own  hand 
that  night,  ciying,  "  Oh,  you  duck  !  " 

The  fortunes  of  the  Adelphi  rose  from  that  hour  — 
full  houses  without  intermission. 

Mr.  Yates  shortened  his  introductory  address,  and 
used  to  make  it  a  brief,  neat,  and  I  think  elegant  eulogy 
of  her  gentleness  and  affectionate  disposition  ;  her  talent 
"the  public  are  here  to  judge  for  themselves,"  said  Mr. 
Yates,  and  exit  P.  S. 

A  theatre  is  a  little  world ;  and  Djek  soon  became  the 
hero  of  ours.  Everybody  must  have  a  passing  peep  at 
the  star  that  was  keeping  the  theatre  ojjcn  all  summer, 
and  providing  bread  for  a  score  or  two  of  families  con- 
nected with  it.  Of  course  a  mind  like  mine  was  not 
among  the  least  inquisitive.  But  her  head  keeper  Tom 
Elliot,  a  surly  fellow,  repulsed  our  attempts  to  scrape 
acquaintance.  "  Mind  your  business,  and  I'll  mind 
mine,"  was  his  chant.  He  seemed  to  be  wonderfully 
jealous  of  her.  He  could  not  forbid  Mr.  Yates  to  visit 
her,  as  he  did  us,  but  he  always  insisted  on  being  one  of 
the  party  even  then.  He  puzzled  us  :  but  the  strongest 
imj)ression  he  gave  us  was  that  he  was  jealous  of  her ; 
afraid  she  would  get  as  fond  of  some  others  as  of  him, 
and  so  another  man  might  be  able  to  work  her,  and  his 
own  nose  lose  a  joint  as  the  saying  is  ;  later  on  we 
learned  to  put  a  different  interpretation  on  his  conduct. 
Pij)pin  the  Italian,  and  Bernard  the  Frenchman,  used  to 
serve  her  with  straw  and  water,  etc.,  but  it  was  cpiite  a 
different  thing  from  Elliot.  They  were  like  a  tine  lady's 
grooms  and  running  footmen,  but  Elliot  was  her  body- 
servant,  groom  of  the  bed-chamber,  or  what  not.  He 
used  always  to  sleep  in  the  straw  close  to  her :  some- 
times, when  he  was  drunk,  lie  would  roll  in  between  her 
legs,  and  if  she  had  not  been  more  carei'ul  ol'  liim  tlian 
any  other  animal  ever  was  (especially  himsell),  slie  nnist 
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have  crushed  him  to  death  three  nights  in  the  week. 
Next  to  Elliot,  but  a  long  way  below  him,  M.  Huguet 
seemed  her  favorite.  He  used  to  come  into  her  box  and 
caress  her  and  feed  her  and  make  much  of  her :  but  she 
never  went  on  the  stage  without  Elliot  in  sight,  and  in 
point  of  fact  all  she  did  upon  our  stage  was  done  at  a 
word  of  command  given  then  and  there  at  the  side  by 
this  man  and  no  other  —  going  down  to  the  float  — 
courtesying  and  all. 

Being  mightily  curious  to  know  how  he  had  gained 
such  influence  with  her,  I  made  several  attempts  to 
sound  him,  but  drunk  or  sober  he  was  equally  unfathom- 
able on  this  point. 

I  then  endeavored  to  slake  ray  curiosity  at  No.  2.  I 
made  bold  to  ask  M.  Huguet  how  he  had  won  her  affec- 
tions. The  Frenchman  was  as  communicative  as  the 
native  was  reserved :  he  broke  plenty  of  English  over 
me  :  it  came  to  this,  that  the  strongest  feeling  of  an 
elephant  was  gratitude,  and  that  he  had  worked  on  this 
for  years ;  was  always  kind  to  her,  and  seldom  ap- 
proached her  without  giving  her  lumps  of  sugar  — 
carried  a  pocket  full  on  purpose.  This  tallied  with 
what  I  had  heard  and  read  of  an  elephant :  still  the 
problem  remained,  why  is  she  fonder  still  of  this  Tom 
Elliot,  whose  manner  is  not  ingratiating,  and  who  never 
speaks  to  her  but  in  a  harsh,  severe  voice  ? 

She  stood  my  friend  any  way :  a  good  many  new 
supers  were  engaged  to  play  with  her,  and  I  was  set 
over  these,  looked  out  their  dresses,  and  went  on  with 
them  and  her  as  a  slave :  nine  shillings  a  week  for  this 
was  added  to  my  other  nine,  which  I  drew  for  dressing 
an  actor  or  two  of  the  higher  class. 

The  more  I  was  about  her  the  more  I  felt  that  we  were 
not  at  the  bottom  of  this  quadruped,  nor  even  of  her 
bipeds.  There  were  gestures  and  glances  and  shrugs 
always  passing  to  and  fro  among  them. 
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One  day  at  the  rehearsal  of  a  farce  tliere  was  no  Mr. 
Yates.     Somebody  inquired  loudly  for  him. 

"  Hush,"  says  another,  "  haven't  you  heard  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  You  mustn't  talk  of  it  out  of  doors." 

"  No  ! " 

"  Half  killed  by  the  elephant  this  morning." 

It  seems  he  was  feeding  and  coaxing  her,  as  he  had 
often  done  before,  when  all  in  a  moment  she  laid  hold  of 
him  with  her  trunk,  and  gave  him  a  squeeze.  He  lay  in 
bed  six  weeks  Avith  it,  and  there  was  nobody  to  deliver 
her  eulogy  at  night.  Elliot  was  at  the  other  end  of  the 
stage  when  the  accident  happened.  He  heard  Mr.  Yates 
cry  out,  and  ran  in,  and  the  elephant  let  Mr.  Yates  go, 
the  moment  she  saw  him. 

We  questioned  Elliot.  We  might  as  well  have  cross- 
examined  the  monument.  Then  I  inquired  of  M. 
Huguet  what  this  meant.  That  gentleman  explained 
to  me  that  Djek  had  miscalculated  her  strength,  that  she 
wanted  to  caress  so  kind  a  manager,  who  was  always 
feeding  and  courting  her,  and  had  embraced  him  too 
warmly. 

The  play  went  on,  and  the  elephant's  reputation 
increased.  But  her  popularity  was  destined  to  receive 
a  shock,  as  far  as  we  little  ones  behind  the  curtain  were 
concerned. 

One  day,  while  Pippin  was  spreading  her  straw,  she 
knocked  liim  down  with  her  trunk,  and  pressing  her 
tooth  against  him,  bored  two  frightful  holes  in  his  skull, 
before  Elliot  could  interfere.  Pippin  was  carried  to  St. 
George's  Hospital,  and  we  began  to  look  in  one  another's 
faces. 

Pippin's  situation  was  in  the  market. 

One  or  two  declined  it.  It  came  down  to  me.  I 
reflected,  and  acc<!])ti;(l  it  —  another  nine  shillings,  total 
twenty-seven  shillings. 
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That  night  two  supers  turned  tail.  An  actress  also, 
whose  name  I  have  forgotten,  refused  to  go  on  with  her. 
"  I  was  not  engaged  to  play  with  a  brute,"  said  this 
lady,  "  and  I  won't."  Others  went  on  as  usual,  but 
were  not  so  sweet  on  it  as  before.  The  rightful  heir 
lost  all  relish  for  his  part,  and  above  all,  when  his  turn 
came  to  be  preserved  from  harm  by  her,  I  used  to  hear 
him  crying  out  of  the  box  to  Elliot,  "  Are  you  there  ? 
are  you  sure  you  are  there  ?  "  and,  when  she  tore  open 
his  box,  Garrick  never  acted  better  than  this  one  used 
to  now ;  for  you  see  his  cue  was  to  exhibit  fear  and  ex- 
haustion, and  he  did  both  to  the  life,  because  for  the  last 
five  minutes  he  had  been  thinking,  "  Oh,  dear  !  oh,  dear ! 
suppose  she  should  do  the  foot  business  on  my  box, 
instead  of  the  proboscis  business." 

These,  however,  were  vain  fears :  she  made  no  mistake 
before  the  public. 

Nothing  lasts  forever  in  this  world,  and  the  time  came 
that  she  ceased  to  fill  the  house.  Then  Mr.  Yates  re- 
engaged her  for  the  provinces,  and,  having  agreed  with 
the  country  managers,  sent  her  down  to  Bath  and  Bristol 
first.  Pie  had  a  good  opinion  of  me,  and  asked  me  to 
go  with  her  and  watch  his  interests.  I  should  not  cer- 
tainly have  applied  for  the  place,  but  it  was  not  easy  to 
say  no  to  Mr.  Yates,  and  I  felt  I  owed  him  some  repara- 
tion for  the  wrong  I  had  done  that  great  artist  in 
accompanying  his  voice  with  my  gestures. 

In  short,  we  started,  Djek,  Elliot,  Bernard,  I,  and 
Pippin,  on  foot  (he  was  just  out  of  St.  George's). 
Messrs.  Huguet  and  Yates  rolled  in  their  carriage  to 
meet  us  at  the  principal  towns  where  we  played. 

As  we  could  not  afford  to  make  her  common,  our 
walking  was  all  night-work,  and  introduced  me  to  a 
rough  life. 

The  average  of  night  weather  is  wetter  and  windier 
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than  (lay,  and  many  a  vile  night  we  tramped  through 
when  wise  men  were  abed  ;  and  we  never  knew  for  cer- 
tain where  we  should  pass  the  night :  for  it  depended 
on  Djek.  She  was  so  enormous  that  half  the  inns  could 
not  find  us  a  place  big  enough  for  her.  Our  first  evening 
stroll  was  to  Bath  and  Bristol:  thence  we  crossed  to 
Dublin,  thence  we  returned  to  Plymouth.  We  walked 
from  Plymouth  to  Liverpool,  playing  with  good  success 
at  all  these  places.  At  Liverpool  she  laid  hold  of  Ber- 
nard, and  would  have  settled  his  hash,  but  Elliot  came 
between  them. 

That  same  afternoon  in  walks  a  young  gentleman 
dressed  in  the  height  of  Parisian  fashion,  —  glossy  hat, 
satin  tie,  trousers  puckered  at  the  haunches,  —  sprucer 
than  any  poor  Englishman  will  be  while  the  world  lasts ; 
and  who  was  it  but  Monsieur  Bernard  come  to  take  leave. 
We  endeavored  to  dissuade  him :  he  smiled  and  shook 
his  head,  treated  us,  flattered  us,  and  showed  us  his 
preparations  for  France. 

All  that  day  and  the  next  he  sauntered  about  us, 
dressed  like  a  gentleman,  wuth  his  hands  in  his  pockets 
and  an  ostentatious  neglect  of  his  late  affectionate 
charge.  Before  he  left  he  invited  me  to  drink  some- 
thing at  his  expense,  and  w^as  good  enough  to  say  I  was 
what  he  most  regretted  leaving. 

"  Then  why  go  ?  "  said  I. 

''  I  will  tell  you,  mon  pauvre  gar<;on,^^  said  ]\ronsieur  Ber- 
nard. "  We  old  hands  have  all  got  our  orders  to  say  she 
is  a  duck.  Ah !  you  have  found  that  out  of  yourself. 
Well,  now,  as  I  have  done  with  her,  I  will  tell  you  a 
part  of  her  character,  for  I  know  her  well.  Once  she 
injures  you  she  can  never  forgive  you.  So  long  as  she 
has  never  hurt  you,  there's  a  fair  chance  she  never  will. 
I  have  been  about  her  for  years,  and  she  never  molested 
me  till  yesterday.     But  —  if   she  once   attacks  a  man, 
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that  man's  death-warrant  is  signed  —  I  can't  altogether 
account  for  it :  but  trust  my  experience  it  is  so.  I 
would  have  stayed  with  you  all  my  life  if  she  had  not 
shown  me  my  fate  ;  but  not  now  :  merci  !  I  have  a  wife 
and  two  children  in  France.  I  have  saved  some  money 
out  of  her :  I  return  to  the  bosom  of  my  family  :  and  if 
Pippin  stays  with  her  after  the  hint  she  gave  him  in 
London,  why,  you  will  see  the  death  of  Pippin,  my  lad, 
voila  tout,  that  is,  if  you  don't  go  first.  Qii'esi  que  ga 
te  fait  a  la  fin  ?  tu  es  gargon  toi  —  buvons  !  " 

The  next  day  he  left  us,  and  left  me  sad  for  one.  The 
quiet  determination  with  which  he  acted  upon  positive 
experience  of  her  was  enough  to  make  a  man  thoughtful. 
And  then  Bernard  was  the  flower  of  us :  he  was  the 
drop  of  mirth  and  gayety  in  our  iron  cup.  He  Avas  a 
pure,  unadulterated  Frenchman,  and  to  be  just  —  where 
can  you  find  anything  so  delightful  as  a  Frenchman  — 
of  the  right  sort  ? 

He  fluttered  home  singing 

"  Les  doux  yeux  de  ma  brunet — te, 
Tout — e  mignonett — e,  tout — e  gentillett — e," 

and  left  us  all  in  black. 

God  bless  you,  my  merry  fellow.  I  hope  you  found 
your  children  healthy,  and  your  brunette  true  and  your 
friends  alive,  and  that  the  world  is  just  to  you,  and 
smiles  on  you,  as  you  do  on  it,  and  did  on  us. 

From  Liverpool  we  walked  to  Glasgow :  from  Glasgow 
to  Edinburgh :  and  from  Edinburgh,  on  a  cold  starry 
midnight  we  started  for  jSTewcastle. 

In  this  interval  of  business  let  me  paint  you  my  com- 
panions Pippin  and  Elliot.  The  reader  is  entitled  to 
this,  for  there  must  have  been  something  out  of  the 
common  in  their  looks,  since  I  was  within  an  ace  of 
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being  killed  along  of  the  Italian's  face,  and  was  impris- 
oned four  days  through  the  Englishman's  mug. 

The  Italian  whom  we  know  by  the  nickname  of  Pippin 
was  a  man  of  immense  stature  and  athletic  mould.  His 
face,  once  seen,  would  never  be  forgotten.  His  skin, 
almost  as  swarthy  as  Othello's,  was  set  off  by  dazzling 
ivory  teeth,  and  lighted  by  two  glorious  large  eyes,  black 
as  jet,  brilliant  as  diamonds  :  the  orbs  of  black  lightning 
gleamed  from  beneath  eyebrows  that  many  a  dandy 
would  have  bought  for  mustaches  at  a  high  valuation. 
A  nose  like  a  reaping-hook  completed  him  —  perch  him 
on  a  tolerable-sized  rock,  and  there  you  had  a  black 
eagle. 

As  if  this  was  not  enough.  Pippin  would  always  wear 
a  conical  hat,  and  had  he  but  stepped  upon  the  stage  in 
"  Massaniello  "  or  the  like,  all  the  other  brigands  would 
have  sunk  down  to  rural  police  by  the  side  of  our  man. 
But  now  comes  the  absurdity  :  his  inside  was  not  differ- 
ent from  his  out,  it  was  the  exact  opposite.  You  might 
turn  over  twenty  thousand  bullet  heads  and  bolus  eyes, 
before  you  could  find  one  man  so  thoroughly  harmless 
as  this  thundering  brigand.  He  was  just  a  pet,  an  uni- 
versal pet,  of  all  the  men  and  women  that  came  near  him. 
He  had  the  disposition  of  a  dove  and  the  heart  of  a  hare. 
He  was  a  lamb  in  wolf's  clothing. 

My  next  portrait  is  not  so  pleasing. 

A    MAN    TUKNKI)    I'.RUTE. 

Some  ten  years  before  this,  a  fine,  stout  young  Eng- 
lish rustic  entered  the  service  of  Mademoiselle  Djek. 
He  was  a  model  for  bone  and  muscle,  and  had  two 
(theeks  like  roses  :  wlien  he  first  went  to  I'aris  he  was 
looked  on  as  a  curiosity  tliere.  People  used  to  come  to 
Djek's  stable  to  see  her  and  Elliot,  the  young  English 
Samson.     Just  ten  years  alter  this  young  Elliot  had  got 
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to  be  called  "  old  Elliot."  His  face  was  not  only  pale, 
it  was  colorless ;  it  was  the  face  of  a  walking  corpse. 
This  came  of  ten  years'  brandy  and  brute.  I  have  often 
asked  people  to  guess  the  man's  age,  and  they  always 
guessed  sixty,  sixty-five,  or  seventy,  oftenest  the  latter. 

He  was  thirty -five,  not  a  day  more. 

This  man's  mind  had  come  down  along  with  his  body. 

He  understood  nothing  but  elephant,  he  seldom 
talked,  and  then  nothing  but  elephant.  He  was  an 
elephant-man,  I  will  give  you  an  instance  which  I 
always  thought  curious. 

An  elephant,  you  may  have  observed,  cannot  stand 
quite  still.  The  great  weight  of  its  head  causes  a  nod- 
ding movement,  which  is  perpetual  when  the  creature 
stands  erect.  Well,  this  Tom  Elliot,  when  he  stood  up, 
used  always  to  have  one  foot  advanced,  and  his  eye  half 
closed,  and  his  head  niddle-noddling  like  an  elephant 
all  the  time  ;  and  with  it  all  such  a  presence  of  brute  and 
absence  of  soul  in  his  mug,  enough  to  give  a  thoughtful 
man  some  very  queer  ideas  about  man  and  beast. 


CHAPTER   VI. 


My  office  in  this  trip  was  merely  to  contract  for  the 
elephant's  food  at  the  various  places ;  but  I  was  getting 
older  and  shrewder,  and  more  designing  than  I  used  to 
be,  and  I  was  quite  keen  enough  to  see  in  this  elephant 
the  means  of  bettering  my  fortunes  if  I  could  but  make 
friends  with  her.  But  how  to  do  this  ?  She  was  like 
a  coquette  :  strange  admirers  welcome  ;  but  when  you 
had  courted  her  awhile  she  got  tired  of  you,  and  then 
nothing  short  of  your  demise  satisfied  her  caprice.  Her 
heart  seemed  inaccessible,  except  to  this  brute    Elliot, 
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and  he,  drunk  or  sober,  guarded  the  secret  of  his  fasci- 
nation by  some  instinct ;  for  reason  he  possessed  in  a 
very  small  degree. 

I  played  the  spy  on  quadruped  and  biped,  and  I  found 
out  tlie  fact,  but  the  reason  beat  me.  I  saw  that  she 
was  more  tenderly  careful  of  him  than  a  mother  of  her 
child.  I  saw  him  roll  down  stupid  drunk  under  her 
belly,  and  I  saw  her  lift  first  one  foot  and  then  the 
other,  and  draw  them  slowly  and  carefully  back,  trem- 
bling with  fear  lest  she  might  make  a  mistake  and  hurt 
him. 

But  why  she  was  a  mother  to  him,  and  a  stepmother 
to  the  rest  of  us,  that  I  could  not  learn. 

One  day,  between  Plymouth  and  Liverpool,  havifig 
left  Elliot  and  her  together,  I  happened  to  return,  and  I 
found  the  elephant  alone  and  in  a  state  of  excitement, 
and  looking  in  I  observed  some  blood  upon  the  straw. 

His  turn  has  come  at  last,  was  my  first  notion ;  but 
looking  round,  there  was  Elliot  behind  me. 

*'  I  was  afraid  she  had  tried  it  on  with  you,"  I  said. 

"  Who  ?  " 

"  The  elephant." 

Elliot's  face  was  not  generally  expressive,  but  the 
look  of  silent  scorn  he  gave  me  at  the  idea  of  the 
elephant  attacking  him  was  wortli  seeing.  The  brute 
knew  something  I  did  not  know  and  could  not  find  out; 
and  from  this  one  piece  of  knowhnlge  he  looked  down 
upon  me  with  a  sort  of  contempt  that  set  all  the  Seven 
Dials'  blood  on  fire. 

"  I  will  bottom  this,"  said  I,  "  if  I  die  for  it." 

My  plan  now  was  to  feed  Djek  every  day  with  my 
own  hand,  but  never  to  go  near  hor  without  Elliot  at 
my  very  side,  and  in  front  of  the  elephant. 

This  was  my  first  step. 

We  were  n(;w  drawing  towards  Newcastle,  and  had  to 
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lie  at  Morpeth ;  where  we  arrived  late,  and  found  Mr. 
Yates  and  M.  Huguet,  who  had  come  out  from  jSTewcastle 
to  meet  us ;  and  at  this  place  I  determined  on  a  new 
move  which  I  had  long  meditated. 

Elliot,  I  reflected,  always  slept  with  the  elephant. 
None  of  the  other  men  had  ever  done  this.  Now  might 
there  not  be  some  magic  in  this  unbroken  familiarity 
between  the  two  animals  ? 

Accordingly,  at  Morpeth  I  pretended  there  was  no 
bed  vacant  in  the  inn,  and  asked  Elliot  to  let  me  lie 
beside  him  ;  he  grunted  an  ungracious  assent. 

Not  to  overdo  it  at  first,  I  got  Elliot  between  me  and 
Djek,  so  that  if  she  was  offended  at  my  intrusion,  she 
must  pass  over  her  darling  to  resent  it;  we  had  tramped 
a  good  many  miles,  and  were  soon  fast  asleep. 

About  two  in  the  morning  I  was  awoke  by  a  shout 
and  a  crunching,  and  felt  myself  dropping  into  the 
straw  out  of  the  elephant's  mouth.  She  had  stretched 
her  proboscis  over  him  —  had  taken  me  up  so  delicately 
that  I  felt  nothing,  and  when  Elliot  shouted  I  was  in 
her  mouth ;  at  his  voice,  that  rang  in  my  ears  like  the 
last  trumpet,  she  dropped  me  like  a  hot  potato.  I  rolled 
out  of  the  straw,  giving  tongue  a  good  one,  and  ran  out 
of  the  shed.  I  had  no  sooner  got  to  the  inn  than  I  felt 
a  sickening  pain  in  my  shoulder  and  fainted  away. 

Her  huge  tooth  had  gone  into  my  shoulder  like  a 
wedge.     It  was  myself  I  had  heard  being  crunched. 

They  did  what  they  could  for  me,  and  I  soon  came  to. 
When  I  recovered  my  senses  I  was  seized  with  vomit- 
ing ;  but  at  last  all  violent  symptoms  abated ;  and  I 
began  to  suffer  great  pain  in  the  injured  part,  and  did 
suffer  for  six  weeks. 

And  so  I  scraped  clear.  Somehow  or  other  Elliot  was 
not  drunk,  or  nothing  could  have  saved  me  :  for  a  second 
wonder  he,  who  was  a  heavy  sleeper,  woke  at  the  very 
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slight  noise  she  made  eating  me ;  a  moment  later,  and 
nothing  could  have  saved  me.  I  use  too  many  words  — 
suppose  she  had  eaten  me  —  what  then  ? 

They  told  Mr.  Yates  at  breakfast,  and  he  sent  for  me 
and  advised  me  to  lie  quiet  at  Morpeth  till  the  fever  of 
the  wound  should  be  off  me ;  but  I  refused.  She  was  to 
start  at  ten,  and  I  told  him  I  should  start  with  her. 

Running  from  grim  death  like  that,  I  had  left  my 
shoes  behind  in  the  shed,  and  M.  Huguet  sent  his  serv- 
ant Baptiste,  an  Italian,  for  them. 

j\rr.  Yates  then  asked  me  for  all  the  particulars,  and 
whilst  I  was  telling  him  and  M.  Huguet,  we  heard  a 
commotion  in  the  street,  and  saw  people  running,  and 
presently  one  of  the  waiters  ran  in  and  cried,  — 

"  The  elephant  has  killed  a  man,  or  near  it." 

Mr.  Yates  laughed  and  said,  — 

"  Not  quite  so  bad  as  that ;  for  here  is  the  man." 

"No,  no  ! "  cried  the  waiter ;  "  it  is  not  him  ;  it  is  one 
of  the  foreigners." 

Mr.  Yates  started  up  all  trembling :  he  ran  to  the 
stable  :  I  followed  him  as  1  was,  and  there  we  saw  a 
sight  to  make  our  blood  run  cold.  On  the  corn-bin  lay 
})Oor  Baptiste  crushed  into  a  mummy.  How  it  hapjiened 
there  was  no  means  of  knowing ;  but,  no  doubt,  Avhile  he 
was  groping  in  the  straw  for  my  wretched  shoes,  she 
struck  him  with  her  trunk,  perhaps  more  than  once ;  his 
breast-bones  were  broken  to  chi})S,  and  every  time  he 
breathed,  which  by  God's  mercy  was  not  many  minutes, 
the  man's  whole  chest  frame  puffed  out  liki;  a  bladder 
with  the  action  of  his  lungs  —  it  was  too  horrible  to 
look  at. 

Elliot  had  run  at  Baptiste's  cry,  but  too  late  to  save 
iiis  life  this  time.  He  had  drawn  tlic  man  out  of  the 
straw  as  she  was  about  to  ])()uiul  liim  to  a  j<'ll.y,  and  tliere 
th<;  jioor  soul  lay  ou  the  corn-bin,  and  by  his  side  lay  the 
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things  he  had  died  for :  two  old  shoes.  Elliot  had  found 
them  in  the  straw,  and  put  them  there  of  all  places  in 
the  world. 

By  this  time  all  Morpeth  was  out.  They  besieged  the 
doors,  and  vowed  death  to  the  elephant.  M.  Huguet 
became  greatly  alarmed :  he  could  spare  Baptiste,  but  he 
could  not  spare  Djek.  He  got  Mr.  Yates  to  pacify  the 
people  :  ''  Tell  them  something,"  said  he. 

"  What  on  earth  can  I  say  for  her  over  that  man's 
bleeding  body  ?  "  said  Mr.  Yates.  "  Curse  her  !  would 
to  God  I  had  never  seen  her ! " 

"  Tell  them  he  used  her  cruel,"  said  M.  Huguet ;  "  I 
have  brought  ber  off  with  that  before  now." 

Well,  my  sickness  came  on  again,  partly  no  doubt  by 
the  sight  and  the  remorse,  and  I  was  got  to  bed  and  lay 
there  some  days ;  so  I  did  not  see  all  that  passed,  but  I 
heard  some,  and  I  know  the  rest  by  instinct  now. 

Half  an  hour  after  breakfast-time  Baptiste  died.  On 
this  the  elephant  was  detained  by  the  authorities,  and  a 
coroner's  inquest  was  summoned,  and  sat  in  the  shambles 
on  the  victim,  with  the  butcheress  looking  on  at  the  pro- 
ceedings. 

Pippin  told  me  she  took  off  a  juryman's  hat  during 
the  investigation,  waved  it  triumphantly  in  the  air,  and 
placed  it  cleverly  on  her  favorite's  head,  old  Tom. 

At  this  inquest  two  or  three  persons  deposed  on  oath 
that  the  deceased  had  ill-used  her  more  than  once  in 
France,  in  particular  that  he  had  run  a  pitchfork  into 
her  two  years  ago,  that  he  had  been  remonstrated  with, 
but  in  vain ;  unfortunately  she  had  recognized  him  at 
once,  and  killed  him  out  of  revenge  for  past  cruelty,  or 
to  save  herself  from  fresh  outrages. 

This  cooled  the  ardor  against  her.  Some  even  took 
part  with  her  against  the  man. 

"  Run  a  pitchfork  into  an  elephant !     Oh,  for  shame  ! 
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no  wonder  she  killed  him  at  last.  How  good  of  her  not 
to  kill  him  then  and  there  —  what  forbearance  —  for- 
gave it  for  two  years,  ye  see." 

There  is  a  fixed  opinion  among  men  that  an  elephant 
is  a  good,  kind  creature ;  the  opinion  is  fed  by  the  pro- 
prietors of  elephants,  who  must  nurse  the  notion  or  lose 
their  customers,  and  so  a  set  tale  is  always  ready  to  clear 
ihe  guilty  and  criminate  the  sufferer ;  and  this  tale  is 
greedily  swallowed  by  the  public.  You  will  hear  and 
read  many  such  tales  in  the  papers  before  you  die. 
Every  such  tale  is  a  lie. 

How  curiously  things  happen !  Last  year,  i.  e,,  more 
than  twenty  years  after  this  event,  my  little  girl  went 
for  a  pound  of  butter  to  Newport  Street.  She  brought 
it  wrapped  up  in  a  scrap  of  a  very  old  newspaper ;  in 
unrolling  it,  my  eye  by  mere  accident  fell  upon  these 
words:  "An  inquest."  Iliad  no  sooner  read  the  para- 
graph than  I  put  the  scrap  of  paper  away  in  my  desk  : 
it  lies  before  me  now,  and  I  am  copying  it. 

"  An  inquest  was  held  at  the  Phoenix  Inn,  Morpeth,  on  the 
27th  ultimo,  on  view  of  the  body  of  an  Italian  named  Baptiste 
Bernard,  who  was  one  of  the  attendants  on  the  female  ele- 
phant which  lately  performed  at  the  Adclphi.  It  appeared 
frf)ni  the  evidence  that  the  man  had  stabbed  the  elephant  in 
the  trunk  with  a  pitchfork  about  two  \'ears  ago,  while  in  a 
state  of  intoxieation,  and  that  on  the  Tuesday  previous  to  th-j 
in<juest,  the  animal  caui^ht  hold  of  him  with  her  trunk,  and 
did  him  so  nuieh  injury  tlial  he  died  in  a  few  hours.  Verdict, 
died  from  the  wounds  and  bruises  received  from  the  trunk  of 
an  elephant.     Deodand,  live  shillings." 

Well,  this  has  gone  all  abroad:  for  print  travels  like 
wind  ;  and  it  is  not  fair  to  tlie  fi-icnds  and  the  memory 
-of  this  Baptiste  Bernard  to  piint  tliat  lie  died   by  his 
own  cruelty,  or  fault,  or  folly. 
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So  take  my  deposition,  and  carry  it  to  Milan,  his 
native  city. 

I  declare  upon  oath  that  the  above  is  a  lie.  That  the 
man  was  never  an  attendant  upon  the  female  elephant ; 
he  was  an  attendant  on  the  female  Huguet.  For  he 
was  that  lady's  footman.  His  first  introduction  to 
Mademoiselle  Djek  was  her  killing  him,  and  he  died, 
not  by  any  fault  of  his  own,  but  by  the  will  of  God  and 
through  ignorance  of  the  real  nature  of  the  fuU-grotvn 
elephant,  the  cunningest,  most  treacherous,  and  blood- 
thirsty beast  that  ever  played  the  butcher  among  man- 
kind. 

What  men  speak  dissolves  in  the  air ;  what  they  print 
stands  fast,  and  will  look  them  in  the  face  to  all  eter- 
nity. I  print  the  truth  about  this  man's  death,  so  help 
me  God. 

Business  is  business.  As  soon  as  we  had  got  the 
inquest  over,  and  stamped  the  lie  current,  hid  the  truth, 
and  buried  the  man,  we  marched  south  and  played  our 
little  play  at  Newcastle. 

Deodand  for  a  human  soul  sent  by  murder  to  its 
account,  five  bob. 

After  Newcastle  we  walked  to  York  and  thence  to  Man- 
chester. I  crept  along  thoroughly  crestfallen.  Months 
and  months  I  had  watched  and  spied  and  tried  to  pluck 
out  the  heart  of  this  Tom  Elliot's  mystery.  I  had 
failed.  Months  and  months  I  had  tried  to  gain  some 
influence  over  Djek.  I  had  failed  —  but  for  Elliot,  it 
was  clear  I  should  not  live  a  single  day  within  reach  of 
her  trunk ;  this  brute  was  my  superior.  I  was  compelled 
to  look  up  to  him,  and  I  did  look  up  to  him. 

As  I  tramped  sulkily  along,  my  smarting  shoulder 
reminded  me  that  in  elephant,  as  in  everything  else  I 
had  tried,  I  was  Jack,  not  master. 

The  proprietors  had  their  cause  of  discontent  too ;  we 
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had  silenced  the  law,  but  we  could  not  silence  opinion. 
Somehow  suspicion  hung  about  her  in  the  very  air 
wherever  she  went.  She  never  throve  in  the  English 
provinces  after  the  Morpeth  job,  and  finding  this,  Mr. 
Yates  said,  "  Oh,  hang  her,  she  has  lost  her  character 
here.  Send  her  to  America."  So  he  and  M,  Huguet 
joined  partnership  and  took  this  new  speculation  on 
their  shoulders.  America  was  even  in  that  day  a  great 
card  if  you  went  with  an  English  or  French  reputation. 

I  had  been  thinking  of  leaving  her  and  her  old  Tom 
in  despair;  but  now  that  other  dangers  and  inconven- 
iences were  to  be  endured  besides  her  and  her  trunk,  by 
some  strange  freak  of  human  nature,  or  by  fate,  I  began 
to  cling  to  her  like  a  limpet  to  a  rock,  the  more  you  pull 
at  him. 

Mr.  Yates  dissuaded  me.  "  Have  nothing  to  do  with 
her.  Jack.  She  will  serve  you  like  all  the  rest.  Stay 
at  home,  and  I'll  find  something  for  you  in  the  theatre." 

I  thought  a  great  deal  of  Mr.  Yates  for  this ;  for  he 
was  speaking  against  his  own  interest.  I  was  a  faithful 
servant  to  him,  and  he  needed  one  about  her.  JNIany  a 
five-pound  note  1  had  saved  him  already,  and  well  he 
deserved  it  at  my  hands. 

"No,  sir,"  I  said,  "I  shall  be  of  use,  and  I  can't  bear 
to  be  nonplussed  by  two  brutes  like  Elliot  and  her.  I 
have  begun  to  study  her,  and  I  must  go  on  to  the  word 
'finis!'" 

Messrs.  Yates  and  Iluguet  insured  the  elejihant  for 
twenty  thousand  jjounds,  and  sent  us  all  to  sea  together 
in  the  middle  of  November,  a  pretty  mouth  to  cross  the 
Atlantic  in. 

This  was  what  betters  call  a  liedge ;  and  not  a  bad 
one. 

Our  i)arty  Avas  Queen  Djek,  Mr.  Stevenson  her  finan- 
cier, Mr.  Gallott  her  stage-numager  and  wrongful  heir; 
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Elliot  her  keeper,  her  lord,  her  king ;  Pippin  her  slave, 
always  trembling  for  his  head  ;  myself  her  commissariat; 
and  one  George  Hinde  from  Wombwell's,  her  man-of-all- 
work. 

She  had  a  stout  cabin  built  upon  deck  for  her.  It 
cost  forty  pounds  to  make  ;  what  she  paid  for  the  ac- 
commodation Heaven  knows,  but  I  should  think  a  good 
round  sum,  for  it  was  the  curse  of  the  sailors  and  pas- 
sengers, and  added  fresh  terrors  to  navigation ;  the 
steersman  could  not  see  the  ship's  head,  until  the  sea 
took  the  mariners'  part  and  knocked  it  into  toothpicks. 

Captain  Sebor  had  such  a  passage  with  us  as  he  had 
never  encountered  before  ;  he  told  us  so  —  and  no  won- 
der ;  he  never  had  such  a  wholesale  murderess  on  board 
before ;  contrary  winds  forever  and  stiff  gales  too.  At 
last  it  blew  great  guns  ;  and  one  night  as  the  sun  went 
down  crimson  in  the  Gulf  of  Florida,  the  sea  running 
mountains  high,  I  saw  Captain  Sebor  himself  was 
fidgety.  He  had  cause  :  that  night  a  tempest  came  on  : 
the  Ontario  rolled  fearfully,  and  groaned  like  a  dying 
man ;  about  two  in  the  morning  a  sea  struck  her, 
smashed  Djek's  cabin  to  atoms,  and  left  her  exposed 
and  reeling;  another  such  would  now  have  swept  her 
overboard,  but  her  wits  never  left  her  for  a  moment. 
She  threw  herself  down  flatter  than  any  man  could  have 
conceived  possible  ;  out  went  all  her  four  legs,  and  she 
glued  her  belly  to  the  deck ;  the  sailors  passed  a  chain 
from  the  weather  to  the  lee  bulwarks,  and  she  seized  it 
with  her  proboscis,  and  held  on  like  grim  death.  Poor 
thing,  her  coat  never  got  not  to  say  dry  —  she  was  like 
a  great  water-rat  all  the  rest  of  the  voyage. 

The  passage  was  twelve  weeks  of  foul  weather;  the 
elephant  began  to  be  suspected  of  being  the  cause  of 
this,  and  the  sailors  often  looked  askant  at  her,  and 
said  we  should  never  see  port  till  she  walked  the  plank 
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into  the  Atlantic.  If  her  underwriters  saved  their 
twenty  thousand  pounds,  it  was  touch  and  go  more  than 
once  or  twice.  Moreover,  she  ate  so  little  all  the  voyage 
that  it  was  a  wonder  to  Elliot  and  me  Iioav  she  came  not 
to  die  of  sickness  and  hunger.  I  suppose  she  survived 
it  all  because  she  had  more  mischief  to  do. 

As  the  pretty  little  witches  sing  in  Mr.  Locke's  opera 
of  "Macbeth:" 

She  must;  she  must,  she  must,  she  must,  she  must 
shed  —  much  —  more  —  blood. 


CHAPTER   VII. 


Our  preposterous  long  voyage  deranged  all  the  calcu- 
lations that  had  been  made  for  us  in  England,  and  we 
reached  New  York  just  at  the  wrong  time.  We  found 
jMaster  Burke  playing  at  the  Park  Theatre,  and  we  were 
forced  to  treat  with  an  inferior  house,  the  Bowery 
Theatre.  We  played  there  with  but  small  success  com- 
pared with  what  we  had  been  used  to  in  Europe.  Master 
Bui'ke  filled  the  house  —  we  did  not  fill  ours  —  so  that 
at  last  she  was  actually  eclipsed  by  a  human  actor:  to 
be  sure  it  was  a  boy.  not  a  man,  and  child's  i)lay  is  some- 
times preferred  by  the  theatre-going  world  even  to  horse- 
play. 

The  statesmen  were  cold  to  us  ;  they  had  not  at  this 
time  learned  to  form  an  opinion  of  their  own  at  sight  on 
siu^h  matters,  and  we  did  not  bring  them  an  overpower- 
ing European  verdict  to  which  they  had  nothing  to  do 
but  sign  their  names.  There  was  no  groove  cut  for  the 
mind  to  run  in,  and  while  they  hesitated,  the  speculation 
halted.  I  think  she  would  succeed  there  now ;  but  at 
this  time  they  were  not  ripe  for  an  elephant. 
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We  left  New  York  and  away  to  Philadelphia  on  foot 
and  steamboat. 

There  is  a  place  on  the  Delaware  where  the  boat 
draws  up  to  a  small  pier.  Down  this  we  marched,  and 
about  ten  yards  from  the  end  the  floor  gave  way  under 
her  weight,  and  Djek  and  her  train  fell  into  the  sea.  I 
was  awoke  from  a  reverie,  and  found  myself  sitting  right 
atop  of  her,  with  my  knees  in  Chesapeake  Bay.  Elliot 
had  a  rough  Benjamin  on,  and  as  he  was  coming  thun- 
dering down  with  the  rest  of  the  rubbish  alive  and  dead, 
it  caught  in  a  nail,  and  he  hung  over  the  bay  by  the 
shoulder  like  an  Indian  fakeer,  cursing  and  swearing  for 
all  the  world  like  a  dog  barking.  I  never  saw  such  a 
posture  —  and,  oh  !  the  language  ! 

I  swam  out ;  but  Djek  was  caught  in  a  trap  between 
the  two  sets  of  piles.  The  water  was  about  two  feet 
over  her  head,  so  that  every  now  and  then  she  disap- 
peared, and  then  striking  the  bottom  she  came  up  again, 
plunging  and  rolling  and  making  waves  like  a  steam- 
boat ;  her  trunk  she  kept  vertical  like  the  hose  of  a 
diving-bell,  and  oh,  the  noises  that  came  up  from  the 
bottom  of  the  sea  through  that  flesh-pipe :  for  about  four 
hours  she  went  up  and  down  the  gamut  of  "  0  Lord,  what 
shall  I  do  ?  "  more  than  a  thousand  times,  I  think.  We 
brought  ropes  to  her  aid,  and  boats,  and  men,  and  tried 
all  we  knew  to  move  her,  but  in  vain  ;  and  when  we  had 
exhausted  our  sagacity,  she  drew  upon  a  better  bank,  her 
own.  Talk  of  brutes  not  being  able  to  reason  — •  gam- 
mon. Djek  could  reason  like  Solomon ;  for  each  fresh 
difficulty  she  found  a  fresh  resource.  On  this  occasion 
she  did  what  I  never  saw  her  do  before  or  since:  she 
took  her  enormous  skull,  and  used  it  as  a  battering-ram 
against  the  piles  :  two  of  them  resisted  —  no  wonder  — 
they  were  about  eight  inches  in  diameter;  the  third 
snapped  like  glass,  and  she  plunged  through  and  waddled 
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on  shore.  I  met  her  with  a  bucket  of  brandy  and  hot 
water  —  stiff. 

Ladies,  who  are  said  to  sip  this  compound  in  your 
boudoirs  while  your  husbands  are  smoking  at  the  clubs, 
but  1  don't  believe  it  of  you,  learn  how  this  lady  dis- 
posed of  her  wooden  tumbler  full.  She  thrust  her  pro- 
boscis into  it.  Wilis — s — s — s — p  !  Now  it  is  all  in 
her  trunk.  Whis — s — s — sh !  Now  it  is  all  in  her  abdo- 
men :  one  breath  drawn  and  exhaled  sent  it  from  the 
bucket  home.  This  done,  her  eye  twinkled,  and  she 
trumpeted  to  the  tune  of  "  All  is  well  that  ends  well." 

I  should  weary  the  reader  were  I  to  relate  at  length 
all  the  small  incidents  that  befell  us  in  the  United 
States. 

The  general  result  was  failure,  loss  of  money,  our  sal- 
aries not  paid  up,  and  fearful  embarrassments  staring  us 
in  the  face;  we  scraped  through  without  pawning  the 
elephant,  but  we  were  often  on  the  verge  of  it.  All  this 
did  not  choke  my  ambition.  Warned  by  the  past,  I 
never  ventured  near  her  (unless  Elliot  was  there)  for 
twelve  months  after  our  lauding;  but  I  was  always 
watching  Elliot  and  her  tcj  find  the  secret  of  his  in- 
fluence. 

A  fearful  annoyance  to  the  leaders  of  the  speculation 
was  the  drunkenness  of  Old  Tom  and  George  Hinde  : 
these  two  encouraged  one  another  and  dijfied  us,  and  of 
course  they  were  our  masters,  because  no  one  but  I'^lliot 
could  move  the  elephant  from  place  to  place  or  work  lier 
on  the  stage. 

One  night  Elliot  was  so  drunk  that  he  I'cll  down 
senseless  at  the  door  of  her  shed  on  his  way  to  repose. 
I  was  not  near,  but  Mr.  Gallott,  it  seems,  was,  and  he  told 
us  she  put  out  her  proboscis,  drew  him  tenderly  in,  laid 
him  on  the  straw,  and  flung  some  straw  over  him  or 
partly  over  him.     Mr.  Gallott  is  alive  and  a  public  char- 
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acter :  you  can  ask  him  whether  this  is  true  :  I  tell  this 
one  thing  on  hearsay. 

Not  long  after  this,  in  one  of  the  American  towns,  I 
forget  which,  passing  by  Djek's  shed,  I  heard  a  tremen- 
dous row,  I  was  about  to  call  Elliot,  thinking  it  was 
the  old  story,. somebody  getting  butchered:  but,  I  don't 
know  how  it  was,  something  stopped  me,  and  I  looked 
cautiously  in  instead,  and  I  saw  Tom  Elliot  walking  into 
her  with  a  pitchfork  —  she  trembling  like  a  schoolboy 
with  her  head  in  a  corner  —  and  the  blood  streaming 
from  her  sides.  As  soon  as  he  caught  sight  of  me,  he 
left  off  and  muttered  unintelligibly.  1  said  nothing.  I 
thought  the  more. 


CHAPTER   VIII. 


We  had  to  go  by  water  to  a  place  called  City  Point, 
and  thence  to  Pittsville.  I  made  a  mistake  as  to  the 
hour  the  boat  started  ;  and  Djek  &  Co.  went  on  board 
without  me. 

Well,  you  will  say  I  could  follow  by  the  next  boat. 
But  how  about  the  tin  to  pay  the  passage  ?  My  pocket 
was  dry  :  and  the  treasurer  gone  on.  But  I  had  a  good 
set  of  blacking  brushes  ;  so  sold  them,  and  followed  on 
with  the  proceeds  :  got  to  City  Point.  Elephant  gone 
on  to  Pittsville  ;  that  I  expected.  Twenty  miles  or  so 
I  had  to  tramp  on  an  empty  stomach.  And  now  doesn't 
the  Devil  send  me  a  fellow  who  shows  me  a  short  cut 
through  a  wood  to  Pittsville  :  into  the  wood  I  go.  I 
thought  it  was  to  be  like  an  English  wood  :  out  of  the 
sun  into  a  pleasant  shade,  and,  by  then  you  are  cool, 
into  the  world  again.  Instead  of  that,  "  the  deeper  the 
deeper  you  are  in  it,"  as  the  song  of  the  bottle  says,  the 


90  JACK    OF    ALL   TRADES. 

further  you  were  from  getting  out  of  it.  Presently  two 
roads  instead  of  one,  and  then  I  knew  I  was  done.  I 
took  one  road :  it  twisted  like  a  serpent.  I  had  not 
been  half  an  hour  on  it  before  I  lost  all  the  points  of 
the  compass.  Sa^-s  I,  "  I  don't  know  whether  I  ever 
shall  see  daylight  again;  but  if  I  do,  City.Po^iut  will  be 
the  first  thing  I  shall  see.     You  mark  my  words,"  said  I. 

So  here  was  I  lost  in  what  they  call  a  wood  out  there, 
but  we  should  call  a  forest  at  home.  And  now,  being  in 
the  heart  of  it,  I  got  among  the  devilishest  noises,  and 
nothing  to  be  seen  to  account  for  them :  little  feet  pat- 
tering and  scurrying  along  the  ground,  wings  flapping 
out  of  trees ;  but  what  struck  most  awe  into  a  chap 
from  the  Seven  Dials  was  the  rattle,  the  everlasting 
rattle  and  nothing  to  show.  Often  I  have  puzzled  my- 
self what  this  rattle  could  be.  It  was  like  a  thousand 
rattlesnakes,  and  didn't  I  wish  I  was  in  the  Seven  Dials, 
though  some  get  lost  in  them  for  that  matter.  After  all, 
I  think  it  was  only  insects ;  but  insects  by  billions  — 
you  never  heard  anything  like  it  in  an  English  wood. 

Just  as  I  was  losing  heart  in  this  enchanted  wood,  I 
heard  an  earthly  sound,  the  tramp  of  a  horse's  foot.  It 
was  music. 

But  the  leaves  were  so  thick,  I  could  not  see  where  the 
horse  was  :  he  seemed  to  get  farther  off,  and  then  nearer. 
At  last  the  sound  came  so  close  I  made  a  run,  burst 
through  a  lot  of  green  leaves,  and  came  out  plump  on  a 
man  riding  a  gray  cob.  He  up  with  the  but-end  of  his 
whip  to  fell  me,  but  seeing  I  was  respectable,  "  Halloo, 
stranger ! "  says  he,  "  guess  you  sort  o'  startled  me."  — 
"  Beg  pardon,  sir,"  says  I,  "  but  I  have  lost  my  way." 
—  "I  see  you  are  a  stranger,"  said  he. 

So  then  he  asked  me  where  I  was  bound  for,  and  I 
told  liini  —  Pittsville. 

I  won't  insult  tlic  reader  Ijy  telling  him  what  he  said 
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about  the  course  I  had  beeu  taking  through  the  wood. 
I  might  as  well  tell  him  his  ABC,  or  which  side  his 
bread  and  butter  falls  in  the  dust  on.  Then  he  asked 
me  who  I  was,  so  I  told  him  I  was  one  of  the  elephant's 
domestics,  leastways  I  did  not  word  it  so  candid  —  "I 
was  in  charge  of  the  elephant,  and  had  taken  a  short 
cut." 

Now  he  had  heard  of  Djek,  and  seen  her  bills  up,  so 
he  knew  it  was  all  right.  "  How  am  I  to  find  my  way 
out,  sir  ?  "  said  I.  "  Find  your  way  out  ?  "  said  he. 
"  You  will  never  find  your  way  out."  —  "  Good  news, 
that." 

He  thought  a  bit,  then  he  said,  "  The  best  thing  you 
can  do  is  to  come  home  with  me,  and  to-morrow  I  will 
send  you  on." 

I  could  have  hugged  him. 

"  You  had  better  walk  behind  me,"  says  he,  "  my  pony 
bites."  So  I  tramped  astern  ;  and  on  we  went  patter, 
patter,  patter  through  the  wood.  At  first  I  felt  as  jolly 
as  a  sand-boy  marching  behind  the  pon}^ ;  but  when  we 
had  pattered  best  part  of  an  hour,  I  began  to  have  my 
misgivings.  In  all  the  enchanted  woods  ever  1  had  read 
of  there  was  a  small  trifle  of  a  wizard  or  ogre  that  took 
you  home  and  settled  your  hash.  Fee,  faw,  fum,  I 
smell  the  blood  of  an  English-mun,  etc. 

And  still  on  we  pattered,  and  the  sun  began  to  de- 
cline, and  the  wood  to  darken,  and  still  we  pattered  on. 
I  was  just  thinking  of  turning  tail  and  slipping  back 
among  the  panthers  and  mosquitoes  and  rattlesnakes, 
when,  oh,  be  joyful !  we  burst  on  a  clearing,  and  there 
was  a  nice  house  in  the  middle  of  it,  and  out  came  the 
dogs  jumping  to  welcome  us,  and  niggers  no  end,  with 
white  eyeballs  and  grinders  like  snow. 

They  pulled  him  oif  his  horse,  and  in  we  went.  There 
was  his  good  lady,  and  his  daughter,  a  beautiful  girl,  and 
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such  a  dinner  !  We  sat  down,  and  I  maintained  a  mod- 
est taciturnity  for  some  minutes :  "  The  silent  hog  eats 
the  most  acorns."  After  dinner  he  shows  me  all  manner 
of  ways  of  mixing  the  grog,  and  I  show  liim  one  Avay 
of  drinking  it  —  when  you  can  get  it.  Tlien  he  must 
hear  abov;t  the  elephant ;  so  I  tell  him  the  jade's  history, 
but  bind  him  to  secrecy. 

Then  the  young  lady  puts  in,  "  So  you  are  really  an 
Englishman  ?  "  and  she  looks  me  all  over.  "  That  you 
may  take  your  oath  of,  miss,"  says  I. 

''  Oh,"  says  she,  and  smiles.  I  did  not  take  it  up  at 
first,  but  I  see  what  it  was  now.  Me  standing  five  feet 
four,  I  did  not  come  up  to  her  notion  of  the  Father  of  all 
Americans.  "  Does  this  great  people  spring  from  such 
a  little  stock  as  we  have  liere  ?  "  thinks  my  young  lady. 
I  should  have  up  and  told  her  the  pluck  makes  the  man 
and  not  the  inches  ;  but  I  lost  that  chance.  Then  being 
pressed  with  questions,  I  told  them  all  my  adventures,  and 
they  hung  on  my  words.  It  was  a  new  leaf  to  them,  I 
could  see  that. 

The  young  lady,  her  eyes  glittered  like  two  purple 
stars,  at  a  stranger  with  the  gift  of  the  gab,  that  had 
seen  so  much  life  as  I  had,  and  midnight  came  in  no 
time.  Then  I  was  ushered  to  bed.  Now  u{)  to  that 
time  I  had  always  gone  to  roost  without  pomp  or  cere- 
mony ;  sometimes  with  a  mole  candle,  but  oftener  a 
farthing  dip,  which  1  Itave  seen  it  dart  its  beams  out  of 
a  bottle  instead  of  a  flat  candlestick. 

This  time  a  whole  cavalcade  of  us  went  up  the  stairs; 
one  blackie  marched  in  my  van  with  two  lights,  two 
blackies  brought  up  my  rear.  Tliey  showed  me  into  a 
beautiful  room,  and  stood  in  the  half-light  with  eyes  and 
teeth  like  red-hot  silver,  glittering  and  diabolical.  I 
thought  of  course  they  would  go  away  now.  Not  they. 
Presently  one  imp  of  dai'kncss  brings  me  a  chair. 
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I  sit  down  and  wonder.  Other  two  lay  hold  of  my 
boots  and  whip  them  off.  This  done  they  buzz  about 
me  like  black  and  white  fiends,  fidgetting,  till  I  longed 
to  punch  their  heads.  They  pull  my  coat  off  and  my 
trousers ;  then  they  hoist  me  into  bed.  This  done,  first 
one  makes  a  run  and  tucks  me  in  and  grins  over  me  dia- 
bolical; then  another  comes  like  a  battering-ram,  and 
tucks  me  in  tighter.  Fiend  3  looks  at  the  work  and 
puts  the  artful  touches  at  the  corners,  and  behold  me 
wedged,  and  then  the  beneficent  fiends  mizzled  with  a 
hearty  grin  that  seemed  to  turn  them  all  ivory.  I 
could  not  believe  my  senses ;  I  had  never  been  tucked 
in  since  my  mother's  time. 

In  the  morning,  struggled  out,  and  came  down  to 
breakfast.  Took  leave  of  the  good  Samaritan,  who 
appointed  two  of  my  niggers  to  see  me  out  of  the  wood, 
made  my  bow  to  the  ladies,  and  away  with  a  grateful 
heart.  The  niggers  conducted  me  clear  of  the  wood, 
and  set  me  on  the  broad  road.  Then  came  one  of  the 
pills  a  poor  fellow  has  to  stomach.  I  had  made  friends 
with  the  poor  darkies,  and  now  I  had  not  even  a  few 
pence  to  give  them,  and  such  a  little  would  have  gone 
so  far  with  them.  I  have  often  felt  the  bitterness  of 
poverty,  but  never  I  do  think  as  when  I  parted  with  my 
poor  niggers  at  the  edge  of  the  wood,  and  was  forced  to 
see  them  go  slowly  home  without  a  farthing. 

I  wish  these  few  words  could  travel  across  the  water, 
and  my  good  host  might  read  them,  and  see  I  have 
not  forgotten  him  all  these  years.  But,  dear  heart, 
you  may  be  sure  he  is  not  upon  the  earth  now.  It  is 
years  ago,  and  a  man  that  had  the  heart  to  harbor  a 
stranger  and  a  wanderer,  why,  he  would  be  one  of  the 
first  to  go. 

We  steamed  and  tramped  up  and  down  the  United 
States  of  America.     On  our  return  to  Norfolk,  she  broke 
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loose  at  midnight,  slipped  into  the  town,  took  up  the 
trees  on  the  boulevard  and  strewed  them  flat,  went  into 
the  market,  broke  into  a  vegetable  shop,  munched  the 
entire  stock  ;  next  to  a  coachmaker's,  took  olT  a  carriage- 
wheel,  opened  the  door,  stripped  the  cushions,  and  we 
found  her  eating  the  stuffing. 

One  day  at  noon,  we  found  ourselves  fourteen  miles 
from  the  town,  I  forget  its  name,  we  had  to  play  in  that 
very  night.  Mr.  Gallott  had  gone  on  to  rehearse,  etc., 
and  it  behooved  us  to  be  marching  after  him.  At  this 
juncture  Old  Tom,  being  rather  drunk,  feels  a  strong 
desire  to  be  quite  drunk,  and  refuses  to  stir  from  his 
brand3^-and-water.  Our  exchequer  was  in  no  condition 
to  be  trifled  with  thus.  If  Elliot  &  Co.  became  helpless 
for  an  hour  or  two  we  should  arrive  too  late  for  the 
night's  performance,  and  Djek  eating  her  head  off  all 
the  while.  I  coaxed  and  threatened  our  two  brandy 
sponges ;  but  in  vain.  They  stuck  and  sucked.  I  was 
in  despair,  and  being  in  despair,  came  to  a  desperate 
resolution.  I  determined  to  try  and  master  her  myself 
then  and  there,  and  to  defy  these  drunkards. 

I  told  Pippin  my  project.  He  started  back  aghast; 
he  viewed  me  in  the  light  of  a  madman.  "  Are  you 
tired  of  j^our  life  ? "  said  he.  But  I  was  inflexible. 
Seven  Dials'  pluck  was  up.  I  was  enraged  with  my 
drunkards,  and  I  was  tired  of  waiting  so  many  years,  the 
slave  of  a  quadruped  whose  master  was  a  brute. 

Elephants  are  driven  with  a  rod  of  steel  sharpened  at 
the  end ;  about  a  foot  fronr  the  end  of  this  weapon  is  a 
large  hook  ;  by  sticking  this  hook  into  an  I'lephant's 
ear,  and  pulling  it,  you  make  her  sensible  whicli  way 
you  want  her  to  go,  and  persuade  her  to  comply. 

Armed  with  this  tool  I  walked  up  to  Djck's  shed,  and 
in  the  most  harsh  and  brutal  voice  I  could  command, 
bade  her  come  out.     She  moved  in  the  shed,  but  hesi- 
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tated.  I  repeated  the  command  still  more  repulsively, 
and  out  she  came  towards  me  very  slowly. 

With  beasts  such  as  lions,  tigers,  and  elephants,  great 
promptitude  is  the  thing.  Think  for  them  !  Don't  give 
them  time  to  think,  or  their  thoughts  may  be  evil.  I 
had  learned  this  much,  so  I  introduced  myself  by  driv- 
ing the  steel  into  Djek's  ribs,  and  then  hooking  her  ear, 
while  Pippin  looked  down  from  a  first-story  window. 
If  Djek  had  known  how  my  heart  was  beating,  she 
would  have  killed  me  then  and  there  ;  but,  observing  no 
hesitation  on  my  part,  she  took  it  all  as  a  matter  of 
course,  and  walked  with  me  like  a  lamb.  I  found 
myself  alone  with  her  on  the  road,  and  fourteen  miles 
of  it  before  us.  It  was  a  serious  situation,  but  I  was 
ripe  for  it  now.  All  the  old  women's  stories  and  tradi- 
tions about  an  elephant's  character  had  been  driven  out 
of  me  by  experience  and  washed  out  Avith  blood.  I  had 
fathomed  Elliot's  art.  I  had  got  what  the  French  call 
the  riddle-key  of  Mademoiselle  Djek,  and  that  key  was 
"  steel ! " 

On  we  marched,  the  best  of  friends ;  there  were  a 
number  of  little  hills  on  the  road,  and  as  we  mounted 
one,  a  figure  used  to  appear  behind  us  on  the  crest  of  the 
last  between  us  and  the  sky  —  this  was  the  gallant 
Pippin,  solicitous  for  his  friend's  fate,  but  desirous  of 
not  partaking  it  if  adverse.  And  still  the  worthy  Djek 
and  I  marched  on,  the  best  of  friends.  About  a  mile 
out  of  the  town  she  put  out  her  trunk  and  tried  to  curl 
it  round  me  in  a  caressing  way.  I  met  this  overture  by 
driving  the  steel  into  her  till  the  blood  squirted  out  of 
her.  If  I  had  not,  the  siren  would  have  killed  me  in 
the  course  of  the  next  five  minutes.  "Whenever  she 
relaxed  her  speed,  I  drove  the  steel  into  her.  When 
the  afternoon  sun  smiled  gloriously  on  us,  and  the  poor 
thing  felt  nature  stir  in  her  heart,  and  began  to  frisk  in 
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her  awful  clumsy  way,  pounding  the  great  globe,  I  drove 
the  steel  into  her :  if  I  had  not,  I  should  not  be  here  to 
relate  this  sprightly  narrative. 

Meantime    at her    stage-manager    and    financier 

were  in  great  distress  and  anxiety,  —  four  o'clock,  and 
no  elephant.  At  last  they  got  so  frightened,  they  came 
out  to  meet  us,  and  presently  to  their  amazement  and 
delight  Djek  strode  up  with  her  new  general.  Their 
ecstasy  was  great  to  think  the  whole  business  was  no 
longer  at  a  drunkard's  mercy.  "But  how  did  you  man- 
age ?  how  ever  did  ye  win  her  heart  ?  "  —  "  With  this," 
said  I,  and  showed  them  the  bloody  steel. 

We  had  not  been  in  town  half  an  hour  before  Tom  and 
George  came  in.  They  were  not  so  drunk  but  what  they 
trembled  for  their  situations  after  my  exploit,  and  rolled 
and  zigzagged  after  us  as  fast  as  they  could. 

By  these  means  I  rose  from  mademoiselle's  slave  to 
be  her  friend  and  companion. 


CHAPTER   IX. 


This  feat  kept  my  two  drunkards  in  better  order,  and 
revived  my  own  dormant  ambition,  1  used  now  to  visit 
her  by  myself,  steel  in  hand,  to  feed  her,  etc.,  and  scrape 
acquaintance  with  her  by  every  means  —  steel  in  hand. 
One  day  I  was  feeding  her,  when  suddenly  I  thought  a 
house  had  fallen  on  me.  I  felt  myself  crashing  against 
the  door,  and  tliere  I  was  lying  ui)on  it  in  the  passage 
with  all  the  breath  driven  clean  out  of  my  body.  ri})pin 
came  and  lifted  me  up,  and  carried  me  into  the  air.  1 
tliought  I  should  have  died  before  breath  could  get  into 
my  lungs  again.  Slie  had  done  this  with  a  push  from 
the  thick  end  of  her  proboscis.     After  awliile  I  came  to. 
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I  had  no  sooner  recovered  my  breath  than  I  ran  into  tlie 
stable,  and  came  back  with  a  pitchfork.  Pippin  saw  m^^ 
intention,  and  implored  me  for  heaven's  sake  not  to.  I 
would  not  listen  to  him ;  he  flung  his  arms  round  me. 
I  threatened  to  turn  the  fork  on  him  if  he  did  not  let 
me  go. 

"■  Hark  ! "  said  he,  and  sure  enough  there  she  was 
snorting  and  getting  up  her  rage.  "  I  know  all  about 
that,"  said  I :  '•'  my  death-Avarrant  is  drawn  up,  and  if  I 
don't  strike,  it  will  be  signed :  this  is  how  she  has  felt 
her  way  with  all  of  them  before  she  has  killed  them.  I 
have  but  one  chance  of  life,"  said  I,  "  and  I  won't  throw 
it  away  without  a  struggle."  I  opened  the  door,  and  with 
a  mind  full  of  misgivings  I  walked  quickly  up  to  her.  I 
did  not  hesitate  or  raise  the  question  which  of  us  two 
was  to  suffer;  I  knew  that  would  not  do.  I  sprang 
upon  her  like  a  tiger,  and  drove  the  pitchfork  into  lier 
trunk.  She  gave  a  yell  of  dismay,  and  turned  a  little 
from  me ;  I  drove  the  fork  into  her  ear. 

Then  came  out  her  real  character. 

She  wheeled  round,  ran  her  head  into  a  corner,  stuck 
out  her  great  buttocks,  and  trembled  all  over  like  a  leaf. 
I  stabbed  her  with  all  my  force  for  half  an  hour  till  the 
blood  poured  out  of  every  square  foot  of  her  huge  body, 
and,  during  the  operation,  she  would  have  crept  into  a 
nut-shell  if  she  could.  I  filled  her  as  full  of  holes  as  a 
cloved  orange. 

The  blood  that  trickled  out  of  her  saved  mine :  and 
for  the  first  time  I  walked  out  of  her  shambles  her 
master. 

One  year  and  six  months  after  we  had  landed  at  New 
York  to  conquer  another  hemisphere,  we  turned  tail  and 
sailed  for  England  again.  We  had  a  prosperous  voyage 
with  the  exception  of  one  accident.  George  Hinde  from 
incessant  brandy  had  delirium  tremens,  and  one  night, 
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in  a  fit  of  it,  he  had  just  sense  enough  to  see  that  he  was 
hardly  to  be  trusted  with  the  care  of  himself.  "John," 
said  he  to  me,  "  tie  me  to  this  mast  hand  and  foot."  I 
demurred :  but  he  begged  me  for  heaven's  sake ;  so  I 
bound  him  hand  and  foot  as  per  order.  This  done,  some 
one  called  me  down  below,  and  whilst  I  was  there,  it 
seems  George  got  very  uncomfortable  and  began  to  halloo 
and  complain.  Up  comes  the  captain  ;  sees  a  man  lashed 
to  the  mast.  "What  game  is  this?"  says  he.  "It  is 
that  little  blackguard  John,"  says  Hinde,  "he  caught  me 
sleeping  against  the  mast,  and  took  a  mean  advantage  : 
do  loose  me,  captain  ! "  The  captain  made  sure  it  was  a 
sea-jest,  and  loosed  him  with  his  own  hands.  "Thank 
you,  captain,"  says  George ;  "  you  are  a  good  fellow. 
God  bless  you  all ! "  and  witli  these  words  he  ran  aft  and 
jumped  into  the  sea.  A  Yankee  sailor  made  a  grab  at 
him  and  just  touched  his  coat,  but  it  was  too  late  to  save 
him,  and  we  were  going  before  the  wind  ten  knots  an 
hour.  Thus  George  Hinde  fell  by  brandy  :  his  kindred 
spirit  old  Tom  seemed  ready  to  follow  without  the  lielp 
of  water  salt  or  fresh.  This  man's  face  was  now  an 
uniform  color,  white,  with  a  scarce  perceptible  bluish, 
yellowish  tinge.     He  was  a  moving  corpse. 

Drink  forever !  It  makes  men  thieves,  murderers, 
asses,  and  paupers  ;  but  what  about  that,  so  long  as  it 
sends  them  to  an  early  grave,  with  "  beast "  for  their 
friends  to  write  over  their  tombstones,  unless  they  have 
a  mind  to  tell  lies  in  a  churchyard,  and  that  is  a  common 
trick. 

We  arrived  at  the  mouth  of  the  Thames. 

Some  boats  boarded  us  with  fresh  provisions  and  deli- 
cacies ;  among  the  rest  one  I  had  not  tasted  for  many  a 
day,  it  is  called  soft-tommy  at  sea,  and,  on  land,  bread. 
The  merchant  stood  on  tiptoe  and  handed  a  loaf  towards 
)ii(',  and  I  leani'(l  ovci'  tlie  bulwarks  and  sti-cttslicd  down 
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to  him  with  a  shilling  in  my  hand.  But,  as  ill-luck 
would  have  it,  the  shilling  slipped  from  my  fingers  and 
fell.  If  it  had  been  some  men's  it  would  have  fallen 
into  the  boat ;  others',  into  the  sea,  slap  ;  but  it  was  mine, 
and  so  it  fell  on  the  boat's  very  rim  and  then  danced  to 
its  own  music  into  the  water.  I  looked  after  it  in  silence ; 
a  young  lady,  with  whom  I  had  made  some  little  acquaint- 
ance during  the  voyage,  happened  to  be  at  my  elbow,  and 
she  laughed  most  merrily  as  the  shilling  went  down.  I 
remember  being  astonished  that  she  laughed.  The  man 
still  held  out  the  bread,  but  I  shook  my  head.  "  I  must 
go  without  now,"  said  I ;  the  young  lady  was  quite  sur- 
prised. "  Why,  it  is  worth  a  guinea,"  cried  she.  '^  Yes, 
miss,"  said  I,  sheepishly,  "  but  we  can't  always  have 
what  we  like,  you  see ;  I  ought  to  have  held  my  shilling 
tighter." 

"  Your  shilling,"  cries  she.  "  Oh !  "  and  she  dashed 
her  hand  into  her  pocket  and  took  out  her  purse,  and  I 
could  see  her  beautiful  white  fingers  tremble  with  eager- 
ness as  they  dived  among  the  coin.  She  soon  bought 
the  loaf,  and  as  she  handed  it  to  me,  I  happened  to  look 
in  her  face,  and  her  cheek  was  red  and  her  eyes  quite 
brimming :  her  quick  woman's  heart  had  told  her  the 
truth,  that  it  was  a  well-dressed  and  tolerably  well-be- 
haved man's  last  shilling,  and  he  returning  after  years 
of  travel  to  his  native  land. 

I  am  sure,  until  the  young  lady  felt  for  me,  I  thought 
nothing  of  it ;  I  had  been  at  my  last  shilling  more  than 
once.  But  when  I  saw  she  thought  it  hard,  I  began  to 
think  it  was  hard,  and  I  remember  the  water  came  into 
my  own  eyes.  Heaven  bless  her,  and  may  she  never 
want  a  shilling  in  her  pocket,  nor  a  kind  heart  near  her 
to  show  her  the  world  is  not  all  made  of  stone  ! 

We  had  no  money  to  pay  our  passage,  and  we  found 
Mr.  Yates  somewhat  embarrassed;  we  had  cost  him  a, 
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thousand  or  two  and  no  return.  So,  whilst  he  wrote  to 
M.  Huguet,  that  came  to  pass  in  England  which  we  had 
always  just  contrived  to  stave  off  abroad. 

The  elephant  was  pawned. 

And  now  I  became  of  use  to  the  proprietors ;  I  ar- 
ranged with  the  mortgagees,  and  they  made  the  spout  a 
show-place.  I  used  to  exhibit  her  and  her  tricks,  and 
with  the  proceeds  I  fed  her,  and  Elliot,  and  myself. 

We  had  been  three  weeks  in  pledge,  when,  one  hne 
morning,  as  I  was  showing  off  seated  on  the  elephant's 
back,  I  heard  a  French  exclamation  of  surprise  and  joy  ; 
1  looked  down,  and  there  was  M.  JIuguet.  I  came  down 
to  him,  and  he,  whose  quick  eye  saw  a  way  through  me 
out  of  drunken  Elliot,  gave  a  loose  to  his  feelings  and 
embraced  me  a  la  Francaise:  "which  made  the  common 
people  very  much  to  admire,"  as  the  song  has  it,  also  a 
polite  howl  of  derision  greeted  our  Continental  affection. 
M.  Huguet  put  his  hand  into  his  pocket,  and  we  got  out 
of  limbo,  and  were  let  loose  upon  suffering  humanity 
once  more. 

They  talk  as  if  English  gold  did  everything ;  but  it 
was  French  gold  bought  us  off,  I  know  that ;  for  I  saw 
it  come  out  of  his  pocket. 

As  soon  as  we  were  redeemed,  we  took  an  engagement 
at  Astley's,  and,  during  this  engagement,  cadaverous 
Tom,  finding  we  could  master  her,  used  to  attend  less 
and  less  to  her,  and  more  and  more  to  brandy. 

A  certain  baker  who  brought  h(!r  loaves  eveiy  morn- 
ing for  breakfast,  used  to  ask  me  to  let  him  feed  her 
himself.  He  admired  her,  and  took  this  way  of  making 
her  fond  of  him.  One  day  I  had  left  these  two  friends 
and  their  loaves  together  for  a  minute,  when  I  heard  a 
fearful  cry.  I  knew  the  souiul  too  well  by  this  time, 
and  as  I  ran  back,  I  had  the  sense  to  halloo  at  lier ;  tliis 
saved  the  man's  life  :  at  the  sound   of   my   voice   she 
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dropped  him  from  a  height  of  about  twelve  feet,  and 
he  rolled  away  like  a  ball  of  worsted.  I  dashed  in,  up 
with  the  pitchfork  and  into  her  like  lightning,  and  while 
the  blood  was  squirting  out  of  her  from  a  hundred  little 
prong-holes,  the  poor  baker  limped  away. 

Any  gentleman  or  lady  who  wishes  to  know  how  a 
man  feels  when  seized  by  an  elephant  preparatory  to 
being  squelched,  can  consult  this  person ;  he  is  a  respect- 
able tradesman  ;  his  name  is  Johns  :  he  lives  near  Ast- 
ley's  Theatre,  or  used  to,  and  for  obvious  reasons  can  tell 
you  this  one  anecdote  out  of  many  such  better  than  I 
can ;  that  is,  if  he  has  not  forgotten  it,  and  /  dare  say  he 
hasnH  —  ask  him  ! 

After  Astley's,  Drury  Lane  engaged  us  to  play  second 
to  the  "  Lions  of  Mysore ;  "  rather  a  down-come  ;  but  we 
went.  In  this  theatre  we  behaved  wonderfully.  Not- 
withstanding the  number  of  people  continually  buzzing 
about  us,  we  kept  our  temper  and  did  not  smash  a  single 
one  of  these  human  gnats  so  trying  to  our  little  female 
irritability  and  feeble  nerves.  The  only  thing  we  did 
wrong  was,  we  broke  through  a  granite  mountain  and  fell 
down  on  to  the  plains,  and  hurt  our  knee,  and  broke  one 
super, — only  one. 

The  "  Lions  of  Mysore  "  went  a-starring  to  Liverpool, 
and  we  accompanied  them.  Whilst  we  were  there  the 
cholera  broke  out  in  England,  and  M.  Huguet  summoned 
us  hastily  to  France.  We  brushed  our  hats,  put  on  our 
gloves,  and  walked  at  one  stretch  from  Liverpool  to 
Dover.  There  we  embarked  for  Boulogne  ;  Djek,  cadav- 
erous Tom,  wolf-skin-lamb  Pippin,  and  myself.  I  was 
now  in  Huguet's  service  at  fifty  francs  a  week,  as  coad- 
jutor and  successor  of  cadaverous  Tom,  whose  demise 
was  hourly  expected  even  by  us  who  were  hardened  by 
use  to  his  appearance,  which  was  that  of  the  ghost  of 
delirium  tremens.     We  arrived  off  Boulogne  Pier;  but 
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there  we  were  boarded  by  men  in  uniforms  and  mus- 
taches, and  questions  put  about  the  cholera,  which  dis- 
ease the  civic  authorities  of  Boulogne  were  determined 
to  keep  on  the  other  side  of  the  Channel.  The  captain's 
answer  proving  satisfactory,  we  were  allowed  to  run  into 
the  port. 

In  landing  anywhere,  Djek  and  her  attendants  had 
always  to  wait  till  the  other  passengers  had  got  clear, 
and  we  did  so  on  this  occasion.  At  length  our  turn 
came  ;  but  we  had  no  sooner  crossed  the  gangway,  and 
touched  French  ground,  than  a  movement  took  place  on 
the  quay,  and  a  lot  of  bayonets  bristled  in  our  faces,  and 
"  halte  la  "  was  the  word.  We  begged  an  explanation  ; 
in  answer  an  officer  glared  with  eyes  like  saucers  and 
pointed  with  his  finger  at  Elliot.  The  truth  flashed  on 
us.  The  Frenchmen  were  afraid  of  cholera  coming  over 
from  England,  and  here  was  a  man  who  looked  plague, 
cholera  or  death  himself  in  person.  We  remonstrated 
through  an  interpreter,  but  Tom's  face  was  not  to  be 
refuted  by  words.  Some  were  for  sending  us  back  home 
to  so  diseased  a  country  as  this  article  must  have  come 
out  of;  bat  milder  measures  prevailed.  They  set  apart  for 
our  use  a  little  corner  of  the  quay,  and  there  they  roped 
us  in  and  sentinelled  us.  And  so  for  four  days,  in  the 
polished  kingdom  of  France,  we  dwelt  in  a  hut  ruder  far 
than  any  on  the  banks  of  the  Ohio.  Drink  forever !  At 
last,  as  Tom  Coffin  got  neither  a  worse  nor  a  better  color, 
they  listened  to  reason  and  let  us  loose  upon  the  nation 
at  large,  and  away  we  tramjjcd  for  Paris. 

Times  were  changed  with  us  in  one  respect;  we  no 
longer  marched  to  certain  victory ;  our  long  ill-success 
in  America  had  lessened  our  arrogance,  and  we  crept 
along  towards  Paris.  Put,  luckily  for  us,  we  had  now  a 
presiding  head  and  a  good  one.  The  soul  of  business  is 
puffing;    and    no    man    puffed    better   than    our   chief 
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M.  Huguet.  Half  way  between  Boulogne  and  Paris  we 
were  met  by  a  cavalier  carrying  our  instructions  how  we 
were  to  enter  Paris  ;  and,  arrived  at  St.  Denis,  instead 
of  going  straight  on,  we  skirted  the  town,  and  made  our 
formal  entry  by  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  and  the  Arch  of 
Triumph.  Huguet  had  come  to  terms  with  Franconi, 
•and,  to  give  Djek's  engagement  more  public  importance, 
Franconi's  whole  troop  were  ordered  out  to  meet  us  and 
escort  us  in.  They  paraded  up  and  down  the  Champs 
Elysees  first,  to  excite  attention  and  inquiry,  and,  when 
the  public  were  fairly  agog,  our  cavalcade  formed  outside 
the  barrier  and  came  glittering  and  prancing  through  the 
arch.  An  elephant  has  her  ups  and  her  downs  like  the  rest. 
Djek,  the  despised  of  Kentucky  and  Virginia,  burst  on 
Paris,  the  centre  of  a  shining  throng.  Franconi's  bright 
amazons  and  exquisite  cavaliers  rode  to  and  fro  our  line 
carrying  sham  messages  with  earnest  faces ;  Djek  was 
bedecked  with  ribbons  and  seemed  to  tread  more  majes- 
tically, and  our  own  hearts  beat  higher,  as,  amidst  grace 
and  beauty,  and  pomp,  suii  shining  —  hats  waving  — 
feathers  bending  —  mob  cheering  —  trumpets  crowing  — 
and  flints  striking  fire,  we  strode  proudly  into  the  great 
city,  the  capital  of  pleasure. 


CHAPTER  X. 


These  were  bright  days  to  me.  I  was  set  over  Old 
Tom  —  fancy  that ;  and  my  salary  doubled  his :  I  had 
fifty  francs  a  week,  and  cleared  as  much  more  by  show- 
ing her  privately  in  her  stable. 

Money  melts  in  London ;  it  evaporates  in  Paris. 
Pippin  was  a  great  favorite  both  with  men  and  women 
behind  the  scenes  at  Franconi's :  he  introduced  me  to 
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charming  companions  of  both  sexes ;  gayety  reigned, 
and  tin  and  morals  "made  themselves  air,  into  which 
they  vanished."  —  Shakespeare. 

Towards  the  close  of  her  engagement  Djek  made  one 
of  her  mistakes :  she  up  with  her  rightful  heir,  and 
broke  his  ribs  against  the  side  scenes. 

We  nearly  had  to  stop  her  performances  !  we  could 
not  mend  our  rightful  heir  by  next  night,  and  substi- 
tutes did  not  pour  in.  "  I  won't  go  on  with  her,"  ''  I 
won't  play  with  her,"  was  a  cry  tliat  even  the  humblest 
and  neediest  began  to  raise.  I  am  happy  to  say  that 
she  Avas  not  under  my  superintendence  when  this  right- 
ful heir  came  to  grief. 

xVnd  now  the  cholera  came  to  Paris,  and  theatricals  of 
all  sorts  declined,  for  there  was  a  real  tragedy  playing 
in  every  street.  The  deaths  were  very  numerous  and 
awfully  sudden ;  people  Avere  struck  down  in  the  streets 
as  if  by  lightning ;  gloom  and  terror  hung  over  all. 

When  this  terrible  disease  is  better  known,  it  will  be 
found  to  be  of  the  nature  of  strong  poison,  and  its  cure, 
if  any,  will  be  strychnine,  belladonna,  or  likelier  still 
some  quick  and  deadly  mineral  poison  that  kills  the 
healthy  with  cramps  and  discoloration. 

In  its  rapid  form  cholera  is  not  to  be  told  from  quick 
poison,  and  hence  sprung  up  among  the  lower  order  in 
Paris  a  notion  that  wholesale  poisoning  was  on  foot. 

Pipi)in  and  I  were  standing  at  the  door  of  a  wine- 
shop waiting  for  our  change  ;  his  wild  appearance 
attracted  first  one  and  then  another  :  little  knots  of 
people  collected  and  eyed  us :  then  they  began  to  talk 
and  murmur,  and  cast  suspicious  glances.  "  Come  away," 
said  Pippin,  rather  hastily.  We  wiilked  off  —  they 
Avalked  after  us,  increasing  like  a  snowball,  and  they 
murmured  louder  and  louder.  I  asked  Pipj)in  wliat  the 
fools  were  gabbling  about ;  he  told  nie  they  suspected  us 
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of  being  the  poisoners ;  at  this  I  turned  round,  and 
being  five  feet  four,  and  English,  was  for  punching 
some  of  their  heads  ;  but  the  athletic  pacific  Italian 
would  not  hear  of  it,  much  less  co-operate  :  and  now 
they  surrounded  us  just  at  the  corner  of  one  of  the 
bridges,  lashing  themselves  into  a  fury,  and  looking  first 
at  us,  and  then  at  the  river  below.  Pippin  was  as  white 
as  death,  and  I  thought  it  was  all  up  myself,  when  by 
good  luck  a  troop  of  mounted  gendarmes  issued  from 
the  palace.  Pippin  hailed  them ;  they  came  up,  and, 
after  hearing  both  sides,  took  us  under  their  protection, 
and  off  we  marched  between  two  files  of  cavalry,  fol- 
lowed by  the  curses  of  a  superficial  populace.  Extremes 
don't  do.  Pippin  was  the  color  of  ink,  Elliot  of  paper  : 
both  their  mugs  fell  under  suspicion,  and  nearly  brought 
us  to  grief. 

Pranconi  closed,  and  Djek,  Huguet  and  Co.  started  on 
a  provincial  tour. 

They  associated  themselves  on  this  occasion  with 
Michelet,  who  had  some  small  wild  animals,  such  as 
lions,  tigers,  and  leopards. 

Our  first  move  was  to  Versailles.  Here  we  built  a 
show-place  and  exhibited  Djek,  not  as  an  actress,  but  as 
a  private  elephant,  in  which  capacity  she  did  the  usual 
elephant  business,  besides  a  trick  or  two  that  most  of 
them  have  not  brains  enough  for;  whereof  anon. 

Michelet  was  the  predecessor  of  Van  Amburgh  and 
Carter,  and  did  everything  they  do,  a  dozen  years  before 
they  were  ever  heard  of  :  used  to  go  into  the  lions'  den, 
pull  them  about,  and  put  his  head  down  their  throats, 
and  their  paws  round  his  neck,  etc. 

I  observed  this  man  and  learned  something  from  him. 
Besides  that  general  quickness  and  decision,  which  is 
necessary  with  wild  animals,  I  noticed  that  he  was 
always  on  the  lookout  for  mischief,  and  always  punished 


106  JACK   OF   ALL   TRADES. 

it  before  it  came.  Another  point,  he  always  attacked 
the  offending  part,  and  so  met  the  evil  in  front ;  for 
instance,  if  one  of  his  darlings  curled  a  lip  and  showed 
a  tooth,  he  hit  him  over  the  mouth  that  moment  and 
nowhere  else;  if  one  elongated  a  claw,  he  hit  him  over 
the  foot  like  lightning.  He  read  the  whole  crew  as  I 
had  learned  to  read  Djek,  and  conquered  their  malice  by 
means  of  that  marvellous  cowardice  which  they  all  show 
if  they  can  see  no  sign  of  it  in  you. 

There  are  no  two  ways  with  wild  beasts.  If  there  is 
a  single  white  spot  in  your  heart  —  leave  them ;  for 
your  life  will  be  in  danger  every  moment.  If  you  can 
despise  them,  and  keep  the  rod  always  in  sight,  they  are 
your  humble  servants  ;  nobody  more  so. 

Our  exhibition,  successful  at  first,  began  to  flag;  so 
then  the  fertile  brain  of  M.  Huguet  had  to  work.  He 
proposed  to  his  partner  to  stand  a  tiger,  and  he  would 
stand  a  bull,  and  "  we  will  have  a  joint-stock  fight  like 
the  King  of  Oude."  JMichelet  had  his  misgivings;  but 
Huguet  overruled  him.  That  ingenious  gentleman  then 
printed  bills  advertising  for  a  certain  day  a  fight  between 
a  real  Bengal  tiger  and  a  ferocious  bull  that  had  just 
gored  a  man  to  death.  This  done,  he  sent  me  round  the 
villages  to  find  and  hire  a  bull :  "  Mind  you  get  a  mild 
one,  or  I  shall  have  to  pay  for  a  hole  in  the  tiger's 
leather."  I  found  one  which  the  owner  consented  to 
risk  for  so  much  money  down,  and  the  damage  he  should 
sustain  from  tiger  to  be  valued  independently  by  two 
farmers  after  the  battle. 

The  morning  of  the  fight  Pippin  and  I  went  for  our 
bull,  and  took  him  out  of  the  yard  towards  Versailles ; 
but  when  we  had  gone  about  two  hundred  yards,  he 
became  uneasy,  looked  round,  sniffed  about,  and  finally 
turned  round,  spite  of  all  our  efforts,  and  paced  home 
again.     We  remonstrated  with  the  proprietor.     "Oh," 
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said  he,  "I  forgot  —  he  won't  start  without  the  wench."" 
So  the  wench  in  question  was  sent  for  (his  companion 
upon  amatory  excursions),  she  went  with  us,  and  launched 
us  towards  Versailles.  This  done,  she  returned  home, 
and  we  marched  on ;  but  before  we  had  gone  a  furlong, 
Taurus  showed  symptoms  of  uneasiness  ;  these  in- 
creased, and  at  last  he  turned  round  and  walked  tran- 
quilly home.  We  hung  upon  him,  thrashed  him,  and 
bullied  him,  all  to  no  purpose.  His  countenance  was 
placid,  but  his  soul  resolved,  and  he  walked  home  slowly, 
but  inevitably  :  so  then  there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to 
let  him  have  the  wench  all  the  way  to  the  tiger;  and  she 
would  not  go  to  Versailles  till  she  had  put  on  some 
new  finery,  short  waist,  coal-scuttle  bonnet,  etc.  More 
time  lost  with  that  —  and,  when  we  did  arrive  in  the 
arena,  the  spectators  were  tired  of  waiting.  The  bull 
stood  in  the  middle  confused  and  stupid.  The  tiger  was 
in  his  cage  in  a  corner ;  we  gave  him  time  to  observe 
his  prey,  and  then  we  opened  the  door  of  his  cage. 

A  shiver  ran  through  the  audience.  (They  were  all 
seated  in  boxes  looking  down  on  the  area.) 

A  moment  more,  and  tlje  furious  animal  would  spring 
upon  liis  victim,  and  his  fangs  and  claws  sink  deep  into 
its  neck,  etc.,  vide  book  of  travels. 

One  moment  succeeded  to  another,  and  nothing  oc- 
curred. The  ferocious  animal  lay  quiet  in  his  cage,  and 
showed  no  sign ;  so  then  we  poked  the  ferocious  animal 
—  he  snarled,  but  would  not  venture  out.  When  this 
had  lasted  a  long  time,  the  spectators  began  to  doubt  his 
ferocity,  and  to  goose  the  ferocious  animal.  So  I  got  a 
red-hot  iron  and  nagged  him  behind.  He  gave  a  yell  of 
dismay  and  went  into  the  arena  like  a  shot.  He  took 
no  notice  of  the  bull :  all  he  thought  of  was  escape 
from  the  horrors  that  surrounded  hiin.  Winged  by 
terror,  he  gave  a  tremendous  spring  and  landed  his  fore- 
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paws  on  the  boxes,  stuck  fast  and  glared  in  at  the 
spectators.  They  rushed  out  yelling.  He  dug  his 
hind-claws  into  the  woodwork,  and  by  slow  and  painful 
degrees  clambered  into  the  boxes.  When  he  got  in,  the 
young  and  active  were  gone  home,  and  he  ran  down  the 
stairs  among  the  old  people  that  could  not  get  clear  so 
quick  as  the  rest.  He  was  so  frightened  at  the  people 
that  he  skulked  and  hid  himself  in  a  corn-field,  and  the 
people  were  so  frightened  at  him  that  they  ran  home 
and  locked  their  street-doors.  So  one  coward  made 
many. 

They  thought  the  poor  wretch  had  attacked  them,  and 
the  journal  next  day  maintained  this  view  of  the  trans- 
action, and  the  town  to  this  day  believes  it.  We  netted 
our  striped  coward  with  four  shutters,  and  kicked  him 
into  his  cage. 

The  bull  went  home  with  "the  wench,"  and  to  this 
day  his  thick  skull  has  never  comprehended  what  the 
deuce  he  went  to  Versailles  for. 

This  was  how  he  competed  with  Oriental  monarchs. 

We  marched  southward,  tlirough  Orleans,  Tours,  etc., 
to  Bordeaux,  and  were  pretty  well  received  in  all  these 
places  except  at  one  small  pLace  whose  name  I  forget. 
Here  they  hissed  her  out  of  the  town  at  sight.  It 
turned  out  she  had  been  there  before  and  pulverized  a 
brush-maker,  a  popuhir  man  amongst  them. 

Soon  after  Bordeaux  she  had  words  with  the  lions ; 
they,  in  their  infernal  conceit,  thought  themselves  more 
attractive  than  Djek.  It  is  vice  versa,  and  by  a  long 
chalk,  said  Djek  and  Co.  'J'hc^  parties  growled  a  bit,  tlien 
parted  to  meet  no  moi'e  in  this  world. 

From  Bordeaux  we  returned  by  another  route  to  Paris ; 
for  we  were  only  starring  it  in  the  interval  of  our  en- 
gagement as  an  actress  with  Franconi.  We  started  one 
morning  from with  light  hearts,  our  faces  turned 
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towards  the  gay  city  ;  Elliot,  Pippin,  and  I.  Elliot  and 
I  walked  by  the  side  of  the  elephant,  Pippin  walking 
some  forty  yards  in  the  rear.  He  never  trusted  himself 
nearer  to  her  on  a  march. 
,  We  were  plodding  along  in  this  order,  when,  all  in  a 
moment,  without  reason  or  warning  of  any  sort,  she 
spun  round  between  us  on  one  heel  like  a  thing  turning 
on  a  pivot,  and  strode  back  like  lightning  at  Pippin.  He 
screamed  and  ran,  but  before  he  could  take  a  dozen  steps, 
she  was  upon  him  and  struck  him  down  with  her  trunk 
and  trampled  upon  him ;  she  then  wheeled  round  and 
trudged  back  as  if  she  had  merely  stopped  to  brush  off 
a  fly,  or  pick  up  a  stone.  After  the  first  moment  of 
stupefaction  both  Elliot  and  I  had  run  after  her  with  all 
the  speed  we  had  :  but  so  rapid  was  her  movement,  and 
so  instantaneous  the  work  of  death,  that  we  only  met  her 
on  her  return  from  her  victim.  I  will  not  shock  the 
reader  by  describing  the  state  in  which  we  found  our 
poor  comrade  :  but  he  was  crushed  to  death :  he  never 
spoke,  and  I  believe  and  trust  he  never  felt  anything  for 
the  few  minutes  that  breath  lingered  in  his  body.  We 
kneeled  down  and  raised  him,  and  spoke  to  him,  but  he 
could  not  hear  us.  When  Djek  got  her  will  of  one  of 
us,  all  our  hope  used  to  be  to  see  the  man  die  ;  and  so  it 
was  with  poor  dear  Pippin ;  mangled,  and  life  impos- 
sible, we  kneeled  down  and  prayed  to  God  for  his  death  ; 
and  by  Heaven's  mercy,  I  think  in  about  four  minutes 
from  the  time  he  got  his  death-blow,  his  spirit  passed 
away,  and  our  well-beloved  comrade  and  friend  was 
nothing  now  but  a  lump  of  clay  on  our  hands. 

We  were  some  miles  from  any  town  or  village,  and 
did  not  know  what  to  do,  and  how  to  take  him  to  a  rest- 
ing-place ;  at  last  we  were  obliged  to  tie  the  body  across 
the  proboscis,  and  cover  it  as  well  as  we  could,  and  so 
we  made  his  murderess  carry  him  to  the  little  town  of 
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La  Palice  ;  yes,  La  Palice.  Here  we  stopped,  and  a  sort 
of  inquest  was  lield,  and  M.  Huguet  attended  and  told 
the  old  story  ;  said  the  man  had  been  cruel  to  her,  and 
she  had  put  up  with  it  as  long  as  she  could.  Verdict  — 
"Served  him  right," — and  so  we  lied  over  our  poor 
friend's  murdered  body,  and  buried  him  with  many  sighs 
in  the  little  churchyard  of  La  Palice,  and  then  trudged 
on  sad  and  downcast  towards  the  gay  capital. 


CHAPTER  XL 


I  THINK  a  lesson  is  to  be  learned  from  this  sad  story. 
Too  much  fear  is  not  prudence.  Had  poor  Pippin 
walked  with  Elliot  and  me  alongside  the  elephant,  she 
dared  not  have  attacked  him.  But  through  fear  he  kept 
forty  yards  in  the  rear,  and  she  saw  a  chance  to  get  him 
by  himself :  and,  from  my  knowledge  of  her,  I  have 
little  doubt  she  had  meditated  this  attempt  for  months 
before  she  carried  it  out.     Poor  Pippin  ! 

We  arrived  in  Paris  to  play  with  Franconi.  Now  it 
happened  to  be  inconvenient  to  Franconi  to  fulfil  his 
engagement.  He  accordingly  declined  us.  M.  Huguet 
was  angry  :  threatened  legal  proceedings.  Franconi  an- 
swered, "Where  is  Pippin  ?"  Huguet  shut  up.  Then 
Franconi  followed  suit ;  if  hard  pressed,  he  throatoncd 
to  declare  in  open  court  that  it  was  out  of  hunumity 
alone  he  declined  to  fulfil  his  engagement.  Tliis  stopped 
M.  Huguet's  mouth  altogether.  He  took  a  place  on  the 
Boulevard,  and  we  showed  her  and  her  tricks  at  three 
prices,  and  did  a  rattling  business.  Before  we  had  been 
a  fortnight  in  Paris,  old  Tom  Elliot  died  at  the  Hospital 
Dubois,  and  I  became  her  vizier  at  a  salary  of  one  hun- 
dred francs  per  week. 
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Having  now  the  sole  responsibility,  I  watched  her  as 
you  would  a  powder-magazine  lighted  by  gas.  I  let  no- 
body but  M.  Huguet  go  near  her  in  my  absence.  This 
gentleman  continued  to  keep  her  sweet  on  him  with 
lumps  of  sugar,  and  to  act  as  her  showman  when  she  ex- 
hibited publicly. 

One  day  we  had  a  message  from  the  Tuileries,  and  we 
got  the  place  extra  clean  ;  and  the  King's  children  paid 
her  a  visit  —  a  lot  of  little  chaps  —  I  did  not  know  their 
names,  but  I  suppose  it  was  Prince  Joinville,  Aumale, 
etc.  All  I  know  is  that  while  these  little  Louis 
Philippes  were  coaxing  her,  and  feeding  her,  and  cutting 
about  her  and  sliding  down  her,  and  I  was  a-telling  them 
she  was  a  duck,  the  perspiration  was  running  down  my 
back  one  moment  and  cold  shivers  the  next,  and  I 
thanked  Heaven  devoutly  when  the  young  gents  went 
back  to  their  papa  and  mamma  and  no  bones  broken. 
The  young  gentlemen  reported  her  affability,  and  my 
lies,  to  the  King,  and  he  engaged  her  to  perform  gratis  in 
the  Champs  Elysees  during  the  three  days'  fete.  Fifteen 
hundred  francs  for  this. 

But  Huguet  was  penny  wise  and  pound  foolish  to 
agree :  for  it  took  her  gloss  off.  Showed  her  gratis  to 
half  the  city. 

Among  Djek's  visitors  came  one  day  a  pretty  young 
lady,  a  nursery-governess  to  some  nobleman's  children, 
whose  name  1  forget,  but  he  was  English.  The  children 
were  highly  amused  with  Djek,  and  quite  loath  to  go. 
The  young  lady,  who  had  a  smattering  of  English  as  I 
had  of  French,  put  several  questions  to  me.  I  answered 
them  more  polite  than  usual  on  account  of  her  being 
pretty,  and  I  used  a  privilege  I  had  and  gave  her  an 
order  for  free  admission  some  other  day.  She  came, 
with  only  one  child,  which  luckily  was  one  of  those 
deeply  meditative  ones  that  occur  but  rarely,  and  only 
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bring  out  a  word  every  half-liour :  so  mademoiselle  and 
I  had  a  chat,  which  I  found  so  agreeable  that  I  rather 
neglected  the  general  public  for  her.  I  made  it  my 
business  to  learn  where  she  aired  the  children,  and  one 
vacant  morning,  dressed  in  the  top  of  the  fashion,  I  stood 
before  her  in  the  garden  of  the  Tuileries  ;  she  gave  a  half- 
start  and  a  blush,  and  seemed  very  much  struck  with  aston- 
ishment at  this  rencontre:  she  was  a  little  less  astonished 
next  week  when  the  same  thing  happened,  but  still  she 
thought  these  coincidences  remarkable,  and  said  so.     In 

short,  I  paid  my  addresses  to  Mademoiselle .     She 

was  a  charming  brunette  from  Geneva,  greatly  my  superior 
in  education  and  station.  I  was  perfectly  conscious  of 
this,  and  instantly  made  this  calculation  ;  "  All  the  better- 
for  me  if  I  can  win  her."  But  the  reader  knows  my 
character  by  this  time,  and  must  have  observed  how 
large  a  portion  of  it  effrontery  forms.  I  wrote  to  her 
every  day,  sometimes  in  the  French  language ;  no,  not  in 
the  French  language  ;  in  French  words.  She  sometimes 
answered  in  English  words.  She  was  very  pretty  and 
very  interesting,  and  I  fancied  her.  When  a  man  is  in 
love  he  can  hardly  see  difficulties :  I  pressed  her  to 
marry  me,  and  I  believed  she  would  consent.  When  I 
came  to  this  point  the  young  lady's  gayety  declined, 
and  when  I  was  painting  her  pictures  of  our  conjugal  hap- 
piness, she  used  to  sigh  instead  of  brightening  at  the 
picture :  at  last  I  pressed  her  so  hard  that  she  consented 
to  write  to  Geneva  and  ask  her  parents'  consent  to  our 
union :  when  the  letter  went,  I  was  in  towering  spirits. 
I  was  now  in  the  zenith  of  my  prosperity  :  the  risks  I 
had  run  with  Djek  were  rewarded  by  a  heavy  salary  and 
the  post  of  honor  near  her,  and,  now  that  I  was  a  little 
weary  of  roaming  the  woiid  alone  with  an  elephant,  fate 
had  thrown  in  my  way  a  charming  companion  who  would 
cheer  the  weary  road. 
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Dreams. 

The  old  people  at  Geneva  saw  my  position  with 
another  eye.  "  He  is  a  servant  liable  to  lose  his  place 
at  any  moment  by  any  one  of  a  hundred  accidents,  and 
his  profession  is  a  discreditable  one  :  why,  he  is  a  show- 
man." 

They  told  her  all  this  in  language  so  plain  that  she 
would  never  show  me  the  letter.  I  was  for  defying 
their  advice  and  authority,  but  she  would  not  hear  of 
it.  I  was  forced  to  temporize.  "  In  a  month's  time," 
said  I  to  myself,  "  her  scruples  will  melt  away."  But 
in  less  than  a  fortnight  the  order  came  for  us  to  march 
into  Flanders.  I  communicated  this  cruel  order  to  my 
sweetheart ;  she  turned  pale,  and  made  no  secret  of  her 
attachment  to  me  and  of  the  pain  she  felt  at  parting. 
Every  evening  before  we  left  Paris  I  saw  her,  and  im- 
plored her  to  trust  herself  to  me  and  leave  Paris  as  my 
wife.  She  used  to  smile  at  my  pictures  of  wedded  hap- 
piness, and  cry  the  next  minute  because  she  dared  not 
give  herself  and  me  that  happiness ;  but  with  all  this 
she  was  firm  and  would  not  fly  in  her  parents'  face. 

At  last  came  a  sad  and  bitter  hour :  hat  in  hand,  as 
the  saying  is,  I  made  a  last  desperate  endeavor  to  persuade 
her  to  be  mine,  and  not  to  let  this  parting  take  place  at 
all.  She  was  much  agitated,  but  firm  ;  and  the  more  I 
said,  the  firmer  she  became.  So  at  last  I  grew  frantic 
and  reproached. her.  I  called  her  a  cold-hearted  coquette, 
and  we  parted  in  anger  and  despair. 

Away  into  the  wide  world  again,  not,  as  I  used  to 
start  on  these  pilgrimages,  with  a  stout  heart  and  iron 
nerves,  but  cold  and  weary  and  worn  out  before  the 
journey  had  begun.  As  we  left  Paris  behind  us  I  had 
but  one  feeling :  that  the  best  of  life  was  at  an  end  for 
me.  My  limbs  took  me  along  like  machinery,  but  my 
heart  was  a  lump  of  ice  inside  me,  and  I  would  have 
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thanked  any  man  for  knocking  me  on  tlie  head  and  end- 
ing the  monotonous  farce  of  my  existence.  Ay,  gentle- 
folks, even  a  poor  mechanic  can  feel  like  this  when  the 
desire  of  his  heart  is  balked  forever. 

Trudge,  trudge,  trudge  !  for  ever  and  ever. 

Tramp,  tramp,  tramp  !  for  ever  and  ever. 

A  man  gets  faint  and  weary  of  it  at  last,  and  there 
comes  a  time  when  he  pines  for  a  hearthstone  and  a 
voice  he  can  believe,  a  part,  at  least,  of  what  it  says, 
and  a  Sunday  of  some  sort  now  and  then ;  and  my  time 
was  come  to  long  for  these  things,  and  for  a  pretty  and 
honest  face  about  me  to  stand  for  the  one  bit  of  peace 
and  the  one  bit  of  truth  in  my  vagabond-charlatan  life. 

I  lost  my  appetite  and  sleep,  and  was  very  nearly  los- 
ing heart  altogether.  My  clothes  hung  about  me  like 
bags,  I  got  so  thin.  It  was  my  infernal  occupation  that 
cured  me  after  all.  Djek  gave  me  no  time  even  for  de- 
spair :  the  moment  I  became  her  sole  guardian  I  had 
sworn  on  my  knees  she  should  never  kill  another  man ; 
judge  whether  I  had  to  look  sharp  after  her  to  keep  the 
biped  from  perjury  and  the  quadruped  from  murder.  I 
slept  with  her,  rose  early,  fed  her,  walked  twenty  miles 
with  her,  or  exhibited  her  all  day,  sometimes  did  both, 
and  at  night  rolled  into  the  straw  beside  her,  too  deadly 
tired  to  feel  all  my  unhappiness ;  and  so,  after  awhile, 
time  and  toil  blunted  my  sense  of  disappointment,  and 
I  trudged  and  tramped  and  praised  Djek's  moral  quali- 
ties in  the  old  routine.  Only  now  and  then  —  when  I  saw 
the  country  lads  in  France  or  Belgium  going  to  church 
dressed  in  their  best  with  their  sweethearts,  and  I  in 
prison  in  the  stable  witli  my  four-legged  hussy,  waiting 
perhaps  till  dark  to  steal  out  and  man^h  to  some  fresh 
town  —  I  used  to  feel  as  heavy  as  lead,  and  as  bitter  as 
wormwood,  and  wish  we  were  all  dead  together  by  way 
of  a  change. 
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A  man  needs  a  stout  heart  to  go  through  the  world  at 
all :  but  most  of  all  he  needs  it  for  a  roving  life  ;  don't 
you  believe  any  other,  no  matter  who  tells  you. 

With  this  brief  notice  of  my  feelings,  I  pass  over 
two  months'  travel.  All  through,  I  spare  the  reader 
much,  though  I  dare  say  he  doesn't  see  it. 

Sir,  the  very  names  of  the  places  I  have  visited  would 
fill  an  old-fashioned  map  of  Europe. 

Talk  of  Ulysses  and  his  travels;  he  never  saw  the 
tenth  part  of  what  I  have  gone  through. 

I  have  walked  with  Djek  farther  than  round  the 
world  during  the  eleven  years  I  trudged  beside  her;  it 
is  only  twenty-four  thousand  miles  round  the  world. 

After  a  year's  pilgrimage,  we  found  ourselves  at 
Doncheray  near  Sedan. 

Here  we  had  an  incident.  Monsieur  Huguet  was  show- 
ing her  to  the  public  w.ith  the  air  of  a  prince,  and  in 
his  marechal-of-France  costume,  glittering  with  his  the- 
atrical cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honor.  He  was  not  par- 
ticular what  he  put  on,  so  that  it  shone  and  looked  well. 
He  sent  me  for  something  connected  with  the  perform- 
ance, a  pistol,  I  think.  I  had  hardly  ten  steps  to  go, 
but  during  the  time  I  was  out  of  her  sight,  I  heard  a 
man  cry  out  and  the  elephant  snort.  I  ran  back,  halloo- 
ing as  I  came.  As  I  ran  in  I  found  the  elephant  feeling 
for  something  in  the  straw  with  her  foot,  and  the  people 
rushing  out  of  the  doors  in  dismay;  the  moment  she 
saw  me  she  affected  innocence,  but  trembled  from  head 
to  foot.  I  drew  out  from  the  straw  a  thing  you  would 
have  taken  for  a  scarecrow,  or  a  bundle  of  rags.  It  was 
my  master,  M.  Huguet,  his  glossy  hat  battered,  his 
glossy  coat  stained  and  torn,  and  his  arm  broken  in  two 
places ;  a  moment  more,  and  her  foot  would  have  been 
on  him  and  his  soul  crushed  out  of  his  body. 

The  people  were  surprised  when  they  saw  the  furious, 
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snorting  monster  creep  into  a  corner  to  escape,  a  little 
fellow  five  feet  four,  who  got  to  the  old  weapon,  pitchfork, 
and  drove  it  into  every  part  of  her  but  her  head.  She  hid 
that  in  the  corner  the  moment  she  saw  blood  in  my  eye. 

We  got  poor  M.  Huguet  to  bed,  and  a  doctor  from  the 
hospital  to  him,  and  a  sorrowful  time  he  had  of  it ;  and 
so  after  standing  good  for  twelve  years,  lump  sugar  fell 
to  the  ground.     Pitchfork  held  good. 

At  night  more  than  a  hundred  people  came  to  see 
whether  I  was  really  so  hardy  as  to  sleep  with  this 
ferocious  animal.  To  show  them  my  sense  of  her,  I  lay 
down  between  her  legs.  On  this  she  lifted  her  fore- 
feet singly,  and  with  the  utmost  care  and  delicacy  drew 
them  back  over  my  body. 

As  soon  as  M.  Huguet's  arm  was  set,  and  doing  well, 
he  followed  us  —  (we  had  got  into  France  by  this  time), 
and  came  in  along  with  the  public  to  admire  us,  and,  to 
learn  how  the  elephant  stood  affected  towards  him  now, 
he  cried  out  in  his  most  ingratiating  way  —  in  sugared 
tones — "Djek,  my  boy,  Djek."  At  this  sound  Djek 
raised  a  roar  of  the  most  infernal  rage,  and  Huguet, 
who  knew  her  real  character  well  enough,  though  he  pre- 
tended not  to,  comprehended  that  her  heart  was  now  set 
upon  his  extinction,  inahjve  twelve  years  of  lump  sugar. 

He  sent  for  me,  and  with  many  expressions  of  friend- 
ship offered  me  the  invaluable  animal  for  thirty  thou- 
sand francs.  I  declined  her  without  thanks.  "  Then  I 
shall  have  the  pleasure  of  killing  her  to-morrow,"  said 
the  Frenchman,  "and  what  will  becojne  of  your  salary, 
mon  jjauvre  gargon  ?  " 

In  short,  he  had  me  in  a  fix,  and  used  his  power.  I 
bought  her  of  him  for  twenty  thousand  francs,  to  be 
paid  by  instalments.  I  gave  him  the  first  instalment, 
a  five-franc  piece,  and  walked  out  of  the  wine-shop  her 
sole  proprietor. 
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The  sense  of  property  is  pleasant,  even  when  we  have 
not  paid  for  the  article. 

That  night  I  formed  my  plans ;  there  was  no  time  to 
lose,  because  I  had  only  a  thousand  francs  in  the  world, 
and  she  ate  a  thousand  francs  a  week,  or  nearly.  I 
determined  to  try  Germany,  a  poor  country,  but  one 
which  being  quite  inland  could  not  have  become  callous 
to  an  elephant,  perhaps  had  never  seen  one.  I  shall 
never  forget  the  fine  clear  morning  I  started  on  my  own 
account.  The  sun  was  just  rising,  the  birds  were  tuning, 
and  all  manner  of  sweet  smells  came  from  the  fields 
and  the  hedges.  Djek  seemed  to  step  out  more  majestic- 
ally than  when  she  was  another  man's ;  my  heart  beat 
high.  Eleven  years  ago  I  had  started  the  meanest  of 
her  slaves,  I  had  worked  slowly,  painfully,  but  steadily 
up,  and  now  I  was  actually  her  lord  and  master,  and  half 
the  world  before  me  with  the  sun  shining  on  it. 

The  first  town  I  showed  her  at  as  mine  was  Verdun, 

and  the  next  day  I  wrote  to  Mademoiselle at  Paris, 

to  tell  her  of  the  change  in  my  fortunes.  This  was  the 
only  letter  I  had  sent;  for  we  parted  bad  friends.  I 
received  a  kinder  answer  than  the  abrupt  tone  of  my 
letter  deserved.  She  congratulated  me  and  thanked  me 
for  remembering  that  whatever  good-fortune  befell  me 
must  give  her  particular  pleasure,  and  in  the  postscript 
she  told  me  she  was  just  about  to  leave  Paris  and  return 
to  her  parents  in  Switzerland, 

Djek  crossed  into  Prussia,  tramped  that  country,  and 
penetrated  into  the  heart  of  Germany.  As  I  had 
hoped,  she  descended  on  this  nation  with  all  the  charm 
of  novelty,  and  used  to  clear  the  copper  ^  out  of  a  whole 
village.  I  remember  early  in  this  trip  being  at  a  coun- 
try inn.     I  saw  rustics  male  and  female  dressed  in  their 

1  Germany  is  mostly  made  of  copper.    A  bucketful  of  farthings  was  a 
common  thing  for  me  to  have  in  my  carriage. 
22 
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Sunday  clothes  coming  over  the  hills  from  every  side  to 
one  point.  I  thought  there  must  be  a  fair  or  something. 
I  asked  the  landlord  what  they  were  all  coming  for. 
He  said,  "  Why,  you,  to  be  sure."  They  never  saw  such 
a  thing  in  their  lives,  and  never  will  again. 

In  fact,  at  one  or  two  small  places  we  were  stopped 
by  the  authorities,  who  had  heard  that  we  carried  more 
specie  out  of  little  towns  than  the  circulating  medium 
would  bear. 

In  short,  my  first  coup  was  successful.  After  six 
months'  Germany,  Bavaria,  Prussia,  etc.,  I  returned  to 
the  Rhine  at  Strasburg  with  eight  thousand  francs. 
During  all  this  time  she  never  hurt  a  soul,  I  watched 
her  so  fearfully  close.  So,  being  debarred  from  murder, 
she  tried  arson. 

At  a  place  in  Bavaria  her  shed  was  suddenly  observed 
to  be  in  flames,  and  we  saved  her  with  difficulty. 

The  cause  never  transpired  until  now;  but  I  saw 
directly  how  it  had  been  done:  I  had  unwarily  loft  my 
coat  in  her  way.  Tlie  pockets  were  found  emptied  of  all 
their  contents,  amongst  which  was  a  lucifer-box,  fragments 
of  which  I  found  amongst  the  straw.  She  had  played 
with  this  in  her  trunk,  hammering  it  backwards  and  for- 
w^ards  against  her  knee,  dropi)ing  the  lighted  matches 
into  the  straw  when  they  stung  her,  and  very  nearly 
roasted  her  own  beef,  the  mischievous,  uneasy  devil. 

My  readers  will  not  travel  with  an  elephant,  but  busi- 
ness of  some  sort  will  fall  to  the  lot  of  them  soon  or 
late,  and  as  charlatanry  is  the  very  soul  of  modern  busi- 
ness, it  may  not  be  amiss  to  show  how  the  humble 
artisan  worked  his  ele{)hant. 

We  never  allowed  ourselves  to  drop  casually  upon  any 
place  like  a  shower  of  rain. 

A  man  in  bright  livery,  green  and  gold,  mounted  on  a 
showy  liorse,  used  to  ride  into  the  town  or  village,  and 
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go  round  to  all  the  inns  making  loud  inquiries  about 
their  means  of  accommodation  for  the  elephant  and  her 
train.  Four  hours  after  him,  the  people  being  now  a 
little  agog,  another  green-and-gold  man  came  in  on  a 
trained  horse,  and  inquired  for  No.  1 ;  as  soon  as  he  had 
found  him,  the  two  rode  together  round  the  town,  No.  2 
blowing  a  trumpet  and  proclaiming  the  elephant,  the 
nations  she  had  instructed  in  the  wonders  of  nature ; 
the  kings  she  had  amused;  her  grandeur,  her  intelli- 
gence, and  above  all  her  dove-like  disposition. 

This  was  allowed  to  ferment  for  some  hours,  and, 
when  expectation  was  at  its  height,  the  rest  of  the  cav- 
alcade used  to  heave  in  sight — Djek  bringing  up  the 
rear.  Arrived  I  used  to  shut  her  in  out  of  sight,  and 
send  all  my  men  and  horses  round,  parading,  trumpeting, 
and  pasting  bills ;  so  that  at  last  the  people  were  quite 
ripe  for  her,  and  then  we  went  to  work.  And  thus  the 
humble  artisan  and  his  elephant  cut  a  greater  dash  than 
lions  and  tigers  and  mountebanks  and  quacks,  and  drew 
more  money. 

Here  is  one  of  my  programmes  :  only  I  must  remark 
that  I  picked  up  my  French  where  I  picked  up  the  sin- 
cerity it  embodies,  in  the  circuses,  coulisses,  and  caba- 
rets of  French  towns;  so  that  I  can  patter  French  as 
fast  as  you  like,  but  of  course  I  know  no  more  about  it 
than  a  pig  —  not  to  really  know  it. 

Par  permission  de  M.  le  Maire. 

Le  grand 

ELEPHANT 

du  Roi  de  Slam 

Du  Cirque  Olympique  Franconi. 

Mademoiselle  Djek, 

Elephant  colossal,  de  onze  pieds  de  hauteur  et  du  poids  de 
neuf  mille  liv.,  est  le  plus  grand  elephant  que  Ton  ait  vu  en 
Europe. 
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M.  II.  B.  Lott,  naturaliste,  pourvoyeur  des  menageries  des 
diverses  coui's  d'Europe,  uctiomuiire  du  Cirque  Olympique  et 
proprietaire  de  ce  niagnifique  elei)hant,  qu'il  a  dresse  au  point 
de  le  presenter  au  ])ublic  dans  une  piece  tlieatrale  qui  fut  creee 
pour  ISlademoiselle  Djek  il  y  a  trols  ans  et  demi,  et  qui  a  eu 
un  si  grand  succes,  sous  le  nom  de  TElepliant  du  Roi  de 
Siani. 

Le  proprietaire,  dans  son  voyage  autour  du  monde,  eut  oc- 
casion d'acheter  cet  enorme  quadrupede,  qui  le  prit  en  affec- 
tion, et  qui,  depuis  onze  ans  qu'il  le  possede,  ne  s'est  jamais 
dementi,  se  plait  ti  eeouter  son  maitre  et  execute  avec  punctu- 
alite  tout  ce  qu'il  lui  iudicjue  de  faire. 

^Mademoiselle  Djek,  (jui  est  dans  toute  la  force  de  sa  taille, 
a  maintenant  cent  vingt-cinq  ans ;  clle  a  onze  pieds  de  hauteur 
—  et  pese  neuf  mille  livres. 

Sa  consommation  dans  les  vingt-quatre  heures  excede  deux 
cent  livres  —  quarante  livres  de  pain  pour  son  d6jeilner:  si 
midi,  du  son  et  de  Tavoine ;  le  soir,  des  pommes-de-terre  ou 
du  riz  cuit ;  et  la  nuit  du  foin  et  de  la  paille. 

C'est  le  meme  elepliant  qui  a  combattu  la  lionne  de  ^I. 
Martin.  Cette  lionne  en  furie,  qu'une  imprudence  tit  sortir  de 
sa  cage,  s'61ance  sur  M.  II.  B.  Lott  qui  si;  trouvait  auprts  de 
son  elei)hant  ;  voyant  le  danger  il  se  refugie  derricre  une  des 
jambes  de  ce  bon  animal,  (pii  rtileve  sa  trompe  pour  le  i)ro- 
teger.'  La  lionne  allait  saisir  M.  11.  B.  Lott;  r616phant  la 
volt,  rabat  sa  trompe,  Tenveloppe,  I'etoufte,  la  jette  a  loin,  et 
Paurait  ecras6e,  si  son  maitre  ne  lui  eut  dit  de  ne  pas  continuer. 

Elle  a  ensuite  allonge  sa  trompe,  frapp6  du  pied,  eriant  et 
temoignant  la  satisfaction,  qu'ellc  eprouvait  d'avoir  sauve  son 
ami  d'une  mort  certaine,  conane  ou  a  pu  voir  dans  les  journaux 
en  fi'vrier  1832. 

Dans  les  cours  des  sc'ancos,  on  lui  fi^ra  faire  tons  ses  grands 
exercices  qui  sont  digncs  d'admiration,  dont  le  grand  nombre 
ne  permet  pas  d'en  donner  Tanalyse  dans  cette  alliche,  et  (piMl 
faut  voir  pour  Ten  faire  une  idee  juste. 

Prix  d'entr6e :     Premiferes  Secondes 

Les  militaires  et  les  enfants,  moitie. 

'  I  am  a  diiH  follow  now,  as  you  see.  But  you  must  iillow  I  have  been  a 
iiiuii  uf  iiiiugiiuiiiou. 
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I  don't  think  but  what  my  countrymen  will  under- 
stand every  word  of  the  above,  but  as  there  are  a  great 
number  of  Frenchmen  in  London  who  will  read  this,  I 
think  it  would  look  unkind  not  to  translate  it  into  Eng- 
lish for  their  benefit. 

By  permission  of  the  Woi-shipful  the  Mayor 

the  great 

ELEPHANT 

of  the  King  of  Slam 

From  Franconi's  Olympic  Circus. 

Mademoiselle  Djek, 

Colossal  elephant,  eleven  feet  high  and  weighs  nine  thousand 

pounds.     The  largest  elephant  ever  seen  in  Europe. 

Mr.  H.  B.  Lott,  naturalist,  who  supplies  the  menageries  of 
the  various  courts  of  Eun^pe,  shareholder  in  the  Olymjiic 
Circus,  and  proprietor  of  this  magnificent  elejihant,  which  he 
has  trained  to  such  a  height  that  he  will  present  her  to  the 
public  in  a  dramatic  piece  which  was  written  for  her  three 
years  and  a  half  ago  and  had  a  great  success  under  the  title  of 
the  Elephant  of  the  King  of  Siam.^ 

The  proprietor,  in  his  voyage  round  the  globe,  was  fortu- 
nate enough  to  purchase  this  enormous  quadruped,  which 
became  attached  to  him,  and  has  been  eleven  years  in  his  pos- 
session, during  which  time  she  has  never  once  forgotten  her- 
self and  executes  with  obedient  zeal  whatever  he  bids  her. 

Mademoiselle  Djek  has  now  arrived  at  her  full  growth,  being 
one  hundred  and  twenty-five  years  of  age  :  she  is  eleven  feet 
high  and  weighs  nine  thousand  pounds.  Her  daily  consump- 
tion exceeds  two  hundred  pounds :  she  takes  forty  pounds  of 
bread  for  her  breakfast,  at  noon  bai'ley  and  oats,  in  the  even- 
ing potatoes  or  rice  cooked,  and  at  night  hay  and  straw. 

This  is  the  same  elephant  that  fought  with  Mr.  Martin's 
lioness.     The  lioness,  whom  the  carelessness  of  the  attendants 

1  M.v  literary  gent  and  me  we  nearly  had  words  over  this  bit.  "  Why,  it  is 
all  nominative  case,"  says  he.  "  Well,"  says  1,  "  you  can't  have  too  much  of 
a  good  thing.  Can  you  better  it?"  says  I.  "Better  it,"  says  he,  "  why,  I 
could  not  have  come  within  a  mile  of  it;  "  and  he  grinned:  so  I  shut  him  up 
—  for  once. 
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allowed  to  escape  from  her  cage,  dashed  furiously  at  Mr.  II. 
B.  Lott;  foi'tunately  he  wjis  near  his  elephant,  and  seeing  the 
danger  took  refuge  behind  one  of  the  legs  of  that  valuable 
animal ;  she  raised  her  trunk  in  her  master's  defence.  The 
lioness  made  to  seize  him  :  but  the  elephant  lowered  her  trunk, 
seized  the  lioness,  choked  her,  flung  her  to  a  distance  and 
would  have  crushed  her  to  death  if  Mr.  Lott  had  not  com- 
manded her  to  desist.  After  that  she  extended  her  trunk, 
stamped  with  her  foot,,  trumpeting  and  showing  her  satisfac- 
tion, at  having  saved  her  friend  from  certain  death ;  full 
accounts  of  which  are  to  be  seen  in  the  journals  of  February, 
1832. 

In  the  coui'se  of  the  exhibition  she  will  go  through  all  her 
exercises,  which  are  wonderful,  and  so  numerous  that  it  is 
impossible  to  enumerate  them  in  this  bill :  they  must  be  seen 
to  form  a  just  idea  of  them. 

Prices  :  First  places  Second 

Soldiers  and  children  half-price. 

Djek  and  I  used  to  make  our  bow  to  our  audiences  in 
the  following  fashion  :  I  came  on  with  her  and  said, 
"  Otez  man  chnpeMU  pour  saluer :  "  then  she  used  to  take 
off  my  hat,  wave  it  gracefully  and  replace  it  on  my  liead 
—  she  then  proceeded  to  pick  up  twenty-five-franc  pieces 
one  after  another  and  keep  them  piled  in  the  extremity 
of  her  trunk.  She  also  fired  pistols,  and  swept  her  den 
with  a  broom  in  a  most  pains-taking  and  ludicrous  way. 

But  perhaps  her  best  business  in  a  real  judge's  eye 
was  drinking  a  bottle  of  wine.  The  reader  will  better 
estimate  this  feat  if  he  will  fancy  himself  an  elephant 
and  lay  down  the  book  now  and  ask  himself  how  he 
would  do  it  —  and  read  the;  following  afterwards. 

The  bottle  (cork  drawn)  stood  before  her.  She  placed 
the  finger  and  thumb  of  her  proboscis  on  the  mouth, 
made  a  vacuum  by  suction,  and  then,  suddenly  inverting 
the  bottle,  she  received  the  contents  in  her  trunk ;  the 
difficulty  now  was  to  hold  the  bottle,  wliich  she  would 
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not  have  broken  for  a  tliousand  pounds  (my  lady  thought 
less  of  killing  ten  men  than  breaking  a  saucer)  and  yet 
not  let  the  liquor  run  from  her  flesh-pipe.  She  rapidly 
shifted  her  hold  to  the  centre  of  the  bottle,  and  worked 
it  by  means  of  the  wrinkles  in  her  proboscis  to  the  bend 
of  it.  Then  she  griped  it,  and  at  the  same  time  curled 
round  her  trunk  into  a  sloj^ing  position  and  let  the  wine 
run  down  her  throat.  This  done,  she  resumed  the  first 
position  of  her  trunk,  and  worked  the  bottle  back  towards 
her  finger,  suddenly  snapped  hold  of  it  by  the  neck,  and 
handed  it  gracefully  to  me. 

With  this  exception  it  was  not  her  public  tricks  that 
astonished  me  most.  The  principle  of  all  these  tricks 
is  one.  An  animal  is  taught  to  lay  hold  of  things  at 
command,  and  to  shift  them  from  one  place  to  another. 
You  vary  the  thing  to  be  laid  hold  of,  but  the  act  is  the 
same.  In  her  drama,  which  was  so  effective  on  the 
stage,  Djek  did  nothing  out  of  the  way.  She  merely 
went  through  certain  mechanical  acts  at  a  word  of  com- 
mand from  her  keeper,  who  was  unseen  or  unnoticed,  i.e., 
he  was  either  at  the  wing  in  his  fustian  jacket,  or  on 
the  stage  with  her  in  gimcrack  and  gold  as  one  of  a  lot 
of  slaves  or  courtiers  or  what  not.  Between  ourselves, 
a  single  trick  I  have  several  times  caught  her  doing  on 
her  own  account  proved  more  for  her  intelligence  than 
all  these.  She  used  to  put  her  eye  to  a  keyhole.  Ay, 
that  she  would,  and  so  watch  for  hours  to  see  what 
devil's  trick  she  could  do  with  impunity  —  she  would 
see  me  out  of  the  way  and  then  go  to  work.  Where 
there  was  no  keyhole,  I  have  seen  her  pick  the  knot  out 
of  a  deal  board,  and  squint  through  the  little  hole  she 
had  thus  made. 

A  dog  comes  next  to  an  elephant :  but  he  is  not  up  to 
looking  through  a  keyhole,  or  a  crack.  He  can  think  of 
nothing  better  than  snuffinq;  under  the  door. 
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At  one  place,  being  under  a  granary,  she  worked  a 
hole  in  the  ceiling,  no  bigger  than  a  thimble,  and  sucked 
down  sackfuls  of  grain  before  she  was  found  out.  Talk 
of  the  half-reasoning  elephant :  she  seldom  met  a  man 
that  could  match  her  in  reasoning  —  to  a  bad  end.  Her 
weak  points  were  her  cruelty  and  cowardice,  and  by  this 
latter  Tom  Elliot  and  I  governed  her  with  a  rod  of  iron, 
vulgarly  called  a  pitchfork.  If  a  mouse  pottered  about 
the  floor  in  her  stable,  Djek  used  to  tremble  all  over, 
and  whine  with  terror  till  the  little  monster  was  gone. 
A  ton  shaken  by  an  ounce. 

I  have  seen  her  start  back  in  dismay  from  a  small 
feather  floating  in  the  air.  If  her  heart  had  been  as 
stout  as  her  will  to  do  mischief  was  strong,  mankind 
must  have  risen  to  put  her  down. 

Almost  all  you  have  ever  heard  about  the  full-grown 
elephant's  character  is  a  pack  of  falsities.  They  are 
your  servants  by  fear,  or  they  are  your  masters.  Two 
years  ago  an  elephant  killed  his  keeper  at  Liverpool 
or  Manchester,  I  forget  which.  Out  came  the  Times  : 
he  had  pronged  him  six  weeks  before.  How  well  I  knew 
the  old  lie ;  it  seldom  varies  a  syllable.  Tliat  man  died, 
not  because  he  had  pronged  the  animal,  but  because  he 
hadn't,  or  not  enough. 

Spare  the  pitchfork  —  spoil  the  elephant. 

There  is  another  animal  people  misconstrue  just 
as  bad. 

The  hyena. 

Terrible  fierce  animal  the  hyena,  says  Buffon  and  Co. ; 
and  the  world  echoes  the  (diant. 

Fierce ;  are  they  ?  You  get  a  score  of  them  together 
in  a  yard,  and  you  shall  see  me  walk  into  the  lot  with 
nothing  but  a  switch,  and  them  try  to  get  between  the 
brick  and  the  mortar  with  the  funk,  that  is  how  fierce 
they  are  :  and  they  are  not  only  cowardly,  but  innocent, 
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and  affectionate  into  the  bargain  is  the  fierce  hyena  of 
Buffon  and  Co. :  but  indeed  wild  animals  are  sadly  mis- 
understood. It  is  pitiable  :  and  those  that  have  the  best 
character  deserve  it  less  than  those  that  have  the  worst. 
In  one  German  town  I  met  with  something  I  should 
like  to  tell  the  sporting  gents,  for  I  don't  think  there  is 
many  that  ever  fell  in  with  such  a  thing.  But  it  is  an 
old  saying  that  what  does  happen  has  happened  before, 
and  may  again,  so  I  tell  this  to  put  them  on  their 
guard,  especially  in  Germany.  Well,  it  was  a  good 
town  for  business,  and  we  stayed  several  days :  but  before 
we  had  been  there  many  hours  my  horses  turned  queer. 
Restless  they  were  and  uneasy.  Sweated  of  their  own 
accord.  Stamped  eternally.  One  in  particular  began  to 
lose  flesh.  We  examined  the  hay.  It  seemed  particu- 
larly good,  and  the  oats  not  amiss.  Called  the  landlord 
in,  and  asked  him  if  he  could  account  for  it.  He  stands 
looking  at  them  :  this  one  called  Dick  was  all  in  a 
lather.  "  Well,  I  think  I  know  now,"  said  he ;  "  they 
are  bewitched.  You  see  there  is  an  old  woman  in  the 
next  street  that  bewitches  cattle,  and  she  rides^  on  your 
horses'  backs  all  night,  you  may  take  your  oath."  Then 
he  tells  us  a  lot  of  stories,  whose  cow  died  after  giving 
this  old  wench  a  rough  word,  and  how  she  had  been 
often  seen  to  go  across  the  meadows  in  the  shape  of  a 
hare.  "  She  has  a  spite  against  me,  the  old  sorceress," 
says  he.  "  She  has  been  at  them ;  you  had  better  send 
for  the  pastor."  —  "  Go  for  the  farrier,  Jem,"  says  I.  So 
we  had  in  the  farrier.  He  sat  on  the  bin  and  smoked 
his  pipe  in  dead  silence,  looking  at  them.  "  They  seem 
a  little  fidgety,"  says  he,  after  about  half  an  hour.  So 
I  turned  him  out  of  the  stable.  And  I  was  in  two 
minds  about  punching  his  head,  I  was.  "  Send  for  the 
veterinary  surgeon  No.  1."  He  came.  "  They  have  got 
some  disorder,"  says  he  —  "that  is  plain;    nostrils  are 
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clear,  too.  Let  me  see  them  eat."  They  took  their 
food  pretty  well.  Then  he  asked  where  we  came  from 
last.  I  told  him.  "Well,"  said  he,  cheerfully,  "this  is 
a  murrain,  I  think.  In  this  country  we  do  invent  a  new 
murrain  about  every  twenty  years.  We  are  about  due 
now."  He  spoke  English,  tliis  one,  quite  a  fine  gentle- 
man. One  of  the  grooms  put  in,  "I  think  the  Avater  is 
poisoned."  —  "Anyway,"  says  another,  "Dick  will  die  if 
we  stay  here."  So  then  they  both  pressed  me  to  leave 
the  town.  "  You  know,  governor,  we  can't  afford  to  lose 
the  horses."  Now  I  was  clearing  ten  pounds  a  day  in  the 
place,  and  all  expenses  paid.  So  I  looked  blank.  So 
did  the  veterinary.  "  I  wouldn't  go,"  says  he,  "  wait  a 
day  or  two :  then  the  disease  will  declare  itself,  and  we 
shall  know  what  we  are  doing."  You  see,  gents,  he  did 
not  relish  my  taking  a  murrain  out  of  his  town,  he  was 
a  veterinary.  "  Whatever  it  is,"  says  he,  "  you  brought 
it  with  you."  —  "  Well,  now,"  said  I,  "  my  opinion  is,  I 
found  it  here.  Did  you  notice  anything  at  the  last 
place,  Nick  ?  "  —  "  No,"  the  grooms  both  bore  me  out. 
"  Oh !  "  says  the  vet.,  "  you  can't  go  by  that :  it  had 
not  declared  itself."  Well,  will  you  believe  me  (I  often 
laugh  when  I  think  of  it),  it  was  not  two  minutes  after 
he  said  that,  that  it  did  declare  itself.  It  was  Sunday 
morning,  and  Nick  had  got  a  clean  shirt  on.  Nick  was 
currying  the  very  horse  called  Dick,  when  all  of  a 
sudden  the  sleeve  of  his  white  shirt  looked  dirty. 
"  Wliat  now  ?  "  cries  he,  and  comes  to  the  light.  "  I  do 
believe  it  is  vermin,"  says  he,  "  and  if  it  is,  they  are 
eaten  up  with  it." —  "Vermin  ?  What  vermin  can  that 
be  ?  "  said  I,  "  have  we  invented  a  new  vermin  too  ?  " 
They  were  no  bigger  tlian  pins'  points,  looked  like  dust 
on  his  shirt.  "What  do  you  say,  sir?  is  it  vermin?  " 
— "  Not  a  doubt  of  it,"  says  the  vet.  "  These  are 
poultry-lice,  unless  I  am  luistakcn.     Have  you  any  hens 
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anywhere  near  ?  "  Both  the  grooms  burst  out,  "  Hens  ? 
why,  there  are  full  a  hundred  up  in  the  hay-loft."  So 
that  was  the  murrain.  The  hens  had  been  tumbling  in 
the  hay:  the  hay  came  down  to  the  rack  all  alive  with 
their  vermin :  and  the  vermin  were  eating  the  horses. 
We  stopped  that  supply  of  hay  ;  and  what  with  curry- 
ing, and  washing  with  a  solution  the  vet.  gave  us,  we 
cured  that  murrain  —  chicken-pox,  if  any.  We  had  a 
little  scene  at  going  away  from  this  place.  Landlord 
had  agreed  to  charge  nothing  for  the  use  of  stabling; 
we  spent  so  much  in  other  ways  with  him.  In  spite  of 
that  he  put  it  down  at  the  foot  of  the  list.  I  would  not 
pay.  "  You  must."  —  "I  won't."  —  "  Then  you  sha'n't 
go  till  you  do ;  "  and  with  that  he  and  his  servants 
closed  the  great  gates.  The  yard  was  entered  by  two 
great  double  doors,  like  barn-doors,  secured  outside  by  a 
stout  beam.  So  there  he  had  us  fast.  It  got  Avind,  and 
there  was  the  whole  population  hooting  outside,  three 
thousand  strong.     Then  it  was,  "  Come,  don't  be  a  fool." 

"Don't  you  be  a  fool." 

"Stand  clear,"  said  I  to  the  man,  "we  will  alter  our 
usual  line  of  march  this  time ;  I'll  take  Djek  from  the 
rear  to  the  front."  So  they  all  formed  behind  me  and 
Djek,  two  carriages  and  six  horses,  all  in  order.  "Now," 
said  I,  "landlord,  you  have  had  your  joke:  open  the 
door,  and  let  us  part  friends ;  we  have  been  with  yon  a 
week,  you  know,  and  you  have  had  one  profit  out  of  us, 
and  another  out  of  the  townsfolk  we  brought  to  your 
bar  —  open  the  door." 

"Pay  me  my  bill,  and  I'll  open,"  says  he.  "If  I 
turned  away  one  traveller  from  my  stable  for  you,  I've 
turned  away  twenty." 

"  A  bargain  is  a  bargain.  Will  you  open  ?  before  she 
knocks  your  door  into  toothpicks." 

"  Oh  !  I'll  risk  my  door  if  you'll  risk  your  beast.  No ! 
I  won't  open  till  I  am  paid." 
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"  Once,  will  you  open  ?  " 

"No." 

"  Twice,  will  you  open  ?  —  Thrice  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  Djek  —  go  ! " 

She  walked  lazily  at  the  door  as  if  she  did  not  see  it. 
The  moment  she  touched  it,  both  doors  w^ere  in  the  road, 
the  beam  was  in  half  in  the  road  ;  most  times  one  thing 
stands,  another  goes  :  here  it  all  went  bodily  on  all  sides 
like  paper  on  a  windy  day,  and  the  people  went  fastest 
of  all.  There  w^as  the  yell  of  a  multitude  under  our 
noses,  then  an  empty  street  under  our  eyes.  We 
marched  on  calm,  majestical,  and  unruffled,  beneath  the 
silent  night. 

'Doors  and  bolts,  indeed  —  to  a  lady  that  had  stepped 
through  a  brick  wall  before  that  day,  an  English  brick 
wall. 


CHAPTER   XII. 


From  Strasburg  I  determined  to  go  into  Switzerland : 
above  all  to  Geneva — 1  could  not  help  it;  in  due  course 
of  time  and  travel  I  arrived  near  Geneva,  and  I  sent 
forward  my  green-and-gold  avant-couriers.  But  alas ! 
they  returned  with  the  doleful  news  that  elephants  were 
not  admitted  into  that  ancient  city.  The  last  elephant 
that  had  been  there  had  done  mischief,  and,  at  the 
request  of  its  proprietor,  Mademoiselle  Garnier,  a  young 
lady  whose  conscience  smote  her,  for  she  had  had 
another  elephant  that  killed  one  or  two  people  in  Venice, 
was  publicly  executed  in  the  fortress.'^ 

'  Thoy  gave  tliis  elopliaiit  an  oiinop  of  prussic  acid  and  an  ounce  of  arsenic  : 
neither  of  tlieHC  sedaUves  producing  any  eil'ect,  tliey  lired  a  cunuou-ball 
through  tier  neck. 
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Fortunately  (as  I  then  thought),  I  had  provided 
myself  with  testimonials  from  the  mayor  and  governors 
of  some  score  of  towns  through  which  we  had  passed. 
I  produced  these,  and  made  friends  in  the  town,  particu- 
larly with  a  Dr.  Mayo.  At  last  we  were  admitted. 
Djek  was  proved  a  dove  by  such  overpowering  testi- 
mony. I  had  now  paid  M.  Huguet  six  thousand  francs, 
and  found  myself  possessed  of  five  thousand  more. 
Business  was  very  good  in  Geneva.  Djek  very  popular. 
Her  intelligence  and  amiability  became  a  byword.  I 
had  but  one  bitter  disappointment,  though.  Mademoi- 
selle   never  came  to  see  lis,  and  I  was  too  sulky  and 

too  busy  to  hunt  for  her.  Besides,  I  said  to  myself, 
*'  All  the  world  can  find  me,  and  if  she  cared  a  button 
for  me  she  would  come  to  light."  I  tried  to  turn  it  off 
with  the  old  song, — 

"  Now  get  ye  gone,  ye  scornful  dame, 
If  you  ai-e  proud,  Til  be  the  same, 
I  make  no  doubl  but  1  sliall  find 
As  pretty  a  girl  unto  my  mind." 

Behold  me  now  at  the  climax  of  prosperity,  dressed 
like  a  gentleman,  driving  a  pair  of  horses,  proprietor  of 
a  whole  cavalcade,  and  of  an  elephant,  and,  after  clear- 
ing all  expenses,  making  at  the  rate  of  full  six  hundred 
pounds  per  annum.  There  was  a  certain  clergyman  of 
the  place  used  to  visit  us  about  every  day  and  bring  her 
cakes  and  things  to  eat,  till  he  got  quite  fond  of  her,  and 
believed  that  she  returned  his  affection.  I  used  to  beg 
him  not  to  go  so  close  to  her;  on  this  his  answer  was, 
"Why,  you  say  she  is  harmless  as  a  chicken,"  so  then 
I  had  no  more  to  say.  Well,  one  unlucky  day,  I  turned 
my  back  for  a  moment ;  before  I  could  get  back,  there 
were  the  old  sounds,  a  snort  of  rage,  and  a  cry  of  terror, 
and  there  was  the  poor  minister  in  her  trunk.     At  sight 


130  JACK    OF   ALL   TRADES. 

of  me  she  dropped  him,  but  two  of  his  ribs  were  broken, 
and  he  was  quite  insensible,  and  the  people  rushed  out 
in  terror.  We  raised  the  clergyman  and  carried  him 
home,  and  in  half  an  hour  a  mob  was  before  the  door, 
and  stones  as  big  as  your  fists  thrown  in  at  the  windows; 
this,  however,  was  stopped  by  the  authorities.  But  the 
next  day  my  lady  was  arrested  and  walked  off  to  the 
fortress,  and  there  confined.  I  remonstrated,  expostu- 
lated —  in  vain.  I  had  now  to  feed  her,  and  no  retui-n 
from  her;  ruin  stared  me  in  the  face.  So  Iwent  to  law 
with  the  authorities.  Law  is  slow,  and  Djek  was  eating 
all  the  time.  Ruin  looked  nearer  still.  The  law  ate 
my  green-and-gold  servants  and  ray  horses,  and  still 
Djek  remained  in  quod.  Then  I  refused  to  feed  her 
any  longer ;  and  her  expenses  fell  upon  the  town.  Her 
appetite  and  their  poverty  soon  brought  matters  to  a 
climax.  They  held  a  sort  of  municipal  tribunal,  and 
tried  her  for  an  attempt  at  homicide.  I  got  counsel  to 
defend  her,  for  I  distrusted  my  own  temper  and  French. 
I  can't  remember  half  the  tine  things  he  said,  but 
there  was  one  piece  of  common-sense  I  do  remember ;  he 
said,  "  The  animal  I  believe  is  unconscious  of  her  great 
strength,  and  has  committed  a  fatal  error  rather  than  a 
crime;  still,  if  you  think  she  is  liable  to  make  such 
errors,  let  her  die  rather  than  kill  men.  l^ut  how  do 
you  reconcile  to  your  consciences  to  punish  her  proprie- 
tor, to  rob  him  of  his  subsistence?  Jfe  has  committed 
no  crime,  //e  has  been  guilty  of  no  want  of  caution.  If, 
therefore,  you  take  upon  yourselves  to  punish  the  brute, 
be  honest !  buy  her  of  the  man  fixst,  and  then  assert 
your  sublime  office  —  destroy  an  animal  that  has  offended 
morality.  But  a  city  should  be  above  wronging  or  rob- 
bing an  individual.''  When  lie  sat  down  I  thought  my 
homicide  was  safe,  for  1  knew  Geneva  could  not  afford 
to  buy  an  I'lcphant,  without  it  was  out  of  a  Noah's  ark. 
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But  up  gets  an  orator  on  the  other  side  and  attacked 
me ;  accused  me  of  false  representations,  of  calling  a 
demon  a  duck.  "We  have  certain  information  fx*om 
France  that  this  elephant  has  been  always  wounding 
and  killing  men  up  and  down  Europe  these  twenty  years. 
Monsieur  Lott  knew  this  by  universal  report  and  by 
being  an  eye-witness  of  more  than  one  man's  destruction," 
—  here  there  was  a  sensation,  I  can  tell  you.  "  He  has, 
therefore,  forfeited  all  claims  to  consideration."  Then 
he  thundere'd  out,  "  Let  no  man  claim  to  be  wiser  than 
Holy  Writ ;  there  we  are  told  that  a  lie  is  a  crime  of  the 
very  deepest  dye,  and  here  we  see  how  for  years  false- 
hood has  been  murder."  Then  I  mind  he  took  just  the 
opposite  line  to  my  defender.  Says  he,  "  If  I  hesitate 
for  a  moment  it  is  not  for  the  man's  sake,  but  for  the 
brute's  :  but  I  do  not  hesitate.  I  could  wish  so  majestic 
a  creature  might  be  spared  for  our  instruction,"  says  he, 
"that  so  wonderful  a  specimen  of  the  Creator's  skill 
might  still  walk  the  earth ;  but  reason  and  justice  and 
humanity  say  '  No.'  There  is  an  animal  far  smaller,  yet 
ten  times  more  important,  for  he  has  a  soul ;  and  this,  the 
king  of  all  the  animals,  is  not  safe  while  she  lives  :  there- 
fore she  ought  to  die  :  weaker  far  than  her  in  his  indi- 
vidual strength,  he  is  a  thousand  times  stronger  by 
combination  and  science,  therefore  she  will  die." 

When  this  infernal  chatterbox  shut  up,  my  heart  sank 
into  my  shoes.  He  was  a  prig,  but  an  eloquent  one,  and 
he  walked  into  Djek  and  me  till  we  were  not  worth  half 
an  hour's  purchase. 

For  all  that  the  council  did  not  come  to  a  decision  on 
the  spot,  and  I  believe  that  if  Djek  had  but  been  con- 
tent to  kill  the  laity  as  heretofore,  we  should  have 
scraped  through  with  a  fine  ;  but  the  fool  must  go  and 
tear  black  cloth,  and  dig  her  own  grave. 

Two  days  after  the  trial,  out  came  the  sentence — death. 
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With  that  modesty  and  good  feeling  which  belongs  to 
most  foreign  governments,  they  directed  me  to  execute 
their  sentence. 

My  answer  came  in  English,     "  I'll  see  you  d d  and 

double  d d  first,  and  then  I  won't." 

Meantime  Huguet  was  persecuting  poor  heart-sick  me 
for  the  remainder  of  her  pifrchase-money,  and,  what  with 
the  delay,  the  expenses  and  the  anxiety,  I  was  so  down  and 
so  at  the  end  of  my  wits  and  my  patience  that  her  sentence 
fell  on  me  like  a  blow  on  a  chap  that  is  benumbed,  pro- 
duced less  effect  upon  me  at  the  time  than  it  does  when 
I  think  of  it  now. 

Well,  curse  them,  one  fine  morning  they  ran  a  cannon 
up  to  the  gate,  loaded  it,  and  bade  me  call  the  elephant, 
and  bring  her  into  a  favorable  position  for  being  shot. 
I  refused  point-blank  in  English  as  before.  They 
threatened  me  for  my  contumacy.  I  answered,  they 
might  shoot  me  if  they  liked,  but  I  would  not  be  the 
one  to  destroy  my  own  livelihood. 

So  they  had  to  watch  their  opportunity. 

It  was  not  long  of  coming. 

She  began  to  walk  about,  and  presently  the  poor  fool 
marched  right  up  to  the  cannon's  mouth  and  squinted 
down  it.  Then  she  turned,  and  at  last  she  crossed  right 
before  it.  The  gunner  took  the  opportunity,  applied  his 
linstock  and  fired.  There  was  a  great  tongue  of  flame 
and  a  cloud  of  smoke,  and  through  the  smoke  something 
as  big  as  a  house  was  seen  to  go  down  ;  the  very  earth 
trembled  at  the  shock. 

The  smoke  cleared  in  a  moment,  and  there  lay  Djek. 
She  never  moved:  the  round  shot  went  clean  through 
her  body  and  struck  the  ojjposite  wall  with  great  force. 
It  was  wonderful  and  sad,  to  see  so  huge  a  creature 
robbed  of  her  days  in  a  moment  by  a  spark.  There  she 
lay  —  poor  Djekl 
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In  one  moment  I  forgot  all  her  faults.  She  was  an  old 
companion  of  mine  in  many  a  wet  day  and  dreary  night. 
She  was  reputation  to  me,  and  a  clear  six  hundred  a  year 
—  and  then  she  was  so  clever.  We  shall  never  see  her 
like  again,  and  there  she  lay.  I  mourned  over  her,  right 
or  wrong,  and  have  never  been  the  same  man  since  that 
shot  was  fired. 

The  butchery  done,  I  was  informed  by  the  municipal 
authorities  that  the  carcass  was  considered  upon  the 
whole  to  be  ray  property.  The  next  moment  I  had  two 
hundred  applications  for  elephant-steaks  from  the  pinch- 
gut  natives,  who,  I  believe,  knew  gravy  by  tradition 
and  romances  that  had  come  all  tlie  way  from  Paris. 
Knives  and  scales  went  to  work,  and,  with  the  tears  run- 
ning down  my  cheeks,  I  sold  her  beef  at  four  sous  per 
pound  for  about  forty  pounds  sterling. 

This  done,  all  my  occupation  was  gone.  Geneva  was 
no  place  for  me,  and,  as  the  worthy  Huguet,  whose  life 
I  had  saved,  threatened  to  arrest  me,  I  determined  to  go 
back  to  England  and  handicraft.  Two  days  after  Djek's 
death  I  was  hanging  sorrowfully  over  the  bridge  when 
some  one  drew  near  to  me,  and  said  in  a  low  voice, 
"Monsieur  Lott."  I  had  no  need  to  look  up,  I  knew 
the  voice ;  it  was  my  lost  sweetheart ;  she  spoke  very 
kindly,  blushed,  and  welcomed  me  to  her  native  country. 
She  did  more :  she  told  me  she  lived  five  miles  from 
Geneva,  and  invited  me  to  visit  her  mother ;  she  took 
occasion  to  let  me  know  that  her  father  was  dead :  "  My 
mother  refuses  me  nothing,"  she  added,  with  another 
blush.  This  was  all  like  a  dream  to  me.  The  next  day 
I  visited  her  and  her  mother,  and  was  cordially  received: 
in  short,  it  was  made  clear  to  me  that  my  misfortune 
had  endeared  me  to  this  gem  of  a  girl  instead  of  repell- 
ing her.  An  uncle  too  had  died  and  left  her  three  hun- 
dred pounds,  and  this  made  her  bolder  still,  and  she  did 
23 
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not  conceal  her  regard  for  me.  She  told  me  she  had 
seen  me  once  in  Geneva  driving  two  showy  horses  in  a 
carriage  and  looking  like  a  nobleman,  and  so  had  hesi- 
tated to  claim  the  acquaintance ;  but  hearing  the  ele- 
phant's execution,  and  guessing  that  I  could  no  longer 
be  on  the  high  road  to  fortune,  she  had  obeyed  her  heart 
and  been  the  first  to  remind  me  I  had  once  esteemed  her. 

In  short,  a  pearl. 

I  made  her  a  very  bad  return  for  so  much  goodness. 
I  went  and  married  her.  We  then  compounded  with 
Huguet  for  three  thousand  francs,  and  sailed  for  England 
to  begin  the  world  again. 

The  moment  I  got  to  London,  I  made  for  the  Seven 
Dials  to  see  my  friend  Paley. 

On  the  way  I  meet  a  mutual  acquaintance,  told  him 
where  I  was  going  —  red-hot. 

He  shook  his  head,  and  said  nothing. 

A  chill  came  over  me.  If  you  had  stuck  a  knife  in 
me  I  shouldn't  have  bled.  I  gasi)ed  out  some  sort  of 
inquiry. 

"Why,  you  know  he  was  not  a  young  man,"  says  he; 
and  he  looked  down. 

Tliat  was  enough  for  such  an  unlucky  one  as  me.  I 
began  to  cry  directly.  "Don't  ye  take  on,"  says  he. 
"  Old  man  died  happy.  Come  home  with  me  ;  my  wife 
will  tell  you  more  about  it  than  I  can." 

I  was  loath  to  go,  but  he  persuaded  me.  His  wife 
told  me  the  old  gentleman  spoke  of  me  to  the  last,  and 
had  my  letters  read  out,  and  boasted  of  my  success. 

"  Didn't  I  tell  you  he  would  rise  ? "  he  used  to  say, 
and  then  it  seems  he  made  much  of  some  little  presents 
I  had  sent  him  from  Paris  —  and  them  such  trifles  com- 
par(;d  with  what  I  owed  liim  ;  "  Doesn't  forget  old  friends 
now  he  is  at  the  top  of  the  tree,"  and  then  burst  out 
praising  me,  by  all  accounts. 
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So  then  it  was  a  little  bit  of  comfort  to  think  he  had- 
died  while  I  was  prosperous,  and  that  my  disappoint- 
ment had  never  reached  his  warm  and  feeling  heart. 

A  workman  has  little  time  to  grieve  outwardly.  He 
must  dry  his  eyes  quickly,  let  his  heart  be  ever  so  sad ; 
or  he'll  look  queer  when  Saturday  night  comes.  •  You 
can't  make  a  workman-like  joint  with  the  tear  in  your 
eye ;  one-half  the  joiners  can't  do  it  with  their  glasses 
on.  And  I  was  a  workman  once  more  ;  I  had  to  end  as 
I  began. 

I  returned  to  the  violin  trade,  and,  by  a  very  keen 
attention  to  its  mysteries,  I  made  progress,  and  having 
a  foreign  connection  I  imported  and  sold  to  English 
dealers,  as  well  as  made,  varnished,  and  doctored  violins. 
But  soon  the  trade,  through  foreign  competition,  de- 
clined to  a  desperate  state.  I  did  not  despair,  but  to 
eke  out,  I  set  my  wife  up  in  a  china  and  curiosity  shop 
in  Wardour  Street,  and  worked  at  my  own  craft  in  the 
back  parlor.  I  had  no  sooner  done  this  than  the 
writers  all  made  it  their  business  to  sneer  at  Wardour 
Street,  and  now  nobody  dares  buy  in  that  street,  so 
since  I  began  this  tale  we  have  closed  the  shop  —  it 
only  wasted  their  time  —  they  are  much  better  out 
walking  and  getting  fresh  air  at  least  for  their  trouble. 
I  attend  sales  and  never  lose  a  chance  of  turning  a 
penny  ;  at  home  I  make  and  mend  and  doctor  fiddles  —  I 
carve  wood  —  I  clean  pictures  and  gild  frames.  I  cut 
out  fruit  and  flowers  in  leather  —  I  teach  ladies  and 
gentlemen  to  gild  at  so  much  a  lesson  ;  and  by  these  and 
a  score  more  of  little  petty  arts  I  just  keep  the  pot 
boiling. 

I  am,  as  I  have  been  all  my  life,  sober,  watchful,  en- 
terprising, energetic,  and  unlucky. 

In  early  life  I  played  for  a  great  stake  —  affluence. 

I  think  I  may  say  I  displayed  in  the  service  of  Djek 
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some  of  those  qualities,  by  which,  unless  books  are' 
false,  men  have  won  campaigns  and  battles,  and  reaped 
fortunes  and  reputations.  Result  in  my  case  —  a  can- 
non-shot tired  in  a  dirty  little  village  calling  itself  a  city, 
in  a  country  that  Yorkshire  could  eat  up  and  spit  out 
again,  after  all  the  great  kingdoms  and  repubs.  had 
admired  her  and  forgiven  her  her  one  defect  —  a  tongue 
of  fire  —  a  puff  of  smoke  —  and  the  perils,  labor,  cour- 
age, and  perseverance  of  eleven  years  blown  away  like 
dust  to  the  four  winds  of  heaven. 

I  am  now  playing  for  a  smaller  stake  ;  but  I  am  now 
as  usual  playing  my  very  best.  I  am  bending  all  my 
experience  of  work  and  trade,  all  my  sobriety,  activity, 
energy,  and  care,  all  my  cunning  of  eye  and  hand,  to 
one  end  —  not  to  die  in  the  workhouse. 

Ladies  and'gentlemen,  the  workman  has  said  his  say, 
and  I  hope  the  company  have  been  amused. 


'  A    HERO    AND    A    MARTYR. 


Upon  the  second  day  of  October,  1856,  the  Glasgow 
Tivies  told  the  world  a  moving  story. 

A  little  boy  was  drowning  in  the  Clyde.  There  were 
a  score  of  people  on  the  bank ;  but  they  only  groaned, 
and  glared,  and  fluttered  at  the  child's  screams  and 
struggles ;  not  one  had  both  the  courage  and  the  skill 
to  plunge  in  and  rescue  him. 

But  presently  came  an  elderly  man  who  was  a  peer- 
less swimmer  and  diver,  and  had  saved  more  than  forty 
lives  in  that  very  river. 

Alas !  he  was  now  stone  blind ;  a  little  girl,  his  grand- 
davighter,  was  leading  him  by  the  hand. 

Yet  to  him  his  blindness  seemed  no  obstacle.  "Let  me 
to  him  !  let  me  to  him  !  "  he  cried,  "I'll  save  him  yet !  " 

But,  in  the  general  dismay  and  agitation,  his  appeal 
was  unheeded  at  first.  Then  he  screamed  out  in  gener- 
ous fury,  "  Ye  daft  fules,  a  mon  disna  soom  wi'  his  een ; 
just  fling  me  in  the  water,  and  cry  me"  to  him,  and  ye'U 
see." 

His  prayer  would  have  been  granted,  but  his  grand- 
daughter, with  a  girl's  affection  and  unreasoning  fears, 
clung  round  his  knees,  and  screamed,  "Na,  na,  ye 
wadna,  —  ye  wadna  ! " 

This  caused  a  hesitation,  when  there  was  no  longer  a 
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moment  to  lose.  The  boy  sank  for  the  last  time.  A 
deep  groan  from  the  spectators  told  the  sad  end,  and  the 
poor  blind  hero  went  home  flinging  his  arms  about  in 
despair,  and  crying  like  a  child ;  for,  as  he  afterwards 
said,  in  telling  the  lamentable  tale,  "It  was  a  laddie 
flung  away  ;  clean  flung  away." 

The  chronicler  went  on  to  enumerate  the  gallant 
exploits  of  this  very  James  Lambert,  before  he  lost  his 
sight ;  and  the  whole  story  set  me  thinking.  I  began  to 
weigh  the  vulgar  griefs  of  men  against  James  Lambert's 
high  distress.  I  taxed  myself,  and  dissected  things  that 
had  made  me  rage,  or  grieve ;  now  they  seemed  small 
and  selfish. 

From  that  my  mind  went  into  books,  and  I  fell  to 
comparing  the  feats  and  the  tears  of  James  Lambert 
with  the  feats  and  tears  of  heroes,  whom  history  has 
embalmed,  or  poetry  canonized. 

Strange  to  say,  it  was  not  my  living  contemporary,  but 
the  famous  figures  of  poetry  and  history,  that  paled  a 
little  in  this  new  crucible.  I  often  detected  some  draw- 
back to  their  valor,  and  a  taint  of  egotism  in  their 
grief.  This  made  me  suspect  that  poetry,  like  its  read- 
ers, may  have  been  dazzled  by  the  glare  of  armor  and 
the  blare  of  trumpets,  and  left  heroic  men  unsung,  who 
best  deserved  a  bard.  For,  look  below  the  surface  — 
unsung  Lambert's  was  the  highest  courage  ;  it  was  soli- 
tary courage,  and  no  trumpets  to  stir  it;  no  armor,  no 
joint  enthusiasm ;  often  no  spectators.  Summer  and 
winter  he  plunged  into  the  Clyde,  and  saved  men  and 
women,  with  his  bare  body,  and  at  great  peril  to  his  life  : 
for  the  best  swimmer  is  a  dead  man  if  a  drowning  per- 
son clutches  liim  and  cripples  him.  And  what  was  his 
reward  on  earth  ?  For  his  benevolent  courage  he  was 
stricken  blind,  through  so  many  immersions  of  his 
heated  body  in  icy  water. 


A   HERO   AND   A   MARTYR.  139 

Was  not  this  a  poetic  calamity,  and  a  fit  theme  for 
tenderest  verse  ? 

Being  thus  afiBicted,  for  his  virtue,  he  heard  a  fellow- 
creature  drowning.  He  was  potent  as  ever  in  the  water, 
but  impotent  on  land  ;  and  they  would  not  help  him  into 
the  water ;  and  so  a  young  life  was  flung  away,  that  he 
could  have  saved;  and  he  went  home  flinging  his  arms 
about  in  agony,  and  weeping  tears  that  angels  might  be 
proud  to  dry  with  loving  wing.  Alas  !  and  is  it  so  ? 
The  eyes,  that  can  no  longer  see,  can  weep. 

A  noble,  rare,  unselfish,  and  most  poetical  distress, 
though  told  in  the  plain  prose  of  a  journal.  It  made  me 
desire  to  see  this  James  Lambert,  and  hear  his  tale  from 
his  own  lips,  and  give  him  my  poor  sympathy. 

But,  unfortunately,  I  am  a  procrastinator.  Of  course 
I  can  do  unadvisable  things  expeditiously ;  but,  when  a 
wise  or  good  thing  is  to  be  done,  "  nonuni  prematur  in 
annum''  is  my  motto.  So,  for  ten  mortal  years,  and 
more,  I  was  always  going  —  going  —  going  —  to  visit 
James  Lambert. 

At  last,  after  many  years,  being  in  Selkirkshire,  I 
shook  off  "  the  thief  of  time,"  and  went  into  Glasgow  to 
see  this  man,  a  hero  in  his  youth,  a  martyr  in  old  age. 

But  I  had  lived  long  enough  to  observe  that,  when 
you  seek  a  man  who  was  alive  and  elderly  twelve  years 
ago,  you  find  he  has  been  dead  from  four  to  seven.  So, 
on  the  road  to  Glasgow,  I  blamed  myself  bitterly  for 
my  besetting  sin,  and  actually  said  to  myself  very  earn- 
estly, — 

" from  this  moment 

The  very  firstlings  of  my  heai't  shall  be 
The  firstlings  of  my  hand." 

That  was  fine ;  only,  not  to  deceive  you,  I  had  often 
repeated  this  high  resolve,  with  great  fervor  and  sincer- 
ity, and  then  gone  on  procrastinating. 
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In  Glasgow  I  made  strict  inquiries  after  James  Lam- 
bert;  I  asked  the  landlord,  and  all  the  Avaiters ;  went  to 
every  tradesman  I  knew  in  the  city.  Not  one  soul  had 
ever  heard  of  him,  nor  of  his  exploits.  This  confirmed 
my  fear  that  he  had  gone  to  a  better  world,  whilst  I 
was  busy  postponing  here  below.  However,  my  tardy 
blood  was  up  at  last ;  so  I  took  a  cab,  and  drove  to  the 
police  chambers,  and  asked  for  the  chief.  The  request 
I  had  to  make  was  unusual ;  therefore  I  prefaced  the 
matter  after  this  fashion  —  "  Sir,  most  people  come  here 
to  ask  you  to  find  out  some  malefactor.  I  come  hunting 
an  honest  man  and  a  man  of  great  merit,  one  James 
Lambert  who  saved  many  lives  in  the  Clyde,  years  ago. 
I  have  come  from  England  to  find  him,  and  I  can  hear 
nothing  of  him,  alive  or  dead.  If  you  will  assist  me  with 
your  machinery,  I  shall  be  truly  obliged  to  you." 

Now  they  say  the  Scotch  are  not  so  quick  to  take  a 
new  idea  as  the  English.  That  may  be  ;  but  they  are 
also  not  so  quick  to  reject  one.  An  English  chief  con- 
stable would  probably  have  said  at  once,  "  That  is  quite 
out  of  our  line  ;  you  should  go  to  the  parochial  clergy ;  " 
but  after  twenty  minutes'  discussion  would  have  relented, 
and  given  me  every  assistance:  the  Scottish  chief,  on  the 
contrary,  though  manifestly  taken  aback,  thought  before 
he  spoke ;  thought,  without  disguise,  for  full  thirty 
seconds.  "  Well,  sirr,"  said  he,  very  slowly,  "  I  see  —  no 
—  objection  —  to  thaat."  Then  he  turned  to  a  tube 
and  said,  in  a  hollow  voice,  "  Send  me  a  detective." 

This  done,  he  took  down  my  name,  and  address  in 
Glasgow,  and  what  I  knew  about  James  Lambert. 

One's  idea  of  a  detective  is  —  a  keen,  lean  man,  with 
little  glittering  eyes  —  a  human  weasel.  The  door 
opened,  and  in  walked  a  model  of  strength  and  youthful 
beauty,  that  made  nie  stare.  He  was  about  twi'uty-two 
years   old,   at   least   six.    feet    four   in   hoiglit,    and   the 
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breadth  and,  above  all,  the  depth  of  his  chest,  incredi- 
ble. Until  I  saw  John  Heenan  strip,  and  reveal  his 
bulging  back  and  breast,  and  every  inch  of  his  satin  skin 
mapped  with  muscles,  I  took  for  granted  the  old  sculp- 
tors had  exaggerated,  and  carved  ideal  demigods,  not 
real  men.  Nude  Heenan  showed  me  they  had  not  exag- 
gerated, but  selected ;  and  this  detective  confirmed  the 
proof;  for  he  was  a  much  finer  man  than  Heenan,  yet 
not  a  bit  fleshy  :  and,  instead  of  a  prizefighter's  features, 
a  comely,  manly,  blooming  face,  and  a  high,  smooth  fore- 
head, white  as  snow  itself.  I  know  no  lady  in  the  South 
with  a  forehead  more  white  and  delicate. 

This  Hercules-Apollo — his  Scotch  name  I  have  for- 
gotten—  stood  at  the  door,  and,  drawing  himself  up, 
saluted  his  chief  respectfully. 

*' ,"  said  the  chief,  "  this  is  Mr.  Redd,  fr'  Eng- 
land. He  is  looking  for  an  old  man  named  Lambert, 
that  saved  many  lives  in  the  Clyde  some  years  ago. 
Ye'll  take  means  to  find  him  —  here's  his  description  — 
and  ye'll  report  to  Mr.  Redd  at  his  hotel.  Ye  under- 
stand now  ;  he's  to  be  found  —  if  he  is  alive." 

The  detective  saluted  again,  but  made  no  reply.  He 
took  my  address,  and  the  particulars,  and  went  to  work 
directly,  as  a  matter  of  course.  I  thanked  the  chief 
heartily,  and  retired  to  my  hotel. 

About  nine  in  the  evening.  Detective  Hercules- Apollo 
called  on  me.  All  he  had  detected  was  a  brave  man, 
called  John  Lambert,  that  had  saved  lives  out  of  a  burn- 
ing ship  in  the  port  of  Greenock.  I  declined  John 
Lambert  —  with  thanks. 

Having  now  no  serious  hope  of  finding  James  Lam- 
bert alive,  I  took  the  goods  the  gods  provided,  and  in- 
terviewed Hercules-Apollo,  since  he  was  to  hand.  I 
questioned  him,  and  he  told  me  he  was  often  employed 
in  captures. 
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"  Well,"  said  I,  "  j^ou  are  the  man  for  it.  You  don't 
often  meet  your  match,  eh  ?  " 

He  blushed  a  little,  and  smiled,  but  it  did  not  make 
him  bumptious,  as  it  might  a  small  man,  say  a  lifeguards- 
man,  or  drayman.  He  said,  "  I  assure  you,  sirr,  I  need 
it  all,  and  whiles,  mair."  He  then  pointed  out  to  me  a 
window  in  the  Trongate,  exactly  opposite  the  room  we 
were  in.  "  Yon's  just  a  nest  o'  theeves,"  said  he  :  "they 
wark  wi'  decoys,  sirr,  a  wife  wi'  a  tale  o'  woe,  or  a  lass 
wi'  a  bonny  face,  and  the  like.  The  other  night  a 
gentleman  put  his  hand  through  the  window,  and  cried 
'  Thieves ! '  So  I  ran  up  the  stair.  The  door  was  lockit, 
ye  may  be  sure.     I  just  pit  my  fut  till't  "  — 

"  And  it  flew  up  the  chimney  ?  " 

"  Ha  !  lia!  No  so  far  as  that,  sirr.  Aweel,  I  thoucht 
to  find  maybe  two  or  three  of  them  ;  but  there  were 
nigh  a  dizen  o'  the  warst  characters  in  Glasgow.  How- 
ever, I  was  in  for't,  ye  ken  ;  so  I  was  in  the  middle  of 
them  before  they  had  time  to  think,  and  collared  twa  old 
offenders.  '  I'll  tak  this  handful,'  says  I,  *  and  I'll  come 
bock  for  the  lave  '  &  :  marched  'em  oot,  and  the  gentle- 
man at  my  heels.  He  was  glad  to  wend  clear,  and  so 
was  I.  My  hairt  beat  hard  that  time,  I  shall  assure  ye  ; 
but  I  didna  let  the  vagabonds  see  fhaat,  ye  ken."  He 
intimated  that  it  was  all  gas  for  any  one  man  to  pretend 
he  could  master  half  a  dozen,  if  they  were  resolute. 
"  Na — we  beer  the  law  in  our  hairts,  and  they  beer 
guilt  in  theirs.     That's  what  makes  the  odds,  sirr." 

After  a  conversation,  of  which  this  is  only  a  fragment, 
we  returned  to  James  Lambert,  and  he  told  me  he  ex- 
pected news,  good  or  bad,  by  break  of  day,  for  he  had 
fifty  policemen  questioning  on  their  beats,  in  the  like- 
liest })arts  of  the  city.  "  Ali,"  said  I,  "  but  I  am  afraid 
those  beats  are  all  above  ground ;  now  my  poor  hero  is 
underground." 
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I  went  to  bed  with  this  conviction ;  and  having 
hitherto  blamed  myself,  which  is  an  unnatural  trick,  I 
now  looked  round  for  somebody  else  to  blame,  which  is 
customary  and  wholesome  ;  and  herein  my  smattering  of 
the  British  drama  stood  my  friend  ;  I  snarled,  and  said 
—  out  of  Sir  Peter  —  "  He  has  died  on  purpose  to  vex 
me." 

I  heard  no  more  till  half-past  one  next  day,  and 
then  my  gigantic  and  beautiful  detective  called.  This 
time  he  had  a  huge  pocket-book  —  enormous  —  in  a 
word,  such  a  pocket-book  as  he  a  man.  He  opened  it, 
and  took  out  an  old  newspaper  with  an  account  of  James 
Lambert,  and  also  a  small  pamphlet.  I  ran  my  eye 
over  them. 

"  That  will  be  the  man,  sirr  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"Aweel,  then  we've  got  him,"  said  he,  quietly. 

"  What !  got  him  alive  ?  " 

"  Ou  ay ;  he  is  in  vara  good  health.  He's  not  an  old 
man,  sirr.     He  will  not  be  mair  than  saxty." 

"  Have  you  seen  him  with  your  own  eyes  ?  "  said  I, 
still  half  incredulous. 

"Ye  may  be  sure  o'  thaat  sirr.  I  wadna  come  here 
till  I  had  spoken  him.  He  stays  at  No.  36  Little  Street, 
Calton.'' 

I  thought  Calton  was  some  other  town,  but  he  told  me 
it  was  only  a  suburb  of  Glasgow,  and  all  the  cabmen 
knew  it.  Then  I  thanked  him  for  his  zeal  and  ability, 
and  stood  a  sovereign,  which  he  received  with  a  grateful 
smile,  but  no  abatement  of  his  manly  dignity ;  and  I 
took  a  fly  that  moment,  and  drove  to  Little  Street, 
Calton. 

For  some  reason  Xo.  36  was  hard  to  find,  and  I  got 
out  of  the  fly  to  explore.  I  found  the  population  in  a 
flutter,   and   it   was   plain    by   the   swift   gathering  of 
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juveniles,  and  their  saucer  eyes,  that  this  was  the  first 
triumphal  car  had  entered  that  jniserable  street.  How- 
ever, if  there  was  amazement,  there  was  civility;  and 
they  vied  with  each  other  in  directing  me  to  James  Lam- 
bert. I  mounted  a  stair,  as  directed,  and  knocked  at  a 
door.  A  woman's  voice  said,  "Come  in,"  and  I  entered 
the  room.     There  was  but  one. 

On  my  right  hand  as  I  stood  at  the  door,  and  occupy- 
ing nearly  one-third  of  the  room,  was  a  long  large 
wooden  machine  for  spinning  cotton  ;  the  upper  part 
bristled  with  wooden  quills  polished  by  use.  Behind  it 
the  bed  in  a  recess.  Immediately  on  ray  left  was  a 
table  with  things  on  it,  covered  with  a  linen  cloth.  Ex- 
actly opposite  me  the  fireplace.  On  my  right  hand  of  it 
the  window,  but  in  an  embrasure. 

An  old  woman  sat  before  the  window,  a  young  woman 
sat  all  in  a  heap  the  other  side  of  the  fire ;  and  in  front 
of  the  fire  stood  a  gray-headed  man,  with  well-cut  feat- 
ures, evidently  blind.  He  was  erect  as  a  dart,  and 
stood  before  his  own  fire  in  an  easy  and  gentleman-like 
attitude,  which  does  not,  as  a  rule,  belong  to  working- 
men  ;  they  generally  slouch  a  bit  when  not  at  work. 

"  Does  Mr.  Lambert  live  here  ?  "  said  I,  for  form. 

He  replied  civilly,  "  I  am  James  Lambert.  What  is 
your  wull  with  me  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Lambert,  I  have  come  from  some  distance  to 
have  a  talk  with  you  —  about  your  exploits  in  saving 
lives." 

"  Aweel,  sirr,  I'll  be  very  happy  to  hae  a  crack  wi'  ye. 
Wife,  give  the  gentleman  a  chair." 

When  I  was  seated,  he  said,  "  We  are  in  a  litter  the 
day  ;  but  ye'll  excuse  it." 

I  saw  no  litter,  and  did  not  know  what  he  meant. 
Before  he  could  explain,  a  young  man  called  for  him,  no 
doubt   by   appointment ;    and   Lambert   begged   me   to 
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excuse  him  for  a  moment;  he  had  a  weekly  pension, 
and  they  Avould  not  pay  it  after  three  o'clock  ;  but  it  was 
not  far,  and  he  would  return  directly.  He  then  left  me 
seated  between  the  two  women.  I  looked  hard  at  the 
young  woman.  She  never  moved,  and  seemed  quite 
stupid  or  stupefied.  I  looked  at  the  table  on  her  side 
of  the  room,  and  wondered  what  was  under  the  linen 
cloth.  There  seemed  to  be  a  prominence  or  two,  such 
as  objects  of  unequal  height  would  cause,  and  I  fancied 
it  must  be  the  best  teapot,  and  other  china,  covered  to 
keep  off  the  dust. 

The  young  woman  was  repellent,  so  I  turned  round  to 
the  old  one,  and  praised  her  husband. 

"Ay,"  said  she,  "he  has  been  a  curious  mon  in  his 
time  —  and  mony  a  great  faitour  c  he  did  —  and  mony  a 
good  suit  he  destroyed  that  /had  to  pay  for." 

This  last  sentence  being  uttered  earnestly,  and  its 
predecessor  apathetically,  coupled  with  the  stress  on 
the  "  I,"  gave  me  the  measure  of  the  woman's  mind. 
However,  I  tried  her  again.  "Did  you  see  any  of  his 
exploits  ?  " 

'•  Na,  na ;  I  was  aye  minding  my  wark  at  hame.  I 
saw  leetle  o'  his  carryings  on." 

I  said  no  more ;  but  remembered  Palissy's  wife,  and 
other  egotistical  mediocres  ;  and  turned  to  the  young 
woman  :  but  she  seemed  unconscious  of  my  voice  or  my 
presence. 

From  this  impenetrable  I  turned,  in  despair,  to  the 
covered  table ;  tried  to  see  below  the  cover  with  my 
eagle  eye,  and  had  just  settled  positively  it  was  the 
china  tea-service,  when,  to  my  great  relief,  James  Lam- 
bert returned,  and  conversation  took  the  place  of  idle 
speculation. 

We  soon  came  to  an  understanding,  and  I  asked  him 
to  give  me  some  details,  and  to  begin  at  the  beginning. 
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"  Aweel,  sirr,"  said  he,  "  the  first  case  ever  I  had  was 
a  baker  —  they  ca't  a  case  ye  ken  the  noo ;  aw  thing  is  a 
case  — an  awfu'  fat  mon  he  was.  I  was  aboot  fourteen 
or  fifteen  then,  but  a  gey  guid  soomer  d.  A^weel,  sirr, 
me  and  Eab  Kankin,  and  John  Murdoch,  and  a  hantle 
mair  lads,  went  doon  to  the  bathing-place,  an'  we  were 
divairting  oorselves  in  the  water,  when  the  baker  strips 
and  comes  out  on  the  deal.  Noo  ye'll  understond  there 
was  shallow  water  and  deep,  and  the  deep  was  at  the 
far  eend  o'  the  deal.  They  ca'  it  'the  Dominie's  Hole,' 
fra  a  schulemaister  wha  was  drooned  there  a  hundre' 
years  agone.  So  this  baker  comes  oot  to  the  vera  eend 
o'  the  deal,  and  dives  in  heed  first,  as  if  Clyde  belanged 
to  him  —  ha,  ha,  ha!  He  dizna  come  up  for  awhile, 
and  I  said  to  the  other  callants  e,  '  Hech,  sirs,  ye'll  see 
a  bonny  diver.'  Presently  up  he  comes,  paanting  and 
baashing,  and  flinging  his  arrms ;  then  doon  he  goes 
again  with  baith  een  glowering.  '  Maircy  on  us,'  cries 
ane,  'the  mon's  diooning.'  However,  he  comes  up 
again,  baashing  and  spluttering.  I  was  ready  for  him, 
and  just  swam  forereicht  him,  and  took  him  by  th'  arm. 
That  will  let  ye  see  what  a  senseless  cauf  I  was.  I  suld 
hae  gone  and  flung  him  ae  eend  of  my  gallows,  or  my 
naepkin/,  and  towed  him  in;  but,  insteed  of  that,  he 
gat  baud  o'  me  and  grippit  me  tight  to  his  breest,  and 
took  me  doon  with  him.  Noo,  tell  me,  sir  —  y'  are  a 
soomer  yoursel  ?  " 

I  said,  '•  Yes." 

"■  What  was  our  lives  worth,  the  pair  ?  Him  a  twanty 
stane  mon,  and  me  a  laddy  7  " 

"Not  much,  indeed,  unless  you  could  slip  away  from 
him." 

"Ay,  but  I  could  na;  he  huggit  mc  till  him.  Aweel, 
sirr,  if  he  was  wild,  1  was  desperate.  1  flang  my  heed 
back  aiul   gat  my  kntu's  uj)  to  liis  breest,  and  after  my 
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knees  my  feet,  and  I  gied  the  awfu'est  spang  with  my 
feet  against  his  breest,  and  I  got  clear,  a'  but  the  skin  'o 
my  forefinger,  that  I  left  in  his  hond.  I  raised  to  the 
surface  and  called  to  the  boys  to  mak'  a  chain.  I  was 
afeared  to  dive  for  him.  But  by  Gude's  maircy  he  came 
up  yance  mair,  just  to  tak'  leave  o'  Scoetland.  I  got 
ahint  him  and  gave  him  a  sair  crack  on  the  heed,  drove 
him  forud,  followed  him  up  wi'  a  push,  and  then  the 
lads  took  hands  and  won  to  him,  and  pulled  him  to  the 
deal,  and  I  soomed  ashore,  and  I  hadua  been  there  a 
minute  when  I  swooned  reicht  away." 

"  How  was  that  ?  "  I  asked. 

"I  think  it  was  partly  the  pain,  but  maistly  faint- 
hairtedness  at  sight  o'  my  finger  a-streaming  wi'  bluid, 
and  the  skin  away.  When  I  came  to  mysel'  the  baker 
had  put  on  his  claes  and  gaed  awa." 

"  What,  without  a  word  to  his  preserver  ?  " 

"  Ay." 

"  Didn't  he  give  you  anything  ?  " 
♦  "Deil  a  bawbee.  But  there  was  two  gentlemen  saw 
the  affair,  and  gied  me  fifteen  shellin'.  I  went  hame 
sucking  my  sair  finger;  and  my  mither  gied  me  an  aw-fu' 
hiding  for  spoiling  my  clothes.  She  took  me  by  the 
lug  9,  and  made  me  cry  '  murrder.'  " 

"  Fine,  sympathetic  creatures,  the  women  in  these 
parts,"  said  I ;  cii'cuviferens  acriter  ocidos,  as  my  friend 
Livy  hath  it,  and  withering  a  female  right  and  left, 
as  playful  men  shoot  partridges.  Unfortunately,  neither 
of  them  observed  I  had  withered  her :  the  hero's  narra- 
tive and  my  basilisk  glances  were  alike  unheeded. 

"And  on  the  impassive  ice  tlie  lightnings  play."  —  Pope. 

James  Lambert,  duly  questioned,  then  related  how  a 
personal  friend  of  his  had  been  seized  with  cramp  in  the 
middle  of  the  Clyde.     "  For,  sirr,"  said  he,  "  the  Clyds 


148  A    HERO    AND    A    MARTYR. 

is  a  deedly  water,  by  reason  of  its  hot  aud  cold  currents, 
and  sand-holes  and  all." 

His  friend  had  sunk  for  the  last  time ;  James  Lam- 
bert dived  for  him,  and  brought  him  up  from  the 
bottom,  and  took  him  ashore. 

"Aud,  sirr,  maybe  ye  wadna  think  it;  but  the  resoolt 
was  —  I  lost  my  freend." 

"What  do  you  mean?"  said  I,  staring. 

"He  just  avoided  me  after  that.  He  came  to  see  me 
twarree  *  times,  too  ;  but  I  obsairved  he  wasna  easy  till 
he  was  away ;  and  bymby  I  saw  nae  mair  o'  the  lad." 
This  he  said  without  passion,  and  apparently  only  to 
discharge  his  conscience,  as  a  faithful  narrator  of  real 
events,  and  men  as  they  are  in  life,  not  books.  But  I, 
who  am  no  hero,  boiled. 

I  took  time  to  digest  this  human  pill,  and  then 
questioned  him.  But  I  omit  two  cases  —  to  use  his  own 
woi'ds — as  they  had  no  particular  feature. 

"  The  next  case,  sir,  was  an  old  wumman ;  ye  ken  the 
wives  come  on  Glasgow  Green  to  wash.  AVell,  this  auld 
wife  had  gone  oot  at  '  the  three  stanes '  to  dip  her  stoop 
i'  the  water,  and  overbalanced  herself  and  gone  in  heed 
first,  and  the  stream  carried  her  oot.  The  cry  got  up, 
'  there's  a  wumman  droonin.'  I  was  a  lang  way  off,  but 
I  heerd  it,  and  ran  down  and  into  the  water  after  her, 
clothes  and  all.  She  was  floating,  sirr,  but  her  heed  Avas 
doon,  and  her  feet  up.  I  never  saw  the  like  in  a*  my 
life.  I  soomed  up  to  her,  and  lifted  her  puir  auld  gray 
heed  out  o'  the  water  —  a  rale  riverend  face  she  had  — 
and  l)roucht  her  ashore  on  my  arm  as  quiet  as  a  lamb ; 
and  laid  her  doon." 

"  Was  she  insensible?" 

"  Not  athegither,  I  think,  but  nigh  hand  it,  just  scared 
like  oot  o'  her  senses,  puir  saul.  Vera  sunc  she  began 
to  tremble  all  over  and  greet  sair.      I  turned  my  bock, 
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no'  to  greet  mysel',  and  went  aside  and  ridded  my  claes. 
Aweel,  sirr,  the  first  word  she  spoke  was  to  speer  for 
me.  She  cries  out,  quite  sudden,  '  Whaur's  the  mon 
that  gat  me  oot ;  for  Gude's  sake,  whaur  is  he  ? '  Sae 
the  folk  pushit  me,  and  I  behooved  to  come  forrud,  and 
mak'  my  confession.  'Wife,'  says  I,  'I'm  the  mon.'  So 
she  looks  me  all  over.  '  The  Lorrd  protect  ye,'  she 
cried.  '  The  Lorrd  bless  ye  !  —  I'm  a  puir  auld  body,' 
says  she,  "  I  hae  naething  but  my  washing-bay  i.  But 
come  ye  wi'  me ;  and  I'll  pit  it  away,  and  get  ye  twarree 
shellin'  for  saving  me  fra  deeth.'  " 

"Hech,  sirr,  I  felt  it  awfu'  keen;  it  was  just  her 
livelihood,  ye  ken,  her  washing-bay  ;  and  she'd  pit  it  i' 
pawn  for  me.  '  Puir  auld  body,'  says  I,  '  and  is  that  a' 
ye  hae  ? '  And  I  just  clappit  a  shellin'  in  her  hand, 
and  I  tell't  her  I  needed  naething ;  I'd  a  gude  wife,  and 
a  gude  wage.  I  was  warking  at  Somerville's  mill  ower 
the  water.  '  And,'  says  I,  '  if  ye  wait  for  me  Saturday 
afternoons,  when  I  lift  my  wage,  I'll  whiles  hae  a 
shellin'  for  ye.'" 

"  And  did  she  ?  " 

"Na,  na,"  said  he;  then,  thoughtfully,  "She  was 
ower  puir  to  gie,  and  ower  decent  to  take." 

All  our  other  provincial  dialects  are  harsh  and  ugly ; 
but  the  Scotch  is  guttural  on  the  consonants,  and  on  the 
vowels  divinely  melodious  :  I  wish  I  could  convey  the 
exquisite  melody  of  James  Lambert's  voice  in  speaking 
these  words,  "  Puir  —  auld  —  body  !  an'  is  thaat  a'  ye 
hae  ?  " 

The  story  itself,  and  the  brave,  tender  hero's  tones 
were  so  manly,  yet  so  sweet,  that  they  brought  water 
into  my  eyes ;  and  I  thought  this  tale  at  least  must 
touch  some  chord  even  in  the  dull,  domestic  heart.  But 
no ;  I  looked  at  the  young  woman,  and  she  sat  all  of  a 
heap,  still  wrapped  in  herself,  dull,  stupid,  and  gloomy 
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beyond  description,  and  the  narrative,  far  from  touching 
her,  never  even  reached  her.  That  was  evident,  some- 
how. Thought  I  to  myself,  "  Oh,  but  y'arr  a  dour  wife, 
y'  arr." 

Perhaps  you  will  be  incredulous  at  my  thinking  in 
Scotch  ;  but  the  truth  is,  I  am  little  better  than  a  chame- 
leon ;  I  take  the  local  color  will}^  niHy-  After  a  day  in 
France  I  begin  to  think  in  French ;  in  Scotland,  Scotch. 
I  think  in  bad  French  and  bad  Scotch  —  very;  but  that 
is  a  flimsy  detail ;  the  broad  fact  remains.  So  I  dubbed 
her  a  "dour.;  wife:"  and  really  I  felt  wrath  that  such 
pearls  of  true  narrative  should  be  poured  out  before 
young  Apathy  and  ancient  IVIediocrity. 

Of  Mediocrity  there  is  no  cure ;  but  there  is  of 
Apathy,  at  least  in  Scotland.  That  cure  is  —  whiskey. 
When  whiskey  will  not  thaw  a  Scotch  body  at  all, 

"  O  then  be  bold  to  say  Bassanio's  —  dead." 

So  I  beckoned  a  dirty  but  attentive  imp,  that  gleamed, 
all  eyes,  in  a  dark  corner,  and  sent  him  out  for  a  great 
deal  of  whiskey ;  and  postponed  my  inquiries  till  after 
the  thaw. 

But,  before  the  imp  could  return  with  Apathy's  cure, 
several  footsteps  were  heard  on  the  stairs,  and  three  or 
four  men  entered,  all  in  good  black  suits.  A  few  Avords 
of  subdued  greeting  passed,  and  then  they  removed  the 
white  linen  cloth  from  what  I,  with  my  eagle  eye  and 
love  of  precision,  had  inventoried  as  the  best  tea-service. 

Tt  was  the  body  of  a  little  girl,  lying  in  her  little 
coffin.  The  lid  was  not  yet  on.  She  looked  like  frozen 
wax. 

After  the  first  chilling  surprise,  I  cast  my  eye  on  the 
young  woman.  Slie  never  moved  nor  looked,  but  she 
shivered  by  the  fire  when  the  men  touched  the  coffiu 
behind  her. 
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She  was  the  dead  child's  mother.  Even  I  —  in  spite 
of  my  eagle  eye  —  could  see  that  now. 

I  whispered  to  James  Lambert,  ''  I  have  intruded  on 
you  at  a  sad  time." 

"  Ye  haena  intruded  at  all,"  said  he  out  loud.  Then 
he  told  me,  before  them  all,  what  made  it  worse  was  that 
the  father  had  gone  away  and  not  been  seen  these  three 
days. 

''Ay,  but,"  said  Mrs.  Lambert,  "ye  mauna  let  the 
gentleman  think  he  is  ane  that  drinks.  Na,  he  is  a  real 
quiet,  sober,  decent  man." 

"  He  is  thaat,"  said  the  bereaved  mother,  speaking  for 
the  first  time,  but  in  a  crushed  and  dogged  way. 

"  I'm  no'  exackly  denying  that,"  said  James,  cau- 
tiously.    "  But  whaur  is  he  —  at  the  present  time  ?  " 

It  was  evident  that  this  quiet,  sober,  decent  man,  upon 
the  death  of  his  daughter,  had  gone  away  on  the  fuddle, 
and  left  his  bereaved  wife  to  bury  the  child  how  she 
could. 

Such  are  the  dire  realities  of  life,  especially  among 
the  poor. 

With  what  different  eyes  I  looked  now  on  the  poor 
creature,  bereaved  mother,  and  deserted  wife,  whose 
deep  and  numbing  agony  I  had  taken  for  sullen  apathy 
—  with  my  eagle  eye. 

And  now  came  in  an  undertaker,  and  the  cotRn-lid 
was  to  be  screwed  on.  Before  this  was  done,  all  the 
men,  myself  included,  took  a  last  look  at  her  who  was 
taken  away  so  early  from  the  troubles  of  the  world. 

*'  Ay,  sir,"  said  the  undertaker  to  me,  "  it  is  just  clay 
going  to  the  dust ; "  and  never  was  a  truer  word  nor 
more  pictorial.     That  clay  seemed  never  to  have  lived. 

The  lid  was  soon  screwed  down,  and  then,  to  my  sur- 
prise, the  undertaker  delivered  a  prayer.  Now  that  was 
the  business  of  the  minister:  and  besides,  the  under- 
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taker  had  the  reddest  nose  I  ever  saw.  For  all  that  he 
delivered  a  grave,  feeling,  and  appropriate  prayer,  and  then 
the  deceased  was  carried  out  for  interment,  and  I  was 
left  with  James  Lambert,  his  daughter,  and  his  wife. 
I  asked  James  Lambert,  would  not  the  minister  meet 
them  at  the  grave. 

"Ka,"  said  he,  "there's  nae  minister  intill't.  The 
wives  daur  na  tell  him,  or  he'd  be  speering,  'Why  is  na 
the  gude  man  here  ?  '  and  then  he'd  get  a  pooblic  re- 
buke. Whisper,  sirr.  Hae  ye  no  absairved  that  the 
women-folk  aye  screens  a  blackguard  ?  " 

'•  Yes,"  whispered  I ;  "  especially  when  they  suffer  by 
him." 

So  the  poor  wife  let  her  child  be  prayed  over  and 
buried  by  a  layman,  sooner  than  expose  her  husband  to 
the  censure  of  the  church. 

All  this  made  my  bowels  yearn,  and,  for  the  first  time, 
I  addressed  myself  directly  to  her.  I  said,  "  My  poor 
woman,  nobody  can  console  a  mother  that  has  lost  a 
child  :  that  is  beyond  the  power  of  man.  But,  if  it  is 
a  part  of  your  trouble  that  you  are  left  without  help, 
and  perhaps  hard  put  to  it  for  expenses,  I  can  be  of 
some  little  use  to  you  in  that."  Then  I  pulled  out  two 
or  three  of  those  deplorable  old  rags  —  Scotch  one-pound 
notes,  by  means  of  whicli  the  national  malady  is  i)er- 
petuated  and  passes  from  hand  to  hand. 

I  don't  know  whether  it  was  the  stale  words  or  the 
old  rags,  or  both ;  but  the  poor  woman  burst  out  crying 
and  sobl)ing  with  almost  terrible  violence. 

We  did  A\-hat  we  could  for  her,  and  tried  to  get  her  to 
swallow  a  few  drops  of  whiskey ;  but  she  put  her  hand 
up  and  turned  away  from  it. 

The  quick-eared  old  man  found  tliis  out  somehow,  and 
explained  her  to  her  face.  "  She  can  take  a  drap  as 
weel  as  ony  body  :  but  noo,  she  blames  it  for  her  mon 
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being  away."  Then,  rather  roughly  to  his  wife,  "  Hets, 
ye  fule,  let  the  lass  greet.  What'n  harm  will  that  dee 
her  ?  " 

Soon  after  this  the  two  women  exchanged  one  of  their 
signals,  and  went  out  together  —  I  think  to  pay  the 
undertaker  ;  and  such  is  the  decent  pride  of  the  Scotch 
character,  that  to  be  able  to  do  this  was  probably  a  drop 
of  comfort  in  the  bitter  cup  of  their  affliction. 

When  they  were  gone,  the  old  man's  expressive 
features  brightened  a  little,  and  he  drew  his  stool  nearer 
me,  with  a  certain  genial  alacrity.  There  are  book- 
makers who  would  not  let  j^ou  know  that,  madam,  lest 
you  should  turn  from  their  hero  with  aversion ;  but, 
when  I  deal  with  fact,  I  am  on  my  oath.  At  all  events, 
understand  him  before  you  turn  from  him.  You  see  the 
present  very  clearly,  the  past  through  a  haze ;  but  this 
man,  being  blind,  could  not  see  the  present  at  all,  and 
saw  the  past  clearer  than  you  do  ;  for  he  was  compelled 
to  live  in  it.  He  had  never  seen  the  grandchild  he  had 
lost ;  an  unfamiliar  fragment  of  this  generation  had 
gone  away  to  the  grave,  a  man  of  his  own  generation 
sat  beside  him,  and  led  him  back  to  the  men  and  things 
he  knew  by  sight  and  by  deed. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Lambert  —  now  tell  me." 

"  Aweel,  sirr,  ye've  heerd  o'  the  callant  they  wadna 
let  me  save  — hech,  sirr,  yon  was  a  wean  wastit*  —  noo 
I'll  mak'  ye  the  joodge  whether  I  could  na  hae  saved 
that  ane,  and  twarree  maiv.  There's  a  beck  they  ca' 
'  the  Plumb '  rins  doon  fra'  the  horse-brae  into  the  Clyde 
near  Stockwell  Brigg.  The  bairns  were  aye  for  sporting 
in  the  beck,  because  it  was  shallow  by  ordinar,  and  ye'd 
see  them  the  color  o'  vilets,  and  no'  hauf  sae  sweet,  wi' 
the  dye  that  ran  i'  the  beck.  Aweel,  ae  day  there  was 
a  band  o'  them  there  ;  and  a  high  spate  i  hed  come  doon 
and  catched  them,  and  the  resoolt  was  I  saw  ane  o'  th' 
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assembly  in  the  Clyde.  I  had  warned  the  neer-do-weels, 
ye  ken,  mony's  the  time.  By  good-luck,  I  was  na  far 
away,  and  went  in  for  him  and  took  him  by  the  ear. 
'  C'way,  ye  little  deevil,'  says  I.  I  had  na  made  three 
strokes,  when  I'm  catched  round  the  neck  wi'  another 
callan." 

''Where  on  earth  did  he  spring  from  ?" 

"  I  dinna  ken.  I  was  attending  to  number  ane,  when 
number  twa  poppit  up,  just  to  tak'  leave  o'  Glasgwo.  I 
tell't  them  to  stick  in  to  me,  and  carried  the  pair  ashore. 
Directly,  there's  a  skirl  on  the  bank,  and  up  comes  num- 
ber three,  far  ahint  me  in  the  Clyde,  and  sinks  before  I  can 
win  "1  to  him.  Dives  for  this  one,  and  has  a  wark  to 
find  him  at  the  bottom.  Brings  him  ashore,  in  a  kind  o' 
a  dwam  ;  but  I  had  nae  fear  for  his  life,  he  hadna  been 
doon  lang :  my  lord  had  a  deal  mair  mischief  to  do,  ye 
ken.  By  the  same  token  he  came  to  vera  sune  ;  and  d'ye 
ken  the  first  word  he  said  to  me  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  Nay,  but  guess." 

"  I  cannot." 

"  He  said,  *  Dinna  tell  my  feyther  ! '  ha !  ha  !  ha !  ha  ! 
ha!  ha!  '  Lordsake,  man,  dinna  tell  my  feyther! 'ha! 
ha!  ha!  ha!  ha!" 

I  never  saw  a  man  more  tickled,  by  a  straw,  than 
James  Lambert  was  at  this.  By  contemplating  him  I 
was  enabled,  in  the  course  of  time,  to  lose  my  own  grav- 
ity ;  for  his  whole  face  was  puckered  with  mirth,  and 
every  inch  of  it  seemed  to  laugh. 

"  But,"  said  he,  "  wad  you  believe  it,  some  officious 
pairson  tell't  his  feyther,  in  spite  o'  us  baith.  He  was 
just  a  laboring  man.  He  called  on  me,  and  thankit  me 
vara  hairtily,  and  gied  me  a  refreshment.  And  I 
thoucht  mair  o't  than  I  hae  thoucht  o'  a  hantle  siller  on 
the  like  occasions." 
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After  one  or  two  savings  that  would  have  gained  a 
man  a  medal  in  the  South,  but  go  for  nothing  in  this 
man's  career,  and  would  dilute  the  more  colored  inci- 
dents, James  Lambert  prefaced  a  curious  story  by  letting 
me  into  his  mind.  "■  By  this  time,  sirr,"  said  he,  "  I  was 
aye  prowling  about  day  and  night  for  vectims." 

"  Tell  the  truth,  James.  You  had  the  pride  of  an 
artist.  You  wanted  them  to  fall  in,  that  you  might  pull 
them  out,  and  show  your  dexterity." 

"  Dinna  mak'  me  waur  than  I  am,  ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  Nay, 
but  ye  ken,  in  those  days,  folk  was  na  sae  acquainted  in 
sooming,  and  accidents  was  mair  common ;  and  sae,  if 
such  a  thing  was  to  be,  I  wad  like  to  be  there  and  save 
'em.     Ech,  the  sweetness  o't  !  —  the  sweetness  o't! 

"  I  raised  every  morning  between  three  and  four,  and 
took  a  walk ;  it  was  a  kind  o'  my  natur,  and  the  river 
was  aye  the  first  place  I  ran  tae.  Aweel,  ae  morning, 
before  'twas  well  light,  I  heerd  high  words,  and  there 
was  a  lass  fleichting  n  on  a  lad,  and  chairging  him  wi' 
beein'  her  ruin :  and  presently  she  runs  away  skirling, 
and  flings  hersel'  into  the  river.  The  lad  he  just  turns 
on  his  heel  and  walks  away." 

I  expressed  my  surprise  and  horror — no  matter  in 
what  terms. 

He  replied,  loftily,  ''My  dear  sirr,  d'ye  ken  this  ?  there 
have  been  men  in  the  name  o'  men,  that  were  little  mair 
than  broom  besoms." 

I  acquiesced. 

"  'Twas  na  for  sport  neither.  The  lass  knew  the  water, 
and  ran  straicht  to  the  deepest  pairt,  opposite  Xelson's 
Monument :  her  claes  buoyed  her  up,  and  I  got  her  out 
easy  eneuch.  She  was  na  ashore  a  moment,  when  in  she 
flees  again,  the  daft  hizzy.  Noo  the  water  maistly  cools 
thir  sort  o'  lasses,  and  reconciles  them  to  terree  firmee. 
But  she  was  distrackit,  she  was  just  a  woman  that  wanted 
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to  die.  So  I  went  in  again,  and  lectured  her  a'  the  time 
I  was  pulling  her  oot.  '  Hae  ye  a  quarrl  wi'  Him  that 
made  ye,  ye  daft  cummer?'  o  says  I;  and  I  held  her  on 
the  bank  itsel' ;  but  if  I  was  strong  in  the  water,  she  was 
stronger  on  land  wi"  her  daftness,  and  she  flung  me  off, 
and  in  again.  '  Vara  weel,  my  leddy,'  says  I.  Sae  —  d'ye 
ken  what  I  did  noo  ?  " 

"No." 

"  I  just  drooned  her.  I  pit  her  heed  under  water,  and 
keepit  there  till  I  made  her  taste  the  bitterness  o'  dethe, 
for  her  gude,  ye  ken.  Hech,  sirr,  but  it  sickened  her  o' 
yon  game.  She  brought  up  a  quart  o'  Clyde,  and  then 
she  lay  and  rolled  a  bit,  and  pu'd  the  grass,  and  then  she 
sat  up  quite  as  a  lamb  ;  and  I  stood  sentinel  over  her 
leddyship,  and  my  claes  a-drippin'.  By  this  time  a  wheen 
folk  cam'  aboot  to  see,  and  doesna  the  lad,  that  was  wi' 
her,  step  forrud  and  complain  to  me.  *  Ye'd  little  to  do 
to  interfere,'  says  he ;  '  she  was  wi'  me ;  she  was  na  wi' 
you.'  — '  What,'  says  I, '  d'ye  begroodge  the  lass  her  life  ?  ' 
—  'Not  I,'  says  he ; '  but  y'  had  no  need  to  meddle  ;  what's 
your  business  ?  '  So  I  gied  him  his  answer.  Says  I, 
'  You  have  taen  her  character,  and  turned  her  on  the 
maircy  of  the  warld,  and  noo  it's  a'  your  vexation  that 
ye  could  na'  be  rid  of  her  in  the  Clyde.  But  she  shall 
outlive  you,  ye  blackguard,'  says  I,  '  please  Gude.'  So 
then  he  challenged  me  to  fight.  But  as  I  mad  ready  to 
take  off  my  coat,  a  fine  lad  steps  forrud,  and  lays  his 
hand  on  my  arm.  '  Ye're  no  fit  for  him,'  says  he  ;  '  an' 
ye've  done  your  wark,'  says  he,  '  and  this  is  mines.'  So 
at  it  they  went,  and  t'other  stood  up  and  fought  for 
about  five  minutes.  But  oh,  he  napped  it.  My  lad  just 
hashed -him.  Gied  him  twa  black  een,  and  at  the  hinder 
end  laid  him  sprawliu'  and  smothered  i'  bluid." 

"  But  the  woman  ?  " 

"  She  was  na  a  woman.  She  was  but  a  lassie,  about 
nineteen." 
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"  Little  fool !  and  thought  she  was  ruined  for  life  — 
when  all  her  life  was  before  her." 

"  Ye  may  say  that,  sirr :  why,  that  very  year  wasna 
she  married  on  a  decent  tradesman  ?  I  often  saw  her 
after  she  was  married  ;  but  she  wadna  speak  to  me.  She 
couldna  look  me  straught  i'  the  face.  She'd  say  '  Gude 
morning,'  though  —  when  she  couldna  get  by  me." 

"  Ungrateful  little  brute  !  " 

•'ISTa,  na ;  it  was  na  ingratitude  ava;  it  was  just 
shame.  Aweel,  she  needna  run  fra'  me  noo ;  for  I  canna 
see  her,  nor  ony  of  those  I  hae  saved." 

This  made  me  gulp  a  bit,  and,  when  I  had  done,  I 
said,  "  She  measured  you  by  her  small  self.  She  would 
have  been  sure  to  blab,  in  such  a  case,  so  she  thought 
you  would." 

"  Aweel  then,"  said  he,  "  she  was  mistaen  ;  for  I  maun 
tell  ye  that  some  mischief-maker  let  on  something  or 
other  about  it  to  her  man,  and  he  was  uneasy,  and  came 
and  asked  me  if  'twas  true  I  had  taken  his  wife  out  o' 
the  water.  '  Ay,'  said  I,  '  her  and  twarree  mair.'  — 
'  What  had  she  to  do  i'  the  water  ? '  says  he.  '  That's 
her  business,'  says  I,  '  mine  was  to  tak'  her  oot.'  He 
questioned  me  had  she  been  drinking.  '  Like  eneuch,' 
says  I,  '  but  I  couldna  say.'  He  questioned  me,  and 
questioned  me  ;  but  I  pit  the  collar  on,  ye  ken.  I 
behooved  to  clear  the  wife  a'  I  could.  I  didna  lee 
neither;  but  I  was  afflickit  wi'  a  sooden  obleevion  o' 
sma'  parteeculars,  haw  !  haw  !  I  dinna  think  muckle  o' 
yon  carle.  He  had  a  rare  gude  wife ;  they  a'  said  so, 
and  whaur  was  the  sense  o'  him  diving  into  her  past  life, 
to  stir  the  mud  ?  " 

Passing  over  an  easy  job  or  two,  and  a  few  melancholy 
cases  in  which  he  had  dived  and  groped  the  river,  and 
restored  dead  bodies  to  their  friends,  I  come  now  to  a 
passage,  which  but  for  its  truth   I  should  hesitate  to 
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relate  exactly  as  he  told  it  me ;  but,  if  I  were  to  yiewl 
to  squeamishness  and  slur  it,  a  chapter  of  human  nature, 
revealed  to  me,  would  by  me  be  meanly  carried  to  my 
grave  and  hidden  from  the  scholars  of  other  ages  and 
nations. 

Thus,  then,  it  was  :  James  Lambert  was  bathing  in 
the  Clyde  one  evening  at  the  hour  when  it  was  allowed 
at  that  epoch. 

Suddenly,  Mrs.  Cooper,  that  kept  the  Society's  house, 
cried  to  him  over  the  window,  "  Rin,  Jamie  Lambert, 
there  is  a  laddie  in  the  water." 

Up  ran  James  Lambert,  but  the  boy  had  sunk.  A 
bystander  directed  him  to  the  place  ;  but  it  is  not  so 
easy  to  mark  the  exact  spot  where  a  body  has  dis- 
appeared in  the  water ;  and  James  Lambert  dived  twice, 
and  came  up  without  the  child.  He  dived  a  third  time, 
and  groped  along  the  bottom.  He  was  down  so  long 
that  the  cry  got  up  he  was  drowned  too.  Others  scouted 
the  idea.  James  Lambert  drown  !  They  had  known 
him  cross  the  Clyde,  under  the  water,  from  bank  to 
bank.  Some  time  having  elapsed  since  the  first  alarm, 
people  had  poured  across  the  green,  and  down  the  banks, 
and  there  was  quite  a  crowd  there  murmuring  and 
gazing,  when  up  came  James  Lambert,  panting,  with 
the  child  in  his  arms. 

There  was  a  roar  of  exultation  at  the  sight,  but 
James  Lambert  did  not  hear  it,  and  did  not  see  the 
crowd.  (Take  note  of  that  fact.)  His  whole  soul  was 
in  the  lovely  boy,  that  lay  white  and  inanimate  in  his 
arms.     He  ran  into  the  house,  uttering  cries  of  concern. 

"  But  when  1  got  liim  in  the  hoose,  he  opens  ae  eye  ou 
me  —  like  a  bonny  blue  bead  it  was.  Eh  !  I  was  happy ; 
I  was  happy.  1  gied  the  bonny  bairn  a  kiss  and  hands 
him  to  the  wife,  and  orders  her  to  the  fire  wi'  him. 
Then  I'm  going  oot,  wlioii  a'  of  a  sooddcu  I  lind  I  liaena 
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a  steek  on  me,  and  twa  hundred  folk  about  the  door. 
Wad  ye  believe  it,  ivi'  the  great  excitement  I  never  knew 
1  was  nakit,  till  I  saw  the  folk,  and  bethought  me.  I 
rins  back  again,  and  at  the  stair-foot,  there's  a  bundle  o' 
linen.  I  was  na  lang  happing  mysel',  I  can  tell  ye,  and 
oot  I  comes  as  bold  as  brass,  in  the  wife's  apron  and  a 
muckle  sheet.  The  sight  o'  me  made  the  lasses  scairt 
and  skirl />;  for  I  was  like  a  corp  just  poppit  oot  o'  the 
grave.  I  went  for  my  clothes,  and — they  were  away. 
My  bluid  gat  up  at  that,  and  I  chackit  them  sair. 
'  Hech,'  says  I,  '■  ye  maun  be  a  cauld-hairted  set  o' 
thieves/  says  I,  *  to  tak'  my  very  claes,  when  I  was 
doing  a  mon's  pairt.'  Bymby  9  I  sees  a  young  leddy 
in  a  silk  gown,  w'agging  on  me '',  and  she  points  to  a 
hedge  near  by.  So  I  went,  and  there  were  my  claes. 
She  hed  put  them  aside  for  me,  ye  ken,  and  keepit  her 
ee  on  them.     Wasna  that  thouchtful  o'  her  noo  ?  " 

"  It  was,  indeed." 

"  Aweel,  sirr,  I  got  my  things  on  at  the  hedge,  an'  tied 
up  the  wife's  bundle,  and  cam'  forrud  :  and  by  this  time 
the  folk  was  dispairsed  like.  But  the  same  young  leddy 
was  walking  to  and  fra,  with  her  een  doon,  reflecking 
like.  She  wagged  on  me,  and  I  came  to  her.  So  she 
askit  me  who  I  was,  and  I  tell't  her  I  was  a  cotton- 
spinner,  and  they  caed  me  James  Lambert.  So  she 
lookit  at  me  full,  and  says  she,  'James,  are  ye  mar- 
ried  ?  '  —  'Oh,  yes,  ma'am,'  says  I,  'this  three  years.' 
So  she  lookit  me  all  over,  in  a  vara  curious  way  ;  and  she 
says  saftly,  '  James  —  it  is  —  a  —  great  —  pity  —  yere 
married  —  for  yere  a  vara  —  gallant  —  man.'  So  ye  see, 
sirr,  I  could  hae  had  a  young  leddy —  for  her  ee  tell't  me 
mair  nor  her  words  —  if  I  had  na  had  the  wife.  But 
then  I'd  no  hae  had  the  wife.  So  it  comes  a'  to  the 
same  thing." 

I  stared  at  him  with  surprise,  for  to  me  it  did  not 
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seem  quite  the  same  thing  to  marry  high  sympathy, 
swift  intelligence,  and  plenty  of  money,  and  to  marry 
poverty  plus  grovelling  mediocrity.  However,  it  was 
not  for  me  to  satirize  conjugal  affection  and  its  amiable 
delusions.  But  I  proposed  the  young  lady's  health,  and 
we  drank  it  cordially. 

By  this  time  I  conclude  I  have  so  spoiled  the  readers 
of  James  Lambert,  that  they  will  care  for  no  passage  of 
his  extraordinary  career  that  does  not  offer  some  new 
feature.  So  I  go  from  water  to  the  double  peril  of  ice 
and  water  at  the  freezing  point. 

"It  was  a  hard  winter ;  and  I  had  chairge  o'  the  gen- 
tlemen belonging  to  the  skating  club.  So  I  had  to  go  to 
Hugginfield  Loch.  But  I  was  clean  was'tit  there.  I  was 
armed  wi'  ladders  an'  ropes,  and  corks.  JMon,  ony  fule 
can  stand  and  fling  gear  till  a  drooning  body.  And  I 
gat  an  awfu'  affront  intil  the  bargain  ;  they  castit  in  ray 
teeth  that  I  was  partial,  and  saved  the  rich  afore  the 
poor.  Noo  I  let  naebody  droon,  but  my  bargain  was  with 
the  club  to  save  them  Jirst ;  so  I  behooved  to  keep  to  the 
contract.  A^veel  then,  I  did  nae  execution  worth  speak- 
ing o' ;  the  thing  I'm  coming  tae  was  at  the  bend  of  the 
Clyde,  they  ca'  'the  peat  bog.'  A  number  was  skating 
on  the  river,  and  the  ice  began  to  heave  an'  shake  wi'  the 
high  tide.  So  I  chased  all  the  boys  aff  wi'  my  belt,  and 
warned  the  men :  but  some  folk  winna  be  warned  by  me. 
The  ice  breaks  under  a  laboring  man,  and  in  he  goes,  and 
the  tide  sucked  him  under  in  a  moment.  I  ran  to  the 
place  as  fast  as  I  could,  and  under  the  ice  after  him. 
Aweel,  I  soomed,  and  soomed,  and  did  na  catch  him.  I 
soomed,  and  soomed,  ay,  hoping  to  find  him,  till  I  had 
nae  chance  to  come  back  alive  if  I  did  na  turn.  But, 
just  as  I  turned,  my  feet  struck  him.  Then  my  hairt 
got  up  again,  and  I  grippit  him,  and  I  dragged  him  back 
wi'  me,  and  soomed  and  soomed  for  my  ain  life  the  noo, 
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as  weel  as  his.  Eh,  mon,  I  was  amaist  gane.  But  I 
wadna  lose  him.  'Twas  baith  live,  or  baith  dee.  I'm 
just  givin'  in,  when  I  see  the  light  o'  the  hole,  and  mak' 
for't,  and  get  him  oot  and  on  to  the  ice,  and  dizna  it 
keep  breaking  direckly  with  the  pair  o'  us,  and  sae  we 
go  floonderin'  and  smashing,  till  we  are  helpit  ashore. 
Noo  I'll  tell  ye  a  farce.  I'm  haulding  the  chiel  prisoner 
by  the  collar,  and  shaking  t'other  neifs  at  them  a'. 
Ye  ken  I  wanted  to  fleicht  on  them,  for  saying  I  riskit 
myself  mair  for  the  rich  than  the  puir.  But  a'  I  could 
say  was,  *  Wow  — wow  —  wow  ; '  the  brethe  wadna  come 
bock  to  my  body.  And  while  I  was  '  wow  —  wow  — 
wowing'  at  them,  and  gripin'  my  coptive  like  a  molly- 
factor,  dizna  he  turn  roond  and  thank  me  in  a  brief 
discoorse  vara  ceevil.  Eh,  mon,  I  glowered  at  him ;  I 
loosed  him,  an'  rolled  away  backards  to  glowe  r  at  him. 
He  could  hae  repeated  his  catecheesm,  and  I  could  only 
baash  an'  blather.  The  man  was  a  better  man  than  me ; 
for  he  had  been  langer  in.  Oh,  I  declared  that  on  the 
bank,  sune  as  ever  I  could  speak." 

I  come  now  to  the  crowning  feat  of  this  philanthropic 
and  adventurous  life  ;  and  I  doubt  my  power  to  describe 
it.  I  halt  before  it,  like  one  that  feels  weak,  and  a 
mountain  to  climb ;  for  such  a  feat,  I  believe,  was  never 
done  in  the  water  by  mortal  man,  nor  ever  will  again 
while  earth  shall  last. 

James  Lambert  worked  in  Somerville's  mill.  Like 
most  of  the  hands,  he  must  cross  the  water  to  get  home. 
For  that  purpose,  a  small  ferry-boat  was  provided  ;  it  lay 
at  a  little  quay  near  the  mill.  One  Andrew  had  charge 
of  it  ashore,  and  used  to  shove  it  off  with  a  lever,  and 
receive  it  on  its  return.  He  often  let  more  people  go  into 
it  than  Lambert  thought  safe,  and  Lambert  had  remon- 
strated, and  had  even  said,  "  Ye'll  hae  an  Occident  some 
day  that  ye'll  rue  but  ance,  and  that  will  be  a'  your 
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life."  Audrew,  in  reply,  told  him  to  mind  his  own 
business. 

Well,  one  evening  James  Lambert  wanted  to  get 
away  in  the  first  boat-load.  This  was  somehow  con- 
nected with  his  having  bought  a  new  hat :  perhaps  he 
wished  to  avoid  the  crowd  of  workpeople  —  here  I  am 
not  very  clear.  However,  he  watched  the  great  wheel, 
and  the  moment  it  began  to  waver,  previous  to  stopping, 
he  ran  for  his  hat,  and  darted  down  the  stairs.  But,  as 
he  worked  in  an  upper  story,  full  a  dozen  got  into  the 
boat  before  him.  He  told  Andrew  to  put  off,  but 
Andrew  would  not  till  the  boat  should  be  full ;  and  soon 
it^was  crammed.  James  Lambert  then  said  it  was  a 
shame  of  him  to  let  so  many  on  board.  This  angered 
the  man,  and,  when  the  boat  was  so  crowded  that  her 
gunwale  was  not  far  above  water,  he  shoved  her  vio- 
lently off  into  the  tideway,  and  said  words  which,  if  he 
has  not  prayed  God  to  forgive  them  in  this  world,  will 
perhaps  hang  heavy  round  his  neck  in  the  next. 

"To  hell  —  ye  beggars  !"  he  cried. 

This  rough  launching  made  the  overladen  boat  wobble. 
The  women  got  frightened,  and  before  the  boat  had  gone 
twenty  yards  she  upset  in  dark,  icy  water,  ten  feet  deep. 

It  was  night. 

"  Before  the  boat  coupit  *  athegither,  they  a'  flew  to 
me  that  could :  for  they  a'  kenned  me.  I'  the  water, 
them  that  hadna  a  hand  o'  me,  had  a  hand  o'  tliem  that 
had  a  baud  o'  me,  and  they  carried  me  doon  like  leed." 

Now  it  is  an  old  saying,  and  a  true  one,  that  "After- 
wit  is  everybody's  wit."  Were  I  to  relate  at  once  what 
James  Lambert  accomplished,  hundreds  would  imagine 
they  could  have  done  the  same.  To  correct  that  self- 
deception,  and  make  men  appreciate  this  hero  correctly, 
I  shall  stop  here,  and  entreat  my  readers,  for  the  in- 
struction  of  their  own    minds,  to  lay  down  this  uarra- 
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tive  and  shut  their  eyes,  and  ask  themselves  how  it  was 
possible  for  mortal  man  to  escape  drowning  himself,  and 
to  save  those  who  were  drowning  him.  You  have  seen 
that  it  cost  him  the  skin  of  his  finger  to  get  clear  of  a 
single  baker.  Here  he  was  clutched  and  pinned  by  at 
least  four  desperate  drowning  creatures,  strong  as  lions 
in  their  wild  despair,  and  the  weight  of  twelve  people 
more  hanging  on  to  those  that  clutched  him,  so  that  the 
united  weight  of  them  all  carried  down  the  strong 
swimmer,  like  a  statue  in  a  sack. 

"  Sirr,  when  yeve  twa  feet  i'  the  grave,  your  mind 
warks  hard.  I  didna  struggle,  for  it  was  nae  mair  use 
than  to  wrastle  wi'  a  kirk.  I  just  strauchtened  myself 
oot  like  a  corp  ^',  and  let  them  tak'  me  doon  to  the  bot- 
tom o'  the  Clyde  ;  and  there  I  stood  upright,  an'  waited ; 
for  I  kenned  the  puir  sauls  would  droon  afore  me,  and  I 
saw  just  a  wee  wee  chance  to  save  them  yet.  Ye  shall 
understond,  sirr,  that  when  folk  are  drooning,  they 
dinna  settle  doon  till  the  water  fills  their  lungs  and 
drives  the  air  oot.  At  first  they  waver  up  and  doon  at 
sairtain  intervals.  Aweel,  sirr,  I  waited  for  that,  on  the 
grand.  I  was  the  only  ane  grunded,  ye'll  obsairve.  A 
slight  upward  movement  commenced.  I  took  advantage, 
and  gied  a  vi'lent  spang  wi'  my  feet  against  the  bottom, 
and,  wi'  me  choosing  my  time,  up  we  a'  came.  My  arms 
were  grippit ;  but  I  could  strike  oot  wi'  my  feet,  and, 
before  ever  we  reached  the  surface,  I  lashed  oot 
like  a  deevil,  for  the  quay.  Aweel,  sirr,  wi'  all  I  could 
do,  we  didna  wend  abune  a  yard,  or  maybe  a  yard  an  a 
hauf,  and  doon  they  carried  me  like  leed.  I  straucht- 
ened myself  as  we  sank,  and  I  grunded.  The  lave 
were  a'  roond  me  like  a  fon  v,  I  bides  my  time,  and, 
when  they  are  inclining  upward,  I  strikes  fra  the  grund ; 
an'  this  time,  mair  slanting  towards  the  quay.  That 
helpit  us,  and   in   a   dozen   vi'lent   strokes    we   maybe 
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gained  twa  yards  this  time.  Then  doon  like  leed. 
Plays  the  same  game  again,  up,  and  doon  again.  And 
noo,  sirr,  tliere  was  something  that  turned  sair  against 
us ;  but  then  there  was  something  for  us  to  bollance  it. 
It  was  against  us  tliat  they  had  all  swallowed  their  pint 
o'  water  by  this  time,  and  were  na  sae  buoyant :  it  was 
for  us  that  the  water  was  shallower  noo,  maybe  not  mair 
than  twa  feet  ower  heed.  Noo  this  twa  feet  wad  droon 
us  as  weel  as  twanty ;  but  wi'  nae  mair  nor  twa  feet 
water  abune  us,  I  could  spring  up  fra  the  grun  by  mere 
force,  for  the  grun  gies  ye  an  awfu'  poower  for  a  foot  or 
twa.  Sae  noo  I'm  nae  suner  doon  than  up  again,  and 
still  creeping  for  the  quay,  and  the  water  aye  a  wee  bit 
shallower.  The  next  news  is,  I  gat  sair  spent,  and  that 
was  bad :  but,  to  bollance  that,  some  folk  on  the  quay 
gat  rapes  and  boat-hooks,  and  pickit  off  ane  or  twa  that 
was  the  nearest :  and  now  ilka  time  I  cam'  up,  they 
pickit  ane  oif,  and  that  lightened  my  burden ;  and 
bymby  I  drave  a  couple  into  shallow  water  mysel'  wi' 
my  feet.  When  I  was  in  seven  fat  water  mysel',  and 
fewer  folk  handing  me  doon,  I  got  to  be  maister,  and 
shovit  ane,  and  pu'd  anither  in,  till  we  landed  the  whole 
saxteen  or  seventeen.  But  my  wark  was  na  done,  for  I 
kenned  there  were  mair  in  the  river.  I  saw  the  last  o' 
my  ain  band  safe,  then  oot  into  the  Clyde,  w^herever  I 
heerd  cries,  and  sune  I  fand  twa  lasses  skirling,  takes 
'em  by  their  lang  hair,  and  tows  them  to  the  quay  in  a 
minute.  Just  as  I'm  landing  thir  lo  twa,  I  hear  a  cry  in 
the  vara  middle  o'  the  river,  and  in  I  splash.  It  was  a 
strapping  lass — they  caed  her  Elizabeth  Whitelaw. 
*  C'way,  ye  lang  daftie,' says  I,  and  begins  to  tow  her. 
Lo  an'  behold  !  I'm  grippit  wi'  a  man  under  the  water. 
It  was  her  sweethairt.  She  was  handing  him  doon. 
The  hizzy  was  a'reicht,  but  she  was  droon  iug  the  lad : 
pairts  these*  twa  lovers  —  for   their   gude  —  and    taks 
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'em  ashore,  one  in  each  hand.  Aweel,  sirr,  I  saved  just 
ana  mair,  and  then  I  plunged  in  again,  and  sairched ; 
but  thir  was  nae  mair  to  be  seen  noo  :  three  puir  lasses 
were  drooned:  but  I  did  na  ken  that  at  the  time.  And 
noo  I'll  tell  ye  a  farce.  I'm  seized  wi'  a  faintness,  and 
maks  for  the  shore.  But  I  gat  weaker,  and  dazed  like, 
and  the  lights  o'  Glasgow  begins  to  flecker  afore  my 
een  :  and  thinks  I,  '  I'll  no  see  ye  again ;  I'm  done  this 
time.'  It  was  all  I  could  do  for  the  bare  life,  to  drift  to 
the  hinder  part  of  the  quay.  I  hadna  the  power  to 
draw  mysel'  oot.  I  just  grippit  the  quay,  and  sobbit. 
The  folk  were  a'  busy  with  them  I  had  saved ;  uane  of 
them  noticed  me,  and  I  would  ha'  been  drooned  that 
nicht :  —  but  wha  d'ye  think  saved  me  that  had  saved 
sae  mony  ?  —  an  auld  decrepit  man :  haw,  haw,  haw  ! 
He  had  a  hookit  stick,  and  gied  me  the  handle,  and 
towed  me  along  the  quay  into  shallow  water,  and  I  gat 
oot,  wi'  his  help,  and  swooned  deed  away.  I'm  tauld  I 
lay  there  negleckit  awhile  ;  but  they  fand  me  at  last,  and 
then  I  had  fifty  nurses  for  ane." 

Have  I  exaggerated  ?  Does  history  record  any  other 
example  of  a  man  being  clutched  by  a  great  number  of 
drowning  people,  and  carried  to  the  bottom,  and  saving 
them  all  in  the  lump,  and  then  dashing  in  and  saving 
the  outsiders  in  detail  ? 

By  way  of  illustration  let  the  reader  imagine  an  um- 
brella-frame, and  only  four  or  five  curved  whalebones 
attached  to  the  top  part  of  the  upright :  now  fasten 
several  other  curved  whalebones,  high  up,  to  each  of 
those  four  or  five  curves.  Now  plunge  the  whole  frame 
into  water  till  the  upright  touches  the  ground.  Xot  one 
of  the  sixteen  curved  pieces  will  touch  the  ground. 
But,  in  the  water,  if  a  person,  male  or  female,  clings  to  a 
fixed  upright,  that  person's  body  floats  up,  more  or  less  • 
at  all  events,  it  inclines  towards  the  horizontal. 
25 
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Now  James  Lambert,  by  artificially  straightening  his 
body,  made  himself  the  stick  of  that  human  umbrella, 
or  the  upright  post  they  all  clung  to  directly  or  indirectly, 
and  so  were  kept  floating  in  a  curve,  instead  of  sinking 
to  the  bottom.  This  enabled  him,  but  only  by  patiently 
and  artfully  watching  the  fluctuations  up  and  down  of 
those  floating  bodies,  to  spring  at  the  nick  of  time  from 
the  hard  ground,  and  carry  them  all  to  the  surface  for  a 
few  seconds.  The  rest  is  detail,  and  his  own  narrative 
makes  it  clear.  But  see  what  intellectual  and  moral 
qualities  are  here  combined.  Genius  is  often  without 
courage ;  courage  is  generally  without  genius,  and  so 
indeed  is  bare  skill ;  and,  in  desperate  danger,  how  often 
has  genius  lost  its  head,  and  blundered  like  an  idiot ; 
how  often  has  courage  lacked  invention,  and  relied  on 
precedent,  that  did  not  fit  the  nov^el  dailger,  and  so  led  it 
to  death.  But  this  man,  even  as  his  body  touched  the 
water,  was  all  cool  courage  and  swift  inventive  genius. 
He  did  not  repeat  himself  as  mere  skill  does.  Hugged 
in  the  water  by  a  single  man  —  the  baker  —  he  hit,  with 
prompt  invention,  on  the  one  way  to  save  both  lives ;  he 
used  the  baker's  own  chest  as  a  fulcrum,  and  so  tore 
himself  free.  But  clutched  by  a  dozen,  and  more,  he 
never  attemjjted  to  get  free  at  all,  but  straightened  and 
stiffened  himself  into  an  upright  post,  and  used  the 
ground  as  his  fulcrum,  to  save  himself  and  those  who 
were  drowning  themselves  and  him. 

I  come,  now,  to  the  sad  ending  of  all  these  glorious 
deeds. 

James  Lambert  was  up  the  river  working,  but  at  what 
business  I  forget.  An  engineer  fell  into  the  water,  and 
sank  for  the  last  time,  before  James  could  get  to  the 
place. 

Following  the  direction  of  persons  on  the  bank,  he 
flung  himself    from  a  bridge,   and   dived  for  the  man. 
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But  the  others  had  not  marked  the  place  precisely, 
and  when,  after  repeated  efforts,  he  brought  the  man 
to  land,  life  was  gone  forever.  To  use  his  own  words, 
"It  was  a  dear  jump.  He  lost  his  life,  and  I  lost  my 
sight." 

It  was  winter,  and  he  was  perspiring  freely  when  he 
jumped  into  the  icy  water. 

Very  soon  after,  a  great  dazzling  seized  him,  followed 
by  darkness.  It  cleared  after  a  time,  and  he  saw  again. 
But  the  same  thing  occurred  at  intervals ;  and,  by  de- 
grees, the  attacks  came  oftener,  and  remained  longer, 
until  at  last  the  darkness  settled  down,  and  the  light 
fled  forever. 

Think  of  it.  This  twenty  years  he  can  no  longer  see 
the  ''Dominie's  Hole,"  nor  "the  three  stanes,"  nor  "the 
peat  bog,"  nor  "the  dead-house,"  nor  the  Clyde  itself, 
where  every  bend  is  the  scene  of  some  great  good  feat 
he  did.  More  than  fourscore  eyes  he  rescued  from  the 
darkness  of  the  grave  ;  yet  unjust  fate  and  dire  calamity 
liave  not  left  him  one  poor  orb  to  see  the  blessed  day 
and  the  faces  of  those  he  has  saved. 

Now  turn  back  to  the  story  repeated  from  the  Glasgow 
Times,  and  surely  you  will  say  that  it  was  a  rare,  and 
noble,  and  poetic  distress,  and  worthy  to  be  sung  by 
some  great  poet. 

I  am  no  poet,  and  cannot  adorn  so  strong  a  tale  ; 
therefore  I  have  aimed  at  that  which  all  honest  men  can 
attain,  if  they  will  but  take  trouble  ;  viz.,  the  exact 
truth.  I  travelled  to  see  him.  I  stayed  in  Glasgow 
many  days  to  know  him.  I  took  him  down  to  the  Clyde, 
and  verified  every  spot,  and  got  him  to  tell  me  each 
principal  incident  over  again,  at  its  own  site,  and  I 
noted  down  his  very  words,  as  well  as  I  could. 

The  next  thing  was  to  rescue  his  features  from  obliv- 
ion.    I  asked   him  to  meet  me  at  the  photographer's. 
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He  did  so,  but,  horrible  to  relate,  dressed  as  all  Scotch- 
men dress  on  Sundays. 

"  James,"  said  I,  severely,  "  was  it  in  this  clerical  suit 
you  saved  so  many  lives  ?  " 

"  No  likely,"  said  he ;  "  except  yon  carle  that  was 
bathing  o'  the  sabba'  day.  Mon,  I  was  for  coming  in 
my  auld  claes  that  I  wrought  at  the  mill  yon  time :  but 
the  wife  cried  shame ;  she  wadna  let  me." 

Observe  how  devoid  of  common-sense  is  common- 
sense,  the  moment  it  meddles  with  the  things  of 
genius.  So  I  sent  him  back  for  his  old  clothes,  and  I 
now  present  you  not  indeed  the  hero  himself,  but  his 
true  wreck.  The  picture  will  mislead  you,  unless  you 
allow  for  that  sad  misrepresentation  of  the  manly 
mouth  which  takes  place  when  a  hero  loses  his  front 
teeth.  Observe  the  thin  straight  lips,  and  the  strong 
chin:  those  lips,  when  the  teeth  were  behind  them, 
marked  iron  resolution.  Add  to  the  straight,  thin,  Amer- 
ican mouth,  an  eye  full  of  fire  5  and,  by  the  wreck,  you 
may  divine  the  man. 

OBSERVATIONS. 

James  Lambert  is  of  ordinary  size,  but  very  clean- 
built  and  wiry.  The  signs  of  great  activity  still  linger 
about  him.  The  easy  attitude  in  which  I  first  saw  him 
was  that  of  a  man  who  could  spring  across  the  room  in 
a  mojnent  from  where  he  stood. 

In  manner  he  is  two  men  ;  sometimes  grave,  slow,  and 
thoughtful ;  sometimes  fiery  and  vivacious ;  and  the 
changes  are  well  timed ;  for  he  relates  his  feats  with 
French  vivacity,  but  makes  his  reflections  in  a  slow, 
thoughtful  way  that  is  Scotch  all  over.  It  is  just  pos- 
sible that  "  race  "  may  have  a  hand  in  his  vivacious  half, 
for  he  admits  a  French  progenitor,  and  "  Lambert  "  is  a 
French  name. 
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I  kave  not  known  him  long  enough  to  draw  his  whole 
character ;  but  to  what  is  revealed  in  his  recorded  acts 
I  can  add  one  trait ;  he  is  a  man  without  bile.  I  offer 
one  example :  after  describing  with  great  spirit  how  he 
saved  a  respectable  acquaintance,  he  told  me  that  the 
said  individual  had  afterwards  avoided  him  ;  and  then 
he  stopped  and  went  in  a  moment  from  his  French 
manner  to  his  Scotch. 

"  And  —  I  hae  —  obsairved,  sirr,  that  the  mair  part  — 
of  them  I  hae  saved  —  shuns  me." 

Straight  I  exploded  with  ire  at  their  baseness.  But 
I  could  not  convey  my  spleen  into  this  heroic  bosom 
void  of  bile. 

"ISTa,  sirr,"  said  he,  with  the  same  measured  thoiight- 
fulness,  "I  just — think  —  it  is  ower  great  —  a  debt  — 
to  awe  to  ony  man ;  and  they  feel  it  a  burrden." 

Almost  any  other  man,  finding,  in  a  certain  base 
biped,  vanit}'  too  strong  for  gratitude,  would  have  vented 
the  discovery  in  tones,  either  of  wrath,  or  of  piteous 
complaint ;  but  this  man  sounded  like  a  patient,  inquir- 
ing philosopher  :  certainly  a  faint  tone  of  regret  pierced 
through,  but  no  more  than  became  a  philosopher,  gently 
disappointed  in  mankind.  To  me,  who  have  seen  so 
much  storming  and  blubbering  over  trifles,  this  thought- 
ful, uncomplaining  dignity  was  as  pathetic  as  it  was 
noble. 

If  the  man  seems  egotistical,  his  discourse  being  all 
about  himself,  you  must  remember  that  I  kept  drawing 
him  out,  and  that  the  true  balance  of  the  dialogue  is 
not  presented,  since  I  have  suppressed  the  greater  part 
of  my  questions,  as  not  worth  printing. 

I  ought  also  to  tell  you  that  his  manner  of  relating 
his  exploits  had  no  touch  of  vanity,  nor  boasting,  nor 
self-gratulation.  It  was  a  thing  both  strange  and  fine 
to  see  how  he  was  carried  away  out  of  the  dark  present 
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into  those  glowing  scenes,  re-lighted  by  the  sun  of 
memory.  As  he  related,  the  whole  man  quivered  with 
excitement.  When  he  was  telling  me  how  he  dived  for 
the  little  boy  opposite  "the  dead-house,"  I  took  his 
hand,  and  —  under  cover  of  sympathy,  being  a  prying 
scoundrel  —  I  furtively  felt  his  pulse.  It  was  beating 
about  one  hundred  and  ten  to  the  minute  ;  his  heart  was 
once  more  doing  the  deed,  and  his  poor  blind  face  shone 
with  angelic  goodness,  and  gleamed  with  heroic  fire. 

This  hero  and  martyr  has  a  foible,  not  an  uncommon 
one  in  Glasgow;  but  still  a  sad  fault.  He  is  too  fond 
of  whiskey  —  much. 

Bookmakers'  morality  will  say,  "  Why  reveal  the 
infirmity  of  such  a  man  ? "  I'll  tell  you ;  because  in 
less  than  two  hundred  years  the  first  stone  of  honesty 
in  biography  will  have  to  be  laid ;  so,  not  to  waste  the 
world's  time,  I  lay  it  now. 

Since,  in  this  best  of  all  possible  worlds,  much  is 
done  for  moderately  good  killers  of  men,  you  may  be 
curious  to  know  what  man  has  done  for  this  incompar- 
able saver  of  men. 

He  has  earned  the  gold  medal  of  the  Humane  Society 
twice,  and  the  silver  about  twelve  times. 

He  has  never  received  either. 

He  better  deserves  every  order  and  decoration  the 
state  or  the  sovereign  can  bestow,  than  does  any  gentle- 
man or  nobleman  in  this  land,  whose  bosom  is  a  constel- 
lation. Yet  not  a  cross  nor  a  ribbon  has  ascended  from 
the  vulgar  levels,  where  they  grow  like  buttercups,  to 
the  breast  of  this  immortal  hero.  And  why  ?  he  is  but 
a  saver  of  men,  not  a  killer ;  he  is  only  a  Christian 
hero ;  and,  in  the  distribution  of  glory,  the  world,  in- 
cluding the  very  preachers  of  the  gospel,  is  as  rank  a 
lieathen  as  ever  in  spite  of  Christ ;  and  a  fool  in  spite 
of  Voltaire. 
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The  one  public  honor  paid  him  is  this.  —  A  suspension 
bridge  has  been  built  over  the  Clyde  where  he  saved 
more  than  twenty  lives  that  one  dark  night ;  and  over 
this  bridge  two  men  pass  gratis  till  they  die ;  Bailie 
Harvey  and  Hero  Lambert.  The  rest  of  mankind  pays 
a  halfpenny. 

So  much  for  his  decorations.  Then  for  his  pensions. 
He  has  but  one;  and  that  is  local,  not  imperial,  though 
the  places  the  man  adorns  are  the  empire  and  the  world. 
The  Barony  Parish,  Glasgow,  allows  him  three  and  six- 
pence a  week.  But  he  was  earning  twenty-tive  to  thirty 
when  he  fell  blind.  So  that  his  local  allowance,  for 
benefits  to  mankind,  does  not  compensate  him  for  his 
calamity,  by  five-sixths ;  and  his  heroic  and  philan- 
thropic feats  are  left  out  of  the  arithmetic  altogether. 

I  propose,  then,  to  those  who  govern  this  country, 
to  depart  from  the  stiff  precedents  of  savages,  and  to 
take  wider  and  more  enlightened  views  of  heroism,  be- 
ginning with  James  Lambert,  since  they  cannot  begin 
better.  They  have  the  example  of  France ;  she  bestows 
civic  honors  on  the  heroes  who  save,  as  well  as  on  the 
heroes  who  kill. 

I  propose  to  the  Humane  Society  to  bestow  their  gold 
medal.  Anything  less  would  be  no  compliment  to  this 
great  saver. 

As  for  the  English  public,  that  needs  no  spur.  When 
this  narrative  appears  in  an  influential  journal,  hundreds 
will  desire  to  improve  James  Lambert's  condition.  The 
best  way  to  do  that  would  be  to  secure  him  a  fixed  and 
large  increase  of  income  for  the  few  years  he  has  to 
live.  It  is  out  of  my  way,  but  in  this  one  case  I  would 
receive  and  acknowledge  donations  with  this  object. 

But  I  also  wish  to  procure  him  the  blessed  boon  of 
personal  sympathy.  I  will  not  encourage  a  raid  of 
staring    dunces,    pragmatical    charlatans,    and    gaping 
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quidnuncs  ;  for  that  would  do  him  harm,  not  good.  But 
1  will  give  his  present  address  to  any  ladies  and  gentle- 
men who  may  be  able  and  willing  to  go  to  him  in  the 
right  spirit.  Any  such  superior  soul,  who  will  visit  him 
in  person,  and  with  gentle  hand  draw  him  awhile  from 
the  things  present,  which  he  cannot  see,  to  the  past, 
which  he  can  see,  will  mount  high  on  what  an  old  author 
calls  "  the  ladder  of  charity,"  for  this  will  be  a  charity 
in  a  very  refined  and  gracious  form  ;  it  will  be  charity 
+  brains.  None  will  repent  such  a  visit:  though  his 
estate  is  humble,  he  is  one  of  nature's  gentlemen,  fit 
company  for  an  emperor ;  and  he  is  a  sight  better  worth 
seeing  than  half  the  public  shows ;  for  he  is  a  man 
without  his  fellow. 


GLOSSARY. 


a.  Cry  me  to  him,  i.e.,  Cry  right  —  left  —  etc.,  till  I  find  him. 

b.  The  lave  —  The  rest. 

c.  Faitour — Feat. 

d.  Soom  —  Sivim. 

e.  Gallant  —  A  boy. 

f.  Naepkin  —  Handkerchief.    English. 

g.  Lug  —  Ear. 

h.  Twarree  —  Two  or  three. 

i.   Washing-bay,  or  bay ne — Tub.     French,  ''' Bain." 

j.   Dour  —  Grim  —  severe.     Latin,  '^  Dutus.^' 

k.  A  wean  wastit  —  A  child  thrown  away. 

I.   Spate  —  Flood. 

m.  Win,  won,  etc.  —  Tenses  of  the  old  verb  "wend"  —  to  go. 

Saxon, 
n.  Fleichting  —  Scolding. 

0.   Cummer  —  ^  woman  of  the  people.    French,  "  Commere.'" 
p.  Scairt  and    skirl  —  Run    and    squeal.      Scairt   is    French 

"  Sortir." 
q.  Bymby  —  By  and  by. 
r.   Wagginsc  on  me  —  Beckoning  to  me. 
s.   Neif  —  Fist.     English. 
t.   Coupit  —  Upset. 
u.  Corp  —  Corpse. 
V.  Fon  —  Fan. 
w.  ThxY— These. 
X.  These  —  Those. 
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THE   JILT:    A  YARN. 


PAET   I. 

It  was  a  summer  afternoon ;  the  sun  shone  mellow 
upon  the  south  sands  of  Tenby  ;  the  clear  blue  water 
sparkled  to  the  horizon,  and  each  ripple,  as  it  came 
ashore,  broke  into  diamonds.  This  amber  sand,  broad, 
bold,  and  smooth  as  the  turf  at  Lord's  —  and,  indeed, 
wickets  are  often  pitched  on  it  —  has  been  called  "  Nat- 
ure's finest  promenade  ;  "  yet,  owing  to  a  counter  attrac- 
tion, it  was  now  paraded  by  a  single  figure  —  a  tall, 
straight,  well-built  young  man,  rather  ruddy,  but  tanned 
and  bronzed  by  weather ;  shaved  smooth  as  an  egg,  and 
his  collar,  his  tie,  and  all  his  dress  very  neat  and  precise. 
He  held  a  deck  glass,  and  turned  every  ten  yards,  though 
he  had  a  mile  to  promenade.  These  signs  denoted  a 
good  seaman.  Yet  his  glass  swept  the  land  more  than 
the  water,  and  that  is  not  like  a  sailor. 

This  incongruity,  however,  was  soon  explained  and 
justified. 

There  hove  in  sight  a  craft  as  attractive  to  every  true 
tar,  from  an  admiral  of  the  red  to  the  boatswain's  mate, 
as  any  cutter,  schooner,  brig,  bark,  or  ship,  and  bore 
down  on  him  with  colors  flying  alow  and  aloft. 

Lieutenant  Greaves  made  all  sail  toward  her,  for  it 
was  Ellen  Ap  Eice,  the  loveliest  girl  in  Wales. 
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He  met  her  with  glowing  cheeks  and  sparkling  eyes, 
and  thanked  her  warmly  for  coming.  ''  Indeed  you 
may,"  said  she  :  "  when  I  promised,  I  forgot  the  flower 
show." 

"  Dear  me,"  said  he,  "  what  a  pity  !  I  would  not  have 
asked  you." 

"  Oh,"  said  she,  ''  never  mind ;  I  shall  not  break  my 
heart ;  but  it  seems  so  odd  you  wanting  me  to  come  out 
here,  when  you  are  always  welcome  at  our  house,  and 
papa  so  fond  of  you." 

Lieutenant  Greaves  endeavored  to  explain.  "AVhy, 
you  see,  Miss  Ap  Rice,  I'm  expecting  my  sailing  orders 
down,  and  before  I  go,  I  want —  And  the  sight  of  the 
sea  gives  one  courage." 

"  It  gave  me  a  fit  of  terror  the  last  time  I  was 
on  it." 

"  Ay,  but  you  are  not  a  sailor  !  it  gives  me  courage  to 
say  more  than  I  dare  in  your  own  house  ;  you  so  beauti- 
ful, so  accomplished,  so  admired,  1  am  afraid  you  will 
never  consent  to  throw  yourself  away  upon  a  seaman." 

Ellen  arched  her  brows.  •  "  What  are  you  saying,  Mr. 
Greaves  ?  Why,  it  is  known  all  over  Tenby  that  I  re- 
nounce the  military,  and  have  vowed  to  be  a  sailor's 
bride." 

By  this  it  seems  there  were  only  two  learned  profes- 
sions recognized  by  the  young  ladies  at  Tenby. 

"  Ay,  ay,"  said  Greaves,  "  an  admiral,  or  that  sort  of 
thing." 

"  Well,"  said  the  young  lady,  "  of  course  he  would  have 
to  be  an  admiral  —  eventually.  But  they  cannot  be  born 
admirals."  At  this  stage  of  the  conversation  she  pre- 
ferred not  to  look  Lieutenant  Greaves,  K.iSr.,  in  tlie  face; 
so  she  wrote  pot-hooks  and  hangers  on  the  sand  with 
her  parasol  so  carefully  that  you  would  have  sworn  they 
mus<;  be  words  of  deepest  iiu])ort. 
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"  From  a  lieutenant  to  an  admiral  is  a  long  way,"  said 
Greaves  sadly. 

"  Yes,"  said  she  archly,  "  it  is  as  far  as  from  Teuby  to 
Valparaiso,  where  my  cousin  Dick  sailed  to  last  year  — 
such  a  handsome  fellow !  —  and  there's  Cape  Horn  to 
weather.  But  a  good  deal  depends  on  courage  and  per- 
severance." In  uttering  this  last  remark  she  turned  her 
eye  askant  a  moment,  and  a  flash  shot  out  of  it  that 
lighted  the  sailor's  bonfire  in  a  moment. 

'•'  Oh,  Miss  Ap  Rice,  do  I  understand  you  ?  Can  I  be 
so  fortunate  ?  If  courage,  perseverance,  and  devotion 
can  win  you,  no  other  man  shall  ever —  You  must  have 
seen  I  love  you." 

"  It  would  be  odd  if  I  had  not,"  said  Ellen,  blushing 
a  little,  and  smiling  slyly.  "  Why,  all  Tenby  has  seen 
it.     You  don't  hide  it  under  a  bushel." 

The  young  man  turned  red.  ''  Then  I  deserve  a  round 
dozen  at  the  gangway  for  being  so  indelicate." 

"No,  no,"  said  the  young  Welshwoman,  generously. 
"  Why  do  I  prefer  sailors  ?  Because  they  are  so  frank 
and  open  and  artless  and  brave.  Why,  Mr.  Greaves, 
don't  you  be  stupid ;  your  open  admiration  is  a  compli- 
ment to  any  girl ;  and  I  am  proud  of  it,  of  course,"  said 
she  gently. 

''  God  bless  3'ou !  "  cried  the  young  man.  "  Now  I 
wish  we  were  at  home,  that  I  might  go  down  on  my 
knees  to  you  without  making  you  the  town-talk.  Sweet, 
lovely,  darling  Ellen,  will  you  try  and  love  me  ?  " 

"  Humph !  If  I  had  not  a  great  esteem  for  you, 
should  I  be  here  ?  " 

•'•'Ay,  but  I  am  asking  for  more,"  said  Greaves:  "for 
your  affection,  and  your  promise  to  wait  for  me  till  I  am 
more  than  a  lieutenant.  I  dare  not  ask  for  your  hand 
till  I  am  a  post-captain  at  least.  Ellen,  sweet  Ellen,  may 
I  put  this  on  your  dear  finger  ?  " 
26 
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"  Why,  it  is  a  ring.     No.     What  for  ?  " 

"  Let  me  put  it  on,  and  then  I'll  tell  you." 

"  I  declare,  if  he  had  not  got  it  ready  on  purpose  ! " 
said  she,  laughing,  and  was  so  extremely  amused  that 
she  quite  forgot  to  resist,  and  he  whipped  it  on  in  a  trice. 
It  was  no  sooner  on  than  she  pulled  a  grave  face,  and 
demanded  an  explanation  of  this  singular  conduct. 

"  It  means  we  are  engaged,"  said  he  joyfully,  and  flung 
his  cap  into  the  air  a  great  height  and  caught  it. 

"  A  trap  ! "  sci-eamed  she.     "  Take  it  off  this  instant ! " 

"  Must  I  ?  "  said  he  sadly. 

"  Of  course  you  must."  And  she  crooked  her  finger 
instead  of  straightening  it. 

"  It  won't  come  off,"  said  he,  with  more  cunning  than 
one  would  have  expected. 

''No  more  it  will.  Well,  I  must  have  my  finger  am- 
putated the  moment  I  get  home.  But,  mind,  I  am  not 
to  be  caught  by  such  artifices.     You  must  ask  papa." 

"So  I  will,"  cried  Greaves  joyfully  —  then,  upon  re- 
flection :  "  He'll  wonder  at  my  impudence." 

"Oh,  no,"  said  Ellen  demurely;  "you  know  he  is 
mayor  of  the  town,  and  has  the  drollest  applications 
made  to  him  at  times.     Ha  !  ha  ! " 

"How  shall  I  ever  break  it  to  him?"  said  Greaves. 
"  A  lieutenant !  " 

"  Why,  a  lieutenant  is  a  gentleman  ;  and  are  you  not 
related  to  one  of  the  First  Lords  of  the  Admiralty  ?  " 

"Yes.  But  he  won't  put  me  over  the  heads  of  my 
betters.     All  that  sort  of  thing  is  gone  by." 

"  You  need  not  say  that.  Say  you  are  cousin  to  the 
First  Lord,  and  then  stop.  That  is  the  way  to  talk  to  a 
mayor.  There — look  at  me  telling  him  what  to  say  — 
as  if  I  cared.  Oh,  dear  —  here  comes  that  tittling-tattling 
Mrs.  Dodsley,  and  her  whole  brood  of  children  and 
nurses.     She  sha'n't  see  what  I  am  doing ; "  and  Miss 
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Ap  Rice  marched  swiftly  into  Merlin's  Cave,  settled  her 
skirts,  and  sat  down  on  a  stone.  "Oh,"  said  she,  with 
no  great  appearance  of  agitation,  "  what  a  goose  I  must 
be  !  This  is  the  last  place  I  ought  to  have  come  to ; 
this  is  where  the  lovers  interchange  their  vows  —  the 
silly  things  ! " 

This  artless  speech  —  if  artless  it  was — brought  the 
man  on  his  knees  to  her  with  such  an  outburst  of 
honest  passion  and  eloquent  love  that  her  cooler  nature 
Avas  moved  as  it  had  never  been  before.  She  was  half 
frightened,  but  flattered  and  touched  ;  she  shed  a  tear 
or  two,  and,  though  she  drew  away  the  hand  he  was 
mumbling,  and  said  he  oughtn't  and  he  mustn't,  there 
was  nothing  very  discouraging  in  her  way,  not  even 
when  she  stopped  her  ears  and  said,  "You  should  say 
all  this  to  papa."  As  if  one  could  make  as  hot  love  to 
the  mayor  in  his  study  as  to  the  mayor's  daughter  in 
Merlin's  Cave  ! 

She  was  coy,  and  would  not  stay  long  in  Merlin's  Cave 
after  this,  but  said  nothing  about  going  home ;  so  they 
emerged  from  the  cave,  and  strolled  toward  Giltar  Point. 

Suddenly  there  issued  from  the  Sound,  and  burst  upon 
their  sight,  a  beautiful  yacht,  one  hundred  and  fifty 
tons  or  so,  cutter-rigged,  bowling  along  before  the  wind 
thirteen  knots  an  hour;  sails  white  as  snow  and  well  set, 
hull  low  and  shapely,  wire  rigging  so  slim  it  seemed  of 
whip-cord  or  mermaid's  hair. 

"  Oh,  Arthur !  "  cried  Ellen.     "  What  a  beauty  !  " 

"And  so  she  is,"  said  he  heartily.  "Bless  you  for 
calling  me  'Arthur.'" 

"It  slipped  out  —  by  mistake.  Come  to  the  Castle 
Hill.     I  must  see  her  come  right  in  —  Arthur." 

Arthur  took  Ellen's  hand,  and  they  hurried  to  the 
Castle  Hill ;  and,  as  they  went,  kept  turning  their  heads 
to  watch  the  yacht's  manoeuvres;  for  a  sailor  never  tires 


10  THE   JILT:     A    YARN. 

of  observing  how  tliis  or  that  craft  is  handled  ;  and  the 
arrival  of  a  first-class  yacht  in  those  fair  but  uneventful 
waters  was  very  exciting  to  Ellen  Ap  Rice. 

The  cutter  gave  St.  Catherine's  Rock  a  wide  berth, 
and  ran  out  well  to  the  Woolhouse  Reef,  then  hauled  up 
and  stood  on  the  port  tack,  heading  for  her  anchorage  ; 
but  an  eddy  wind  from  the  North  Cliffs  caught  her,  and 
she  broke  off ;  so  she  stood  on  toward  Monkstone  Point ; 
then  came  about  with  her  berth  well  under  her  lee,  mis- 
tress of  the  situation,  as  landsmen  say, 

Arthur  kept  explaining  her  manoeuvres  and  the  neces- 
sity for  them,  and,  when  she  came  about,  said  she  was 
Avell  behaved  —  had  forereached  five  times  her  length  — 
and  was  smartly  handled,  too. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  Ellen  ;  "  a  most  skilful  captain,  evi- 
dently." 

This  was  too  hasty  a  conclusion  for  the  sober  Greaves. 
"Wait  till  we  see  him  in  a  cyclone,  with  all  his  canvas 
on  that  one  stick,  or  working  off  a  lee  shore  in  a  nor'- 
wester.  But  he  can  handle  a  cutter  in  fair  weather  and 
fresh  water,  that  is  certain." 

"  Fresh  water !  "  said  Ellen.  ''  How  dare  you  ?  And 
don't  mock  people.  I  can't  get  enough  fresh  water  in 
Tenby  to  wash  my  hands." 

"What,  do  you  want  them  whiter  than  snow?"  said 
Greaves,  gloating  on  them  undisguised. 

*'  Arthur,  behave,  and  lend  me  the  glass." 

"  There,  dearest." 

So  then  she  ins])ected  the  vessel,  and  he  inspected  the 
white  hand  that  held  the  glass.  It  was  a  binocular;  for 
even  seamen  nowadays  seldom  use  the  short  telescope  of 
other  days ;  what  might  be  called  a  very  powerful  operar 
glass  has  taken  its  place. 

"  Goodness  me  !  "  screamed  Ellen.  The  construction 
of  which  sentence  is  referred  to  pedagogues. 
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"What  is  the  matter?" 

"The  captain  is  a  blackamoor." 

Having  satisfied  herself  of  the  revolting  fact  by  con- 
tinued inspection,  she  handed  the  glass  to  Greaves. 
"  See  if  he  isn't,"  said  she. 

Greaves  looked  through  the  glass,'  and  took  leave  to 
contradict  her.  "  Blackamoor !  not  he.  It  is  worse.  It 
is  a  gentleman  —  that  ought  to  know  better  —  with  a 
beastly  black  beard  right  down  to  his  waistband." 

"Oh,  Arthur,  how  horridi!  and  in  such  a  pretty  ship  !  " 

Greaves  smiled  indulgently  at  her  calling  a  cutter  a 
"  ship ;  ■"  but  her  blunders  were  beauties,  he  was  so  in 
love  with  her. 

She  took  the  glass  again,  and  looked  and  talked  at  the 
same  time.     "  I  wonder  what  has  brought  him  in  here  ?  " 

"  To  look  for  a  barber,  I  should  hope." 

"  Arthur  —  suppose  we  were  to  send  out  the  new  hair- 
dresser to  him  ?     Would  it  not  be  fun  ?     Oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  " 

"  What  is  it  now  ?  " 

"  A  boat  going  out  to  him.  Well,  I  declare  —  a  boatful 
of  dignitaries." 

"  Mercy  on  us  !  " 

"  Yes  ;  I  see  papa,  and  I  see  the  secretary  of  the  Cam- 
brian Club,  and  another  gentleman  —  a  deputation,  I  do 
believe.  No  —  how  stupid  I  am  !  Why,  the  new  arrival 
must  be  Mr.  Laxton,  that  wrote  and  told  papa  he  was 
coming ;  he  is  the  son  of  an  old  friend,  a  ship-builder. 
Papa  is  sure  to  ask  him  to  dinner ;  and  /  ask  you.  Do 
come.     He  will  be  quite  a  lion." 

"  I  am  very  unfortunate.  Can't  possibly  come  to-day. 
Got  to  dine  on  board  the  '  Warrior,'  and  meet  the  prince ; 
name  down  ;  no  getting  off." 

"  Oh,  what  a  pity  !  It  would  have  been  so  nice  ;  you 
and  Captain  Laxton  together." 

"  Captain  Laxton  !     Who  is  he  ?  " 
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"Why,  the  gentleman  with  the  beard." 

"  Hang  it  all,  don't  call  him  a  captain." 

"Not  Avhen  he  has  a  ship  of  his  own  ?  " 

"  So  has  a  collier,  and  the  master  of  a  fishing-lugger. 
Besides,  these  swells  are  only  fair-weather  skippers ; 
there's  always  a  sailing-master  aboard  their  vessels  that 
takes  the  command  if  it  blows  a  capful  of  wind." 

"  Indeed  !  then  1  despise  them.  But  I  am  sorry  you 
can't  come,  Arthur." 

"Are  you  really,  love  ? "      , 

"You  know  I  am." 

"  Then  that  is  all  I  care  for.  A  dandy  yachtsman  is  no 
lion  to  me." 

"We  ought  to  go  home  now,"  said  Ellen,  "or  we  shall 
not  have  time  to  dress." 

He  had  not  only  to  dress,  but  to  drive  ten  miles ;  yet 
he  went  with  her  to  her  very  door.  He  put  the  time  to 
profit ;  he  got  her  to  promise  everything  short  of  marry- 
ing him  without  papa's  consent,  and,  as  she  was  her 
father's  darling,  and  in  reality  ruled  him,  not  he  her, 
that  obstacle  did  not  seem  insurmountable. 

That  evening,  the  master  of  the  yacht  dined  at  the 
mayor's,  and  was  the  lion  of  the  evening.  His  face  was 
rather  handsome,  what  one  could  see  of  it,  and  his  beard 
manly.  He  had  travelled  and  cruised  for  years,  and 
kept  his  eyes  and  ears  open ;  had  a  great  flow  of  words, 
quite  a  turn  for  narrative,  a  ready  wit,  a  seductive  voice, 
and  an  infectious  laugh.  His  only  drawback  was  a  rest' 
less  eye.  Even  that  he  put  to  a  good  use  by  being  atten- 
tive to  everybody  in  turn.  He  was  evidently  charmed 
with  Ellen  Ap  Rice,  but  showed  it  in  a  well-bred  way, 
and  did  not  alarm  her.  She  was  a  lovely  girl,  and  ac- 
customed to  be  openly  admired. 

Next  day  Arthur  called  on   lier,   and   she   told    him 
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everything,  and  seemed  sorry  to  have  had  any  pleasure 
he  had  not  a  share  in.  "  He  made  himself  wonderfully 
agreeable,"  said  she,  "  especially  to  papa ;  and  oh,  if 
you  had  seen  how  his  beard  wagged  when  he  laughed  — 
ha !  ha  !  And  what  do  you  think,  the  '  Cambrians ' 
have  lost  no  time  ;  they  have  shot  him  flying  —  invited 
him  to  their  Bachelors'  Ball.  Ah,  Arthur,  the  first  time 
you  and  I  ever  danced  together  was  at  that  ball  a  year 
ago.  I  wonder  whether  you  remember  ?  Well,  he 
asked  me  for  the  first  round  dance." 

"  Confound  his  impudence  !     What  did  you  say  ?  " 

"  I  said  '  No  ; '  I  was  engaged  to  the  Royal  Kavy." 

"  Dear  girl.     And  that  shut  him  up,  I  hope." 

"  Dear  me,  no.  He  is  too  good-humored  to  be  cross 
because  a  strange  girl  was  bespoke  before  he  came ; 
he  just  laughed,  and  asked  might  he  follow  in  its 
wake." 

"  And  you  said  'Yes.'  " 

"No,  I  did  not,  now.  And  you  need  not  look  so  cross, 
for  there  would  have  been  no  harm  if  I  had ;  but  what 
I  did  say  was  not  'yes,'  but  'hum,'  and  I  would  consult 
my  memoranda.  Never  you  mind  who  I  dance  with, 
Mr.  Arthur ;  their  name  is  legion.  AVait  till  you  catch 
me  parading  the  sands  with  the  creatures,  and  catching 
cold  with  them  in  Merlin's  Cave." 

"  My  own  love  !  Come  on  the  sands  now ;  it  is  low 
water,  and  a  glorious  day." 

"You  dear  goose !"  said  Ellen.  "What,  ask  a  lady 
out  when  it  is  only  one  clear  day  before  a  ball  ?  Why, 
I  am  invisible  to  every  creature  but  you  at  this  moment, 
and  even  you  can  only  stay  till  she  comes." 

"  She  !     Who  ?  " 

"Why,  the  dressmaker,  to  be  sure.  Talk  of  the  — 
dressmaker,  and  there's  her  knock." 

"  Must  I  so  this  moment  ?  " 
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''  Oh,  no.  Let  them  oj^en  the  door  to  her  first.  But  of 
course  it  is  no  use  your  staying  while  she  is  here.  We 
shall  be  hours  and  hours  making  up  our  minds.  Besides, 
we  shall  be  up-stairs,  trying  on  things.  Arthur,  don't 
look  so.  Why,  the  ball  will  be  here  with  awful  rapidity ; 
and  I'll  dance  with  you  three  times  out  of  four ;  I'll 
dance  you  down  on  the  floor,  my  sailor  bold.  I  never 
knew  a  Welsh  girl  yet  couldn't  dance  an  Englishman 
into  a  cocked  hat :  now  that's  vuhjar.^'' 

"Not  as  you  speak  it,  love.  Whatever  comes  from 
your  lips  is  poetry.  I  wish  you  could  dance  me  into  a 
cocked  hat  and  two  epaulets ;  for  it  is  not  in  nature  nor 
reason  you  should  ever  marry  a  lieutenant." 

"  It  will  be  his  fault  if  I  don't,  then." 

The  door  was  rattled  discreetly,  and  then  opened,  by 
old  Dewar,  butler,  footnian,  and  chatterbox  of  the 
establishment.     "The  dressmaker,  miss." 

"Well,  let  Agnes  take  her  up-stairs." 

"Yes,  miss." 

Greaves  thought  it  was  mere  selfishness  to  stay  any 
longer  now ;  so  he  bade  her  good-by. 

But  she  would  not  let  him  go  away  sad.  She  tried  to 
console  him.  "Surely,"  said  she,  "you  would  wish  me 
to  look  well  in  public.  It  is  the  ball  of  Tenby.  I  want 
you  to  be  proud  of  your  prize,  and  not  find  you  have 
captured  a  dowdy." 

The  woman  of  society  and  her  reasons  failed  to  com- 
fort Lieutenant  Greaves;  so  then,  as  she  was  not  a  girl 
to  accept  defeat,  she  tried  the  woman  of  nature :  she 
came  nearer  him,  and  said  earnestly,  "  Only  one  day, 
Arthur !  Spare  me  the  pain  of  seeing  you  look 
unhappy."  In  saying  tliis,  very  tenderly,  slio  laid  her 
hand  softly  on  his  arm  and  turned  her  lovely  face  and 
two  beautiful  eyes  full  up  to  him. 

A  sweet  inarticulate  sound  ensued,  and  he  did  spare 
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her  the  pain  of  seeing  him  look  unhappy,  for  he  went 
off  flushed  and  with  very  sparkling  eyes. 

Surely  female  logic  has  been  underrated  up  to  date  of 
this  writing. 

Greaves  went  away  the  happiest  lieutenant  in  the 
Eoyal  Navy,  and  content  to  kill  time  till  the  ball  day. 
He  dined  at  the  club ;  smoked  a  cigar  on  the  Castle 
Hill,  and  entered  his  lodgings  just  as  the  London  day 
mail  was  delivered.  There  was  a  paper  parallelogram 
for  him,  with  a  seal  as  big  as  the  face  of  a  chronometer. 
Order  from  the  Admiralty  to  join  the  Redoubtable 
at  Portsmouth  —  for  disposal.  Private  note,  by  the 
secretary,  advising  him  to  lose  no  time,  as  he  might  be 
appointed  flag-lieutenant  to  the  Centaur,  admiral's  ship 
on  the  China  station,  from  which  quick  promotion  was 
sure  to  follow  in  the  ordinary  course  of  the  service. 

Before  he  knew  Ellen  Ap  Rice  his  heart  would  have 
bounded  with  exultation  at  this  bright  prospect:  but 
now  that  heart  seemed  cut  in  two  •,  one  half  glowed  with 
ambition,  the  other  sickened  at  the  very  thought  of 
leaving  Ellen  half  won.  But  those  who  serve  the  nation 
may  doubt  and  fear,  but  have  parted  with  the  right  to 
vacillate.  There  was  but  one  thing  to  do  —  start  for 
London  by  the  fast  train  next  morning  at  ten  A.  m. 

He  sent  a  hurried  note  to  Ellen  by  messenger,  telling 
her  what  had  occurred,  and  imploring  an  interview. 
His  messenger  brought  him  back  a  prompt  reply.  Papa 
was  going  to  Cardiff  in  the  morning  on  business  ;  would 
breakfast  at  half-past  eight  precisely.  He  must  invite 
himself  to  breakfast  that  night,  and  come  at  eight. 

He  did  so,  and  Ellen  came  down  directly,  with  the 
tear  in  her  eye.  They  comforted  each  other,  agreed  to 
look  on  it  as  a  sure  step  to  a  creditable  union,  and, 
meantime,  lessen  the  separation  by  a  quick  fire  of  letters. 
He  would  write  from  every  port  he  landed  in,  and  would 
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have  a  letter  for  every  homeward-bound  ship  they 
brought  to  out  at  sea,  and  she  woukl  greet  him  with  a 
letter  at  every  port. 

When  they  had  duly  sealed  this  compact,  the  mayor 
came  in,  and  that  kept  them  both  within  bounds. 

But  Greaves's  prospect  of  promotion  was  discussed, 
and  the  mayor  showed  a  paternal  interest,  and  said, 
"Come  back  to  Tenby  a  captain,  and  we  shall  all  be 
proud  of  you  ;  shall  we  not,  Nelly  ?  " 

When  a  father  says  so  much  as  that  to  a  young  fellow 
who  has  been  openly  courting  his  daughter,  it  hardly 
bears  two  meanings ;  and  Greaves  went  away,  brave  and 
buoyant,  and  the  sting  taken  out  of  the  inopportune 
parting. 

He  was  soon  at  Portsmouth,  and  aboard  the  Redoubt- 
able. 

He  was  appointed  flag-lieutenant  on  board  the  Cen- 
taur, then  lying  at  Spithead,  bound  on  a  two  years' 
voyage.  Under  peculiar  circumstances  she  was  to  touch 
at  Lisbon,  Madeira,  and  the  Cape ;  but  her  destination 
was  Hong-Kong,  where  she  was  to  lie  for  some  time  in 
command  of  the  station. 

Next  morning  a  letter  from  Ellen :  he  kissed  it 
devotedly  before  he  opened  it.  After  some  kind  things 
that  were  balm  to  him  she  seemed  to  gravitate  toward 
that  great  event  in  a  girl's  life,  the  ball :  "  I  did  so  miss 
you,  dear !  and  that  impudent  Mr.  Laxton  had  the  first 
dance  —  for,  of  course,  I  never  thought  of  putting  any- 
body in  your  place  —  but  he  would  not  give  up  the 
second  any  more  for  that.  He  said  I  had  promised.  Oh, 
and  he  asked  me  if  I  would  honor  his  yacht  with  ray 
presence,  and  he  would  take  me  a  cruise  round  Sunday 
Island.  I  said,  '  No ;  I  was  a  bad  sailor.'  '  Oh,'  said  he, 
*we  will  wait  for  a  soldier's  wind.'  What  is  a  'soldier's 
wind'?     When   I  would  not  consent,  he  got  papa  by 
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himself,  and  papa  consented  directly  for  both  of  us.  I 
cannot  bear  such  impudent  men,  that  will  not  take  a 
'  No.' » 

Arthur  wrote  back  very  affectionately,  but  made  a 
point  of  her  not  sailing  in  Laxton's  yacht.  It  was  not 
proper,  nor  prudent.  The  wind  might  fall ;  the  yacht 
be  out  all  night ;  and,  in  any  case,  the  man  was  a 
stranger,  of  whom  they  knew  nothing,  but  that  his 
appearance  was  wild  and  disreputable,  and  that  he  was 
a  mere  cruiser  and  a  man  of  pleasure.  He  hoped  his 
Ellen  would  make  this  little  sacrifice  to  his  feelings. 
This  was  his  one  remonstrance. 

Ellen  replied  to  it:  "You  dear  jealous  goose,  did  you 
think  I  would  go  on  board  his  yacht  —  the  only  lady  ? 
Of  course  there  was  a  large  party ;  and  you  Should  have 
seen  the  Miss  Erumps,  and  that  Agnes  Barker,  how  they 
flung  themselves  at  his  head ;  it  was  disgusting !  But 
don't  you  worry  about  the  man,  dear.  I  am  sorry  I  told 
you.     We  were  back  to  dinner." 

Then  the  fair  writer  went  off  to  other  things ;  but 
there  was  a  postscript :  — 

"Captain  Laxton  has  called  to  bid  good-by,  and  his 
beautiful  yacht  is  just  sailing  out  of  the  roads." 

As  what  little  interest  there  is  in  this  part  of  the 
story  centres  in  Miss  Ap  Eice's  letters,  I  will  just  say 
that  Greaves  had  one  from  her  at  Lisbon  which  gave 
him  unmixed  pleasure.  It  was  long  and  kind,  though 
not  so  gay  as  usual.  As  for  this  Laxton,  he  appeared  to 
have  faded  out  entirely,  for  she  never  mentioned  his 
name. 

At  Madeira  Greaves  received  a  letter  shorter  and  more 
sprightly.  In  a  postscript  she  said :  "  Who  do  you  think 
has  fallen  down  from  the  clouds  ?  That  Mr.  Laxton, 
without  his  yacht.  We  asked  him  what  had  become  of 
her.    '  Condemned,'  said  he  solemnly.    '  In  the   Levant 
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a  Greek  brig  outsailed  her ;  in  the  Channel  here  a  French 
lugger  lay  nearer  the  wind.  After  that,  no  more  cutters 
for  me.'  We  think  he  is  a  little  cracked.  That  odious 
Agnes  Barker  will  not  let  him  alone.  I  never  saw  such 
a  shameless  flirt ! " 

The  ship  lay  eight  days  at  Madeira,  and  on  the  seventh 
day  he  received  another  letter,  begging  him  to  come 
home  as  soon  as  possible,  for  she  was  subject  to  down- 
right persecution  from  Captain  Laxton,  and  her  father 
was  much  too  easy.  For  the  first  time  in  her  life  she 
really  felt  the  need  of  a  protector. 

This  letter  set  Greaves  almost  wild.  She  wanted  him 
back  to  protect  her  now,  and  he  bound  for  the  East,  and 
could  not  hope  to  see  her  for  two  years. 

Nothing  for  it  but  to  pace  the  deck  and  rage  internally. 
No  fresh  advices  possible  before  the  Cape.  He  couldn't 
sleep,  and  this  operated  curiously  :  he  passed  for  a  super- 
naturally  vigilant  lieutenant. 

There  was  a  commander  on  board,  a  sprig  of  nobility, 
a  charming  fellow,  but  rather  an  easy-going  officer ;  he 
used  to  wonder  at  Greaves,  and,  having  the  admiral's 
ear,  praised  him  for  a  model.  "  The  beggar  never  sleeps 
at  all,"  said  he.     "  I  think  he  will  kill  himself." 

"He  will  be  the  only  one  of  ye,"  growled  the  admiral. 
But  he  took  notice  of  Greaves  —  all  the  more  that  a  Lord 
of  the  Admiralty,  who  was  his  personal  friend,  had  said 
a  word  for  him  in  one  of  those  meek  postscripts  which 
mean  so  much  when  written  by  tlie  hand  of  power. 

At  last  tliey  reached  the;  Cape,  and  dropped  anchor. 

The  mail-boat  came  out  with  letters. 

There  was  none  for  Greaves. 

No  letter  at  all !  The  deck  seemed  to  rise  under  him, 
and  he  liad  to  hold  on  by  the  forebraces ;  and  even  tliat 
was  as  much  as  he  could  do,  being  somewhat  weakened 
by  sleepless  nights.     Several  officers  came  round  liim. 
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and  the  ship's  surgeon  applied  salts  and  brandy,  and  he 
recovered,  but  looked  very  wild.  Then  the  surgeon 
advised  him  to  go  ashore  for  a  change.  Leave  was 
granted  immediately,  and  the  second  lieutenant  went  with 
him  good-naturedly  enough.  They  made  inquiries,  and 
found  another  mail  was  due  in  two  days.  They  took  up 
their  quarters  at  a  hotel,  and  there  Greaves  was  so 
wretched,  and  his  companion  so  sympathetic,  that  at  last 
the  tormented  lover  made  a  confidant  of  him. 

"  Oh,  it  will  be  all  right,"  said  the  other.  "  Why  should 
she  want  jow  home  if  she  liked  that  lubber  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  poor  Greaves.  "  The  last  letter 
was  not  like  her — such  a  high-spirited  girl;  and  it 
looked  as  if  he  was  getting  her  into  his  power.  If  he 
has,  all  the  worse  for  both  of  us,  for  the  day  I  catch  him 
I  shall  kill  him  !  " 

Next  day  the  mail  came  in,  and  as  Greaves  had  left 
his  address  at  the  post-office,  a  letter  was  brought  him, 
all  wetted  and  swollen  with  rain,  the  boy  having  carried 
it  without  the  least  attempt  to  protect  it  from  a  thick 
drizzle  that  enveloped  the  town  that  day. 

Greaves  tore  it  open.  It  was  fatally  short.  This  is 
every  syllable  of  it :  — 

Forget  one  unworthy  of  you.  I  can  resist  no  longer.  I  am 
fascinated.  I  am  his  slave,  and  must  follow  him  round  the 
world.     Perhaps  he  will  revenge  you. 

Dear  Arthur,  I  did  not  mean  to  deceive.  I  am  but  young ; 
I  thought  I  loved  you  as  you  deserve.  Pray,  pray  forgive 
me !  E. 

Suspense,  the  worst  of  all  our  tortures,  was  over;  the 
blow  had  fallen.     Arthur  Greaves  was  a  man  again. 

"  Yes,  I  forgive  you,  my  poor  girl,"  he  groaned.  "  But 
(with  sudden  fury)  I'll  kill  htm  !  " 

He  told  his  friend  it  was  all  over,  and  even  gave  him 
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the  letter.  "It  is  not  her  fault,"  he  sobbed.  "The 
fellow  has  cast  a  spell  over  her.  No  more  about  it,  or  I 
should  soon  go  mad." 

And  from  that  hour  he  endured  in  silence,  and  checked 
all  return  to  the  subject  very  sternly. 

But  his  friend  talked,  and  told  the  other  officers  how 
Greaves  had  been  jilted,  and  was  breaking  his  heart;  and 
he  looked  so  ghastly  pale  that  altogether  he  met  with 
much  honest  sympathy.  The  very  admiral  was  sorry,  in 
his  way.  He  had  met  him  in  the  street,  looking  like  a 
ghost,  and  his  uniform  hanging  loose  on  him,  his  stalwart 
form  was  so  shrunk.  "  Confound  the  women  ! "  growled 
the  old  boy  to  his  favorite,  the  commander.  "There's 
the  best  officer  in  the  ship,  a  first-class  mathematician,  an 
able  navigator,  a  good  seaman,  and  a  practical  gunner, 
laid  low  by  some  young  baggage  —  not  worth  his  little 
finger,  I'll  be  bound." 

Next  day  he  sent  for  the  young  man. 

"  Lettenant  Greaves  !  " 

"  Sir." 

"  Here's  a  transport  going  home,  and  nobody  to  com- 
mand her.  They  have  come  to  me.  I  thought  of  sending 
the  second  lettenant ;  it  would  have  been  more  convenient, 
for,  by  Jove  !  sir,  when  you  are  gone,  I  may  have  to  sail 
the  ship  myself.  However,  I  have  altered  my  mind  ;  you 
will  take  the  troops  to  Plymouth." 

"  Yes,  admiral." 

"Then  you'd  better  take  a  fortnight  ashore  for  your 
health.     You  are  very  ill,  sir." 

"Thank  you,  admiral." 

"Come  out  to  Hong-Kong  how  you  can.  You  can 
apply  to  the  Admiralty  for  your  expenses,  if  you  tltink 
it  is  any  use." 

Greaves's  eye  flashed  and  his  pale  cheek  colored. 

"Ay,  ay,"  said  tlie  admiral,  "I  see  these  instructions 
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are  not  so  disagreeable  as  they  ought  to  be.  A  steam 
tug  and  a  cargo  of  lobsters  !  But  you  must  listen  to  me  : 
an  honest  sailor  like  you  is  no  match  for  these  girls  ;  it  is 
not  worth  your  while  to  be  sick  or  sorry  for  any  one  of 
them.  There,  there  !  send  your  traps  aboard  the  tub,  and 
clear  the  harbor  of  her  as  soon  as  you  can.  She  is  under 
your  orders,  sir." 

"  God  bless  you,  admiral ! "  sobbed  Greaves,  and 
retired  all  in  a  hurry,  partly  to  hide  his  emotions,  and 
partly  because  it  is  not  usual,  in  the  service,  to  bless 
one's  superiors  to  their  faces ;  it  is  more  the  etiquette  to 
curse  them  behind  their  backs. 

Now  was  Greaves  a  new  man.  Light  shone  in  his 
eye ;  vigor  returned  to  his  limbs.  This  most  unexpected 
stroke  of  good  fortune  put  another  face  on  things.  He 
had  the  steamboat  coaled  and  victualled  with  unheard-of 
expedition,  got  the  troops  on  board,  and  steamed  away 
for  Plymouth. 

They  had  fair  weather,  and  his  hopes  rose.  After  all, 
Ellen  could  hardly  have  taken  any  irretrievable  step. 
She  had  never  denied  his  claim  on  her.  A  good  licking 
bestowed  on  Laxton  might  break  the  spell,  and  cool  his 
ardor  into  the  bargain.  He  felt  sure  he  could  win  her 
back  somehow.  He  had  been  out  of  sight  when  this 
fellow  had  succeeded  in  deluding  her ;  but  now  he  should 
get  fair  play. 

He  landed  the  troops  at  Plymouth  and  made  his 
report ;  then  off  to  Tenby  at  once.  He  went  straight  to 
the  mayor's  house.     A  girl  opened  the  door. 

"Miss  Ap  Rice 4"' 

"  She  don't  live  here,  sir,  now.  Lawk  !  it  is  Captain 
Greaves.     Come  in,  sir,  and  I'll  send  Mr.  Dewar." 

Greaves  went  in,  full  of  misgivings,  and  sat  down  in 
the  dining-room. 

Presently  Dewar  came — a  white-haired  old  fellow, 
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who  had  been  at  sea  in  early  life,  but  was  now  the 
mayor's  factotum,  and  allowed  himself  great  liberties. 
He  came  in  open-mouthed.  "Ah,  Captain  Greaves,  it  is 
a  bad  business.  I'm  a'most  sorry  to  see  you  here. 
Gone,  sir,  gone  !  and  we  shall  never  see  her  again,  I'm 
afraid." 

"  Gone  !     What,  run  away  —  with  that  scoundrel  ?  " 

"  Well,  sir,  it  did  look  like  running  away,  being  so 
sudden.  But  it  was  a  magnificent  wedding,  for  that 
matter,  and  they  left  in  a  special  steamer,  with  a  gilt 
starn  and  the  flags  of  all  nations  a-flying." 

"  Married  !  " 

"  You  may  well  be  surprised,  sir.  But,  for  as  sudden 
as  it  was,  I  seen  it  a-coming.  You  see,  sir,  he  was  al- 
ways at  her  —  morning,  noon,  and  night.  He'd  have 
tired  out  a  saint  —  leastways,  a  female  one.  Carriage 
and  four  to  take  her  to  some  blessed  old  ruin  or  other. 
She  didn't  care  for  the  ruin,  but  she  couldn't  withstand 
the  four  horses,  which  they  are  seldom  seen  in  Tenby. 
Flowers  every  day,  Hindia  shawls,  diamond  necklace,  a 
wheedling  tongue,  and  a  beard  like  a  Christmas  fir.  I 
blame  that  there  beard  for  it.  Ye  see,  captain,  these 
young  ladies  never  speaks  their  real  minds  about  them 
beards.  Lying  comes  natural  to  them  ;  and  so,  to  flatter 
a  clean  respectable  body  like  you  or  me,  they  makes  pre- 
tend, and  calls  beards  ojious.  And  so  they  are.  That 
there  Laxton,  his  beard  supped  my  soup  for  a  wager  agin 
his  belly ;  and  with  him  chattering  so  he'd  forget  to  wipe 
it  for  ever  so  long.  Sarved  him  right  if  I'd  brought  him 
a  basin  and  a  towel  before  all  the  com})any.  But  tliese 
young  ladies  they  don't  vally  that ;  what  they  looks  for 
in  a  man  is  to  be  the  liopposite  of  a  woman.  They  hates 
and  despises  their  own  sect ;  so  what  they  loves  in  a 
man  is  liunblusliing  liimpudence  and  a  long  l)eard.  The 
more  they  complains  of  a  man's  brass,  the  more  they  likes 
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it ;  and  as  for  a  beard,  they'd  have  him  look  like  a  beast, 
so  as  he  looked  very  onlike  a  woman,  which  a  beard  it  is. 
But  if  they  once  fingers  one  of  them  beards  it  is  all  up 
with  'em;  and  that  is  how  I  knew  what  was  coming; 
for  one  day  I  was  at  my  pantry  window  a-cleaning  my 
silver,  when  miss  and  him  was  in  the  little  garden  — 
seated  on  one  bench  they  was,  and  not  fur  off  one  another 
neither.  He  was  a-reading  poetry  to  her,  and  his  head 
so  near  her  that  I'm  blest  if  his  tarnation  beard  wasn't 
almost  in  her  lap.  Her  eyes  was  turned  up  to  heaven 
in  a  kind  of  trance,  a-tasting  of  the  poetry  ;  but  whiles 
she  was  a-looking  up  to  heaven  for  the  meaning  of  that 
there  sing-song,  blest  if  her  little  white  fingers  wasn't 
twisting  the  ends  of  that  there  beard  into  little  ring- 
lets, without  seeming  to  know  what  they  was  doing. 
Soon  as  I  saw  that  I  said,  '  Here's  a  go  !  It  is  all  up 
with  Captain  Greaves.  He  have  limed  her,  this  here 
cockney  sailor.'  For  if  ever  a  woman  plays  with  a 
man's  curls,  or  his  whiskers,  or  his  beard,  she  is  netted 
like  a  partridge  ;  it  is  a  sure  sign.  So  should  we  be 
if  the  women's  hair  was  loose ;  but  they  has  so  much 
mercy  as  to  tie  it  up  and  make  it  as  hugly  as  they  can 
and  full  o'  pins,  and  that  saves  many  a  man  from  being 
netted  and  caged  and  all.  So  soon  arter  that  she  named 
the  day." 

*  Greaves  sat  dead  silent  under  this  flow  of  envenomed 
twaddle,  like  a  Spartan  under  the  knife.  But  at  last  he 
could  bear  it  no  longer.  He  groaned  aloud,  and  buried 
his  contorted  face  in  his  hands. 

"  Confound  my  chattering  tongue  ! "  said  honest  Dewar, 
and  ran  to  the  sideboard  and  forced  a  glass  of  brandy  on 
him.  He  thanked  him  and  drank  it,  and  told  him  not  to 
mind  him,  but  to  tell  him  where  she  was  settled  with 
■the  fellow. 

"Settled,  sir?"  said   Dewar.     "No  such  luck.     She 
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writes  to  her  papa  every  week,  but  it  is  always  from 
some  fresh  place.  'Dewav,'  says  his  worship  to  me, 
'I've  married  my  girl  to  the  Wandering  Jew.'  Oh,  he 
don't  hide  his  mind  from  me.  He  tells  me  that  this 
Laxton  have  had  a  ship  built  in  the  north,  a  thundering 
big  ship,  for  he's  as  rich  as  Croesus  —  and  he  have 
launched  her  to  sail  round  the  world.  My  fear  is,  he 
will  sail  her  to  the  bottom  of  the  ocean." 

"  Poor  Ellen  !  " 

"Captain,  captain,  don't  fret  your  heart  out  for  her; 
she  is  all  right.  She  loves  the  man,  and  she  loves  hex- 
citement ;  which  he  will  give  it  her.  She'd  have  had  a 
ball  here  every  week  if  she  could ;  and  now  she  will  see 
a  new  port  every  week.  She  is  all  right.  Let  her  go 
her  own  road.  She  broke  her  troth  to  do  it ;  and  we 
don't  think  much,  in  Wales,  of  girls  as  do  that,  be  they 
gentle  or  be  they  simple,  look  you." 

Greaves  looked  up  and  said  sternly,  "Not  one  word 
against  her  before  me.     I  have  borne  all  I  can." 

Old  Dewar  wasn't  a  bit  offended.  "Ah,  you  are  a 
man,  you  are,"  said  he.  Then,  in  a  cordial  way, 
"  Captain  Greaves,  sir,  you  will  stay  with  us,  now  you 
are  come  ?  " 

"  Me  stay  here  ?  " 

"  Ay ;  Avhy  not  ?  Ye  mustn't  bear  spite  against  the 
old  man.  He  stood  out  for  you  longer  than  I  ever 
knowed  him  to  stand  out  against  her.  But  she  could 
always  talk  him  over ;  she  could  talk  anybody  over.  It 
is  all  haccident  my  standing  so  true  to  you.  It  wasn't 
worth  her  while  to  talk  old  Dewar  over ;  that  is  the 
reason.  Do  ye  stay,  now.  You'll  be  like  a  son  to  tlie 
old  man,  look  you.  He  is  sadly  changed  since  she  went 
—  quite  melancholy,  and  keeps  a-blaming  of  hisself  for 
letting  her  be  master." 

"Dewar,"  said  the  young  man,  "I  cannot.     The  sight 
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of  the  places  where  I  walked  with  her,  and  loved  her, 
and  she  seemed  to  love  me  —  oh,  no  !  —  to  London  by  the 
first  train,  and  then  to  sea.  Thank  God  for  the  sea! 
The  sea  cannot  change  into  lying  land.  My  heart  has 
been  broken  ashore.  Perhaps  it  may  recover  in  a  few 
years  at  sea.  Give  him  my  love,  Dewar,  and  God  bless 
you  !  " 

He  almost  ran  out  of  the  house,  and  fixed  his  eyes  on 
the  ground,  to  see  no  more  objects  embittered  by  recol- 
lections of  happiness  fled.  He  made  his  way  to  his 
uncle  in  London,  reported  himself  to  the  Admiralty,  and 
asked  for  a  berth  in  the  first  ship  bound  to  China.  He 
was  told,  in  reply,  he  could  go  out  in  any  merchant-ship  ; 
but  as  his  pay  would  not  be  interrupted,  the  Government 
could  not  be  chargeable  for  his  expenses. 

In  spite  of  a  dizzy  headache,  he  went  into  the  City 
next  day  to  arrange  for  his  voyage. 

But  at  night  he  was  taken  with  violent  shivering,  and 
before  morning  was  light-headed. 

A  doctor  was  sent  for  in  the  morning. 
Next  day  the  case  was  so  serious  that  a  second  was 
called  in. 

The  case  declared  itself  —  gastric  fever  and  jaundice. 
They  administered  medicines,  which,  as  usual  in  these 
cases,  did  the  stomach  a  little  harm,  and  the  system  no 
good. 

His  uncle  sent  for  a  third  physician ;  a  rough  but  very 
able  man.  He  approved  all  the  others  had  done  —  and 
did  the  very  reverse ;  ordered  him  a  milk  diet,  tepid 
aspersions,  frequent  change  of  bed  and  linen,  and  no 
medicine  at  all  but  a  little  bark,  and  old  Scotch  whiskey 
in  moderation. 

"  Tell  me  the  truth,"  said  his  sorrowful  uncle. 
"  I  always  do,"  said  the  doctor;  "  that  is  why  they  call 
me  a  brute.     Well,  sir,  the  case  is  not  hopeless  yet.     But 
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I  will  not  deceive  you ;  I  fear  he  is  going  a  longer  voyage 
than  China." 

So  may  the  mind  destroy  the  body,  and  the  Samson 
who  can  conquer  a  host  be  laid  low  by  a  woman. 
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Youth,  a  good  constitution,  good  nursing,  the  right 
food  and  drink,  and  no  medicine,  saved  the  life  of  Arthur 
Greaves. 

But  gastric  fever  and  jaundice  are  terrible  foes  to 
attack  a  man  in  concert ;  they  left  him  as  unlike  the 
tanned  and  ruddy  seaman  of  our  first  scene  as  the 
Avrecked  ship,  battered  against  the  shore,  is  to  the  same 
vessel  when  she  breasted  the  waves  under  canvas.  His 
hair  was  but  half  an  inch  long,  his  grizzly  beard  two 
inches ;  and  his  sunken  cheeks  as  yellow  as  saffron. 
They  told  him  he  was  out  of  danger,  and  offered  him  a 
barber  to  shave  his  chin  —  the  same  that  had  shaved  his 
head  a  fortnight  before. 

*'No,''  said  the  convalescent ;  "not  such  a  fool." 

He  explained  to  his  uncle  in  private :  "  I  have  lost  my 
Ellen  for  want  of  a  beard,  I  won't  lose  another  that 
way,  if  I  ever  have  one." 

He  turned  his  now  benumbed  heart  toward  his  profes- 
sion, and  pined  for  blue  water.  His  physician  approved ; 
and  so,  though  still  weakish  and  }  olio  wish,  lie  shipj)ed  as 
passenger  in  the  Phoebe,  bound  for  I^ombay  and  China, 
and  went  on  board  at  Gravesend.  She  was  registered 
nine  hundred  tons,  and  carried  out  a  mixed  cargo 
of  hardware  and  Manchester  goods,  including  flaming 
cottons  got  up  only  for  the  East,  where  Englishmen 
admire  them   for  their  Oriental   color.     She    was    well 
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manned  at  starting,  and  ably  commanded  from  first  to 
last  by  Captain  Curtis  and  six  officers.  The  first  mate, 
Mr.  Lewis,  was  a  very  experienced  seaman,  and  quite  a 
friendship  sprung  up  between  him  and  Flag-Lieutenant 
Greaves.  The  second  mate,  Castor,  was  an  amiable  dare- 
devil, but  had  much  to  learn  in  navigation,  though  in 
mere  seamanship  he  was  well  enough.  Fortunately  he 
knew  his  deficiencies,  and  was  teachable. 

A  prosperous  voyage  is  an  uneventful  one  ;  and  there 
never  was  a  more  humdrum  voyage  than  the  Phoebe's 
from  Gravesend  to  Bombay.  She  was  towed  from 
Gravesend  to  Deal,  where  an  easterly  wind  sprung 
up,  and,  increasing,  carried  her  past  the  "Lizard,"  and 
out  of  sight  of  land ;  soon  after  that  the  wind  veered  a 
point  or  two  to  the  northward.  She  sighted  Madeira  on 
the  seventh  day,  and  got  the  N.  E.  trades ;  they  carried 
her  two  degrees  north  of  the  line.  Between  that  and 
2°  S.  she  fell  into  the  doldrums.  But  she  got  the  S.  E. 
trades  sooner  than  usual,  and  made  the  best  of  it ;  set 
the  foretopmast  studding-sail,  and  went  a  little  out  of  her 
course.  At  34°  S.  she  got  into  the  steady  nor'-wester, 
and,  in  due  course,  anchored  in  Table  Bay. 

The  diamond  fever  being  at  its  height,  several  hands 
deserted  her  at  the  Cape.  But  she  had  fair  weather,  and 
reached  Bombay  without  any  incident  worth  recording. 
By  this  time  Greaves  had  put  on  flesh  and  color,  and 
tliough  his  heart  had  a  scar  that  often  smarted,  it  bled 
no  longer ;  and  as  to  his  appearance,  he  was  himself 
again,  all  but  a  long  and  very  handsome  beard. 

At  Bombay  the  Phoebe  landed  part  of  her  cargo, 
and  all  her  passengers,  but  took  a  few  fresh  ones  on 
board  for  China  —  a  Portuguese  merchant  bound  for 
Macao,  and  four  ladies,  two  of  them  officers'  wives  re- 
turning to  their  husbands,  and  two  spinsters  going  out 
to  join  their  relatives  at  Hong-Kong.     They  were  all 
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more  or  less  pretty  and  intelligent,  and  brightened  the 
ship  amazingly ;  yet  one  day  every  man  in  her  wished, 
with  all  his  soul,  every  one  of  those  ladies  was  out 
of  her.  She  also  shipped  forty  Lascars,  to  make  up 
for  twenty  white  men  she  had  lost  by  death  and 
desertion. 

The  Phoebe  had  fair  weather  to  Penang,  and  for  some 
time  after,  but  not  enough  of  it.  However,  after  the 
usual  bother  in  the  Straits  of  Malacca,  she  got  clear,  and 
carried  a  light  breeze  with  her.  Captain  Curtis  feared 
it  would  be  down  sun,  down  wind ;  but  the  breeze  held 
through  the  first  and  greater  part  of  the  second  watch  ; 
and  then,  sure  enough,  it  fell  dead  calm. 

Mr.  Lewis  had  the  morning  watch ;  the  ropes  were 
coiled  up  at  one  bell,  the  whip  rigged,  the  deck  wetted 
and  sanded,  and  the}--  were  holystoning  it  when  day  be- 
gan to  break.  Then  there  loomed  the  black  outline  of  a 
strange  sail  lying  on  the  Phoebe's  port  beam,  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  off.  The  sun  soon  gets  his  full  power  in  that 
latitude,  and  in  a  minute  the  vessel  burst  out  quite  clear, 
a  topsail  schooner  of  some  four  hundred  tons,  with  a 
long  snaky  hull,  taunt,  raking  masts,  and  black  mast- 
heads, everything  very  trig  alow  and  aloft,  sails  ex- 
tremely white ;  she  carried  five  guns  of  large  calibre  on 
■each  side. 

Lewis  reported  her  to  the  captain  directly,  and  he 
came  on  deck.  They  both  examined  her  with  their 
glasses.     She  puzzled  them. 

"  What  do  you  make  of  her,  Lewis  ?  Looks  like  a 
Yankee." 

"So  I  thought,  sir,  till  I  saw  her  armament." 

Here  Greaves  joined  them,  and  the  captain  turned  to- 
ward him.     "Can  she  be  one  of  your  China  squadron  ?  " 

"  Hardly,  unless  the  admiral  has  a  schooner  for  his 
tender ;  and,  if  so,  she  would  be  under  a  pennant." 
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Lewis  suggested  she  might  be  a  Portuguese  schooner 
looking  out  for  pirates. 

Captain  Curtis  said  she  might,  and  he  should  like  to 
know ;  so  he  ordered  the  driver  to  be  brailed  up,  and  the 
ship's  colors  hoisted. 

The  next  moment  it  was  eight  bells,  and  pipe  to 
breakfast.  But  Captain  Curtis  and  his  companions  re- 
mained on  deck  to  see  the  stranger  hoist  her  colors  in 
reply. 

The  schooner  did  not  show  a  rag  of  bunting.  She  sat 
the  water,  black,  grim,  snakelike,  silent. 

Her  very  crew  were  invisible ;  yet  one  glance  at  her 
rigging  had  showed  the  officers  of  the  Phoebe  she  was 
well  manned. 

Captain  Curtis  had  his  breakfast  brought  him  on  deck. 

The  vessels  drifted  nearer  each  other,  as  often  hap- 
pens in  a  dead  calm.  So,  at  8.50  a.  m..  Captain  Curtis 
took  a  trumpet,  and  hailed  the  stranger,  "  Schooner 
ahoy  !  " 

No  answer. 

The  Phoebe's  men  tumbled  up,  and  clustered  on  the 
forecastle,  and  hung  over  the  bulwarks  ;  for  nothing  is 
more  exciting  to  a  ship's  company  than  hailing  another 
vessel  at  sea. 

Yet  not  one  of  the  schooner's  crew  appeared. 

This  was  strange,  unnatural,  and  even  alarming. 

The  captain,  after  waiting  some  time,  repeated  his  hail 
still  louder. 

This  time  a  single  figure  showed  on  board  the  schooner 
—  a  dark,  burly  fellow,  with  a  straight  mustache,  a  little 
tuft  on  his  chin,  and  wearing  a  Persian  fez.  He  stood 
by  the  foremast  swiftsure  of  the  main  rigging,  and 
bawled  through  his  trumpet,  "  Hullo  ! " 

"  What  schooner  is  that  ?  " 

«  What  ship  is  that  ?  " 
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"  The  Phoebe." 

"  Where  from,  and  where  bound  ?  " 

"  Penang  to  Hong-Kong.     Who  are  you  ?  " 

"  The  Black  Rover." 

"  Where  bound  ?  " 

"Nowhere.     Cruising." 

"  Why  don't  —  ye  —  show  —  your  colors  ?  " 

"Ha!  ha!" 

As  this  strange  laugh  rung  through  the  trumpet  across 
the  strip  of  water  that  now  parted  the  two  vessels,  the 
]\Iephistophelian  figure  dived  below,  and  the  schooner 
was  once  more  deserted,  to  all  appearance. 

It  was  curious  to  see  how  Captain  Curtis  and  his 
first  mate  now  evaded  their  own  suspicions,  and 
were  ingenious  in  favorable  surmises.  Might  she  not 
be  an  armed  slaver  ?  or,  as  Lewis  had  suggested,  a 
Portuguese  ? 

"  That  fellow  who  answered  the  hail  had  the  cut  of  a 
Portuguese." 

But  here  Mr.  Castor  put  in  his  word.  "  If  she  is  look- 
ing for  pirates,  she  hasn't  far  to  go  for  one,  I'm  think- 
ing," said  the  hare-brained  young  man. 

"  Nonsense,  sir  !  "  said  the  captain.  "  What  do  you 
know  about  pirates  ?  Did  ye  ever  see  one  as  near  as 
this  ?  " 

"  No,  sir." 

"No  more  did  I,"  said  Greaves. 

"  You  !  "  said  Castor.  "  Not  likely.  When  they  see 
a  Queen's  ship  they  are  all  wings  and  no  beak.  But  they 
can  range  up  alongside  a  poor  devil  of  a  merchantman. 
Not  seen  a  pirate  ?  no  ;  they  are  rare  birds  now  ;  but  I 
have  seen  ships  of  burden  and  ships  of  war,  and  this  is 
neither.  She  is  low  in  the  water,  yet  she  carries  no 
freight,  for  she  floats  like  a  cork.  .She  is  armed  and 
well  manned,  yet  no  crew  to  be  seen.     The  devils  are 
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under  hatches  till  the  time  comes.  If  she  isn't  a  pirate, 
what  is  she  ?     However,  I'll  soon  know." 

"Don't  talk  so  wild,  Castor,"  said  the  captain.  "And 
how  can  you  know  ?  They  won't  answer  straight,  and 
they  won't  show  their  colors." 

"  Oh,  there's  a  simple  way  you  have  not  thought  of," 
said  the  sapient  Castor ;  "  and  I'll  take  that  way,  if  you 
will  allow  me  —  Fll  board  her  .^" 

At  this  characteristic  proposal,  made  with  perfect 
composure,  the  others  looked  at  him  with  a  certain 
ironical  admiration. 

"  Board  her ! "  said  the  captain.     "  I'll  be  d d  if 

you  do ! " 

"  Why  not,  captain  ?  There,  that  shows  you  think 
she  is  wicked.  Why,  we  7nust  find  out  what  she  is 
—  somehow." 

"We  shall  know  soon  enough,"  said  the  captain 
gloomily.  "  I  am  not  going  to  risk  my  ofl&cers ;  if  any- 
body boards  her,  it  shall  be  me." 

"  Oh,  that  is  the  game,  is  it  ?  "  said  Castor  reproach- 
fully. "Why,  captain,  you  are  a  married  man.  You 
ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself." 

"No  more  words,  sir,  if  you  please  !"  said  the  captain 
sternly.  "Step  forward  and  give  the  order  to  sling  a 
butt,  and  get  a  boat  ready  for  target  practiee.  I  shall 
exercise  the  guns,  being  a  calm.  Perhaps  he  thinks  we 
are  weaker  than  we  are." 

As  soon  as  Castor's  back  was  turned  he  altered  his 
tone,  and  said,  with  much  feeling,  "I  know  that  fool- 
hardy young  man's  mother.  How  could  I  look  her  in 
the  face  if  I  let  him  board  that  devil  before  we  know 
her  intentions  ?  " 

A  butt  was  ballasted  with  sand,  so  as  to  secure  its 
floating  steadily,  bung-hole  up ;  the  bung  was  removed, 
and  a  boat-hook  wedged   in,  bearing  the  ensign.      The 
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butt  was  then  launched,  and  towed  o\it  half  a  mile  to 
starboard,  and  the  Phoebe  tried  her  guns  on  it. 

If  she  had  anticipated  this  meeting,  the  ship  could 
have  poured  a  formidable  broadside  into  the  mysterious 
stranger,  for  she  carried  three  32-pound  carronades  of  a 
side  on  her  quarter-deck  and  thirteen  18-pounders  of 
a  side  on  her  gun-deck.  But  it  was  the  old  stor}- ;  the 
*iimes  were  peaceable,  the  men  were  berthed  on  the 
^un-deck,  and,  for  their  convenience,  eighteen  out  of 
the  twenty-six  guns  had  been  struck  down  into  the 
nold. 

With  the  remaining  guns  on  the  starboard  side  they 
fired  at  the  butt,  and  so  carefully  that,  after  an  hour's 
practice,  it  was  brought  back  very  little  the  worse.  The 
only  telling  shot  was  made  on  the  gun-deck  by  a  gunner, 
whose  foot  slipped  somehow,  and  he  dropped  a  32-pound 
ball  on  Greaves's  ankle,  disabling  that  unfortunate 
officer:  he  was  carried  to  his  cabin  in  great  pain,  and 
there  attended  by  the  surgeon. 

The  commotion  caused  by  this  misfortune  was  hardly 
over  upon  the  quarter-deck  when  an  unexpected  incident 
occurred  —  an  act  of  direct  insubordination.  Mr.  Cas- 
tor had  put  on  his  uniform,  and  persuaded  two  poor 
fellows,  an  ignorant  Lascar  and  a  reckless  liriton  like 
himself,  to  go  out  to  the  schooner  in  the  boat.  They 
slipped  into  her  as  soon  as  the  party  came  on  board 
with  the  butt,  and  at  first  pretended  to  be  baling  her 
out  and  examining  her  for  leaks ;  but  they  worked 
quietly  alongside  till  they  got  under  the  ship's  bows, 
and  then  dropped  their  oars  gently  into  the  water,  and. 
pulled  for  the  schooner  like  mad. 

They  were  a  third  of  the  way  before  Captain  Curtis 
caught  sight  of  them.  He  roared  to  them  to  come  back, 
and  threatened  to  put  them  in  irons.  ]iut  none  are  so 
ih'ai"  as  those  wlio  won't  hoar;  and  he  did  not  use  his 
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trumpet,  lest  the  enemy  should  think  they  were  dis- 
united on  board  the  ship. 

He  and  Lewis,  therefore,  now  looked  on  in  silence, 
and  literally  perspired  with  anxiety  for  the  fate  of 
Castor  and  his  boat's  crew ;  and  although  their  immedi- 
ate anxiety  was  as  unselfish  as  it  was  keen,  yet  they 
were  also  conscious  that,  if  Castor  lost  his  life  in  this 
rash  enterprise,  that  would  prove  the  commander  of  the 
schooner  felt  strong  enough  to  attack  them  —  no  quarter 
on  either  side  —  and  intended  to  do  it. 

At  this  terrible  moment,  when  their  eyes  were 
strained  to  observe  every  movement  in  the  schooner, 
and  their  nerves  strung  up  like  violin  strings,  female 
voices  broke  gayly  in  upon  them  with  innocent  chatter 
that,  for  once,  jarred  as  badly  as  screams.  The  lady 
passengers  had  kept  very  snug  during  the  firing,  but 
finding  it  was  quite  over,  burst  on  the  deck  in  a  body. 

First  Lady.  Oh,  that's  the  ship  we  have  been  salut- 
ing. 

Second  Lady.     A  royal  salute. 

Third  Lady.  Is  it  the  Duke  of  Edinburgh's  ship, 
captain  ? 

No  answer. 

Third  Lady.     What  a  beauty  ! 

First  Lady.  Why  does  she  not  salute  us  back, 
captain  ? 

Captain.     Got  no  guns,  perhaps. 

First  Lady.  Oh,  yes,  she  has.  Those  black  things 
peeping  out  are  guns. 

Second  Lady.  Ah,  there's  one  of  our  boats  going  to 
call  on  her. 

Third  Lady.  Oh,  captain,  may  we  go  on  board  of 
her? 

Captain.     No,  ma'am. 

Third  Lady.     Oh,  dear !     Why  not  ? 
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Captain.     That  is  my  business. 

The  fair  speaker  tossed  her  head  and  said,  "Well,  I'm 
sure ! "  but  she  drew  back  with  red  cheeks,  and  the 
tears  in  her  eyes,  at  being  snubbed  so  suddenly  and 
unreasonably ;  the  other  ladies  gathered  round  her,  and 
the  words,  "  Cross  old  thing  !  "  were  heard  to  issue  from 
the  party,  but  fell  unheeded,  for  neither  the  captain  nor 
jMr.  Lewis  had  eyes  or  ears  except  for  the  schooner 
and  the  boat.  As  the  latter  neared  the  ship,  several 
faces  peeped,  for  a  moment,  at  the  port-holes  of  the 
schooner. 

Yet,  when  the  boat  ran  alongside  the  schooner  amid- 
ships, there  was  no  respect  shown  to  Castor's  uniform, 
nor,  indeed,  common  civility :  it  would  have  been  no 
more  than  the  right  thing  to  pipe  the  side ;  but  there 
were  no  sidesmen  at  all,  nor  even  a  side-rope. 

Observing  this.  Captain  Curtis  shook  his  head  very 
gravely. 

But  the  dare-devil  Castor  climbed  the  schooner's  side 
like  a  cat,  and  boarded  her  in  a  moment,  then  gave  his 
men  an  order,  and  disappeared.  The  men  pulled  rapidly 
away  from  the  schooner,  and  a  snarl  of  contempt  and 
horror  broke  from  Curtis  and  his  first  mate.  They 
seemed  to  be  abandoning  their  imprudent  but  gallant 
officer. 

They  pulled  about  a  hundred  yards,  and  then  rested 
on  their  oars,  and  waited. 

Then  every  sailor  on  board  the  Plioebe  saw  instinct- 
ively that  Castor  felt  his  danger,  and  liad  declined  to 
risk  any  life  but  his  own.  He  must  have  ordered  the 
men  to  lie  to  a  certain  time,  then  give  him  up  for  lost, 
and  return  in  safety  to  the  ship.  This  trait  and  his 
daring  made  Castor,  in  one  single  moment,  the  darling 
of  the  whole  ship's  company. 

The  ladies  were  requested  to  go  below,  on  some  pre- 
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tence  or  other,  and  the  ship  was  cleared  for  action  as 
far  as  possible. 

Meantime  words  can  hardly  describe  the  racking 
suspense  that  was  endured  by  the  officers,  and  in  a  great 
degree  by  the  crew,  of  the  Phoebe.  The  whole  living 
heart  of  that  wooden  structure  throbbed  for  one  man. 

Five  minutes  passed  —  ten  —  twenty  —  thirty  —  yet 
he  did  not  reappear. 

Apprehension  succeeded  to  doubt,  and  despair  to 
apprehension. 

At  last  they  gave  him  up,  and  the  burning  desire  for 
vengeance  mingled  with  their  fears  for  their  own  safety. 
So  strong  was  this  feeling  that  the  next  event,  the 
pirate's  attack  upon  that  ill-fated  officer's  ship,  was  no 
longer  regarded  with  unmixed  dread.  The  thirst  for 
vengeance  mingled  with  it. 

At  ten  o'clock  a.  m.  the  strained  eyes  on  board  the 
Phoebe  saw  two  sidesmen  appear  amidships,  and  fix 
scarlet  side-ropes. 

Then  came  an  officer  and  hailed  Castor's  boat.  The 
men  pulled  to  the  schooner.  Then  Castor  appeared,  and 
went  down  by  the  ropes  into  the  boat;  he  and  the 
officer  touched  hats.  Castor  sat  down  in  the  stern- 
sheets,  and  the  men  gave  way. 

The  ship's  company  cheered,  the  side  was  piped,  and 
the  insubordinate  officer  received  on  board  with  all  the 
honors.  Caps  were  waved,  eyes  glistened,  and  eager 
hands  extended  to  him  ;  but  he  himself  did  not  seem  so 
very  exultant.  He  was  pleased  with  his  reception, 
however,  and  said,  in  his  quaint  way,  "  This  is  jolly.  I 
am  not  to  be  put  in  irons,  then  ?  " 

The  captain  drew  him  apart.     "Well,  what  is  she?" 

"  Don't  know." 

"  Why,  what  do  you  mean  ?  You  have  been  near  an 
hour  aboard  her." 
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"But  I  am  none  the  wiser.  Captain,  I  wish  you 
would  have  us  all  into  your  cabin,  and  then  I'll  tell  you 
a  rum  story ;  perhaps  you  will  understand  it  among  you, 
for  you  know  my  head-piece  isn't  A  1." 

This  advice  was  taken  directly,  and  Castor  related  his 
adventures,  in  full  conclave,  with  closed  doors. 

MR.    castor's    narrative. 

"  The  beggar  did  not  hang  out  so  much  as  a  rope  to 
me.  I  boarded  his  hooker  the  same  way  I  should  like 
to  board  her  again  with  thirty  good  cutlasses  at  my 
back ;  and  I  ordered  the  boat  to  lie  out  of  harm's  way 
for  an  hour. 

"Well,  I  soon  found  myself  on  her  quarter-deck,  imder 
the  awning.  By  George !  sir,  it  was  alive  with  men,  as 
busy  as  bees,  making  their  little  preparations,  drat  'em. 
Some  were  oiling  the  locks  of  the  guns,  some  were 
cleaning  small-arms,  some  Avere  grinding  cutlasses. 
They  took  no  notice  of  me,  and  I  stood  there  looking 
like  an  ass. 

"  I  wondered  whether  they  took  me  for  a  new  officer 
just  joined;  but  that  was  not  likely.  However,  I  wasn't 
going  to  notice  tliem,  as  they  hadn't  the  manners  to 
notice  me.  So  there  I  stood  and  watched  them.  And  I 
had  just  taken  out  my  vosuvians  to  light  a  cigar,  when 
a  middle-aged  man,  in  a  uniform  T  don't  know,  but  the 
metal  of  it  was  silver,  came  bustling  up,  touched  his  cap 
to  tlie  deck,  and  brushed  past  me  as  if  I  was  invisible  ; 
so  I  hung  on  to  his  coat-tails,  and  brought  him  to  under 
all  his  canvas." 

This  set  the  youngest  mate  giggling,  but  he  was 
promptly  frowned  down. 

"  '  Hullo  ! '  says  he,  '  what  are  ye  about  ?  Wliy,  who 
the  deuce  are  you  ? '  f. 

"'  Second  mate  of  tln'  Tlia'be,  alongside,'  says  T. 
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"'Mate  of  the  Phoebe,'  says  he;  'then  what  brings 
you  on  board  of  us  ? ' 

"That  was  rather  a  staggerer  —  but  I  thought  a  bit, 
and  said  I  wanted  to  see  the  captain  of  the  schooner. 

"  Well,  sir,  at  this  some  of  the  men  left  off  working, 
and  looked  up  at  me  as  if  I  was  some  strange  animal. 

"'Do  you?'  says  the  officer;  'then  you  are  the  only 
man  aboard  that  does.'  Then  he  turned  more  friendly 
like,  and'  says,  '  Look  here,  young  gentleman,  don't  you 
go  to  meet  trouble.  Wait  till  it  comes  to  you.  Go  back 
to  your  ship,  before  she  sees  you.' 

" '  She  !     Who  ? ' 

"'No  matter.  You  sheer  off,  and  leave  our  captain 
alone.' 

"Now,  gentlemen,  I'm  a  good-tempered  chap,  and  you 
may  chaff  me  till  all  is  blue,  but  I  can't  stand  intimida- 
tion. If  they  threaten  me,  it  puts  my  blood  up.  At 
school,  if  another  boy  threatened  me,  I  never  answered 
him ;  my  fist  used  to  fly  at  his  mouth  as  soon  as  the 
threat  was  out  of  it.' 

"  Good  little  boy,"  said  Lewis. 

But  the  captain  was  impatient.  "  Come,  sir,  we  don't 
want  your  boyish  reminiscences :    to  the  point,  please." 

"Ay,  ay,  sir.  Well,  then,  the  moment  he  threatened 
me,  I  just  turned  my  back  on  him  and  made  for  the 
companion-ladder. 

•' '  Avast  there  ! '  roared  the  officer,  in  an  awful  fright. 
'Nobody  uses  that  ladder  but  the  captain  himself  and  — 
Man  alive,  if  you  iviU  see  him,  follow  me.'  So  he  led 
me  down  the  main  hatchway.  By  the  chain-cable  tier  I 
came  all  of  a  sudden  on  three  men  in  irons ;  ugly  beggars 
they  were,  and  wild-looking,  reckless  chaps.  One  of 
them  ran  a  spare  anklet  along  the  bar,  and  says  to  me, 
'Here  you  are;  room  for  one  more.'  But  my  companion 
soon  stojpped  his  jaw.     '  Silence  in  irons,  or  he'll  cut 
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your  tongue  out,'  says  he.  He  wouldn't  go  to  the  cap- 
tain with  me ;  but  he  pointed  aft,  and  whispered,  '  Last 
cabin  but  one,  starboard  side.'  Then  he  sheered  off,  and 
I  went  for'ard  and  knocked  at  the  cabin  door.  No 
answer ;  so  I  knocked  louder.  No  answer ;  so  I  turned 
the  handle  and  opened  the  door." 

"  Young  madman  !  "  groaned  the  captain. 

" Not  so  very.     /  had  mi/  little  plon." 

*'0h,  he  had  his  little  plan,"  said  Curtis,  ironically, 
pityingly,  paternally.  Then,  hotly,  "Go  on,  sir;  don't 
keep  us  on  tenter-hooks  like  this." 

"  Well,  captain,  I  opened  that  door,  and  oh,  ni}^  eye ! 
it  wasn't  a  cabin ;  it  was  a  no])leman's  drawing-room  : 
pile  carpet  an  inch  thick ;  beautiful  painted  ceiling ; 
so  many  mirrors  down  to  the  ground,  and  opposite  each 
other,  they  made  it  look  like  a  big  palace ;  satin-wood 
tables ;  luxurious  couches  and  chairs ;  a  polished  brass 
stove,  but  all  the  door-handles  silver ;  Venetians,  and 
rose-colored  blinds  and  curtains.  The  sun  just  forced  its 
way  through,  and  made  everything  pink.  It  was  a 
regular  paradise ;  but,  instead  of  an  angel,  there  was  a 
great  hulking  chap,  squatted  cross-legged  on  an  ottoman 
at  the  farther  end,  smoking  a  hookah  as  long  and  twisty 
as  a  boa-constrictor.  The  beggar  wasn't  smoking 
honest  tobacco  neither,  but  mixed  with  rose-leaves  and 
cinnamon  shavings,  and,  in  my  opinion,  a  little  opium, 
for  he  turned  up  his  eyes  like  an  owl  in  paradise." 

"Not  so  very  formidable,  then." 

"Formidable!  —  well,  I  wouldn't  answer  for  tliat,  at 
the  proper  time,  and  at  the  head  of  his  cut-throats;  for 
he  was  a  precious  big  chap,  with  black  brows,  and  a 
wicked-looking  mustache  and  tuft.  He  was  the  sort  of 
cliap  tliat  nigger  who  smothers  liis  wife  in  the  play  says 
he  killed:  'a  malignant  and  a  turbaned  Turk,'  you  know. 
But  then  it  wasn't  his  lighting  liour ;  he  was  in  smoker's 
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paradise,  and  it's  my  belief  you  might  have  marched  up 
to  him  and  knocked  him  on  the  head  —  like  one  of  those 
devil-may-care  penguins  that  won't  budge  for  a  cannon- 
ball —  and  then  he  would  have  gone  smoking  on  the 
ground  till  you  cut  his  head  off  and  took  away  his  pipe. 
But  you'll  find  the  '  Malignant '  had  a  protector,  worse 
luck,  and  one  that  didn't  smoke  spice,  but  only  looked 
it.  Well,  captain,  I  came  up  to  the  nearest  table,  and 
hit  it  pretty  hard  with  my  fist,  to  see  if  I  could  make 
that  thundering  picture  jump." 

"  What  picture  ?  " 

"Why,  the  'Malignant  and  the  turbaned.'  Devil  a 
bit !  He  took  no  notice.  So  then  I  bawled  at  the 
beggar.  '  Your  most  obedient,  sir ;  I'm  the  second  mate 
of  the  Phoebe,  lying  alongside,  and  the  captain  has  sent 
me  to  compare  longitudes.' 

"The  'Malignant'  took  no  notice  ;  just  glared  at  me, 
and  smoked  his  pipe.  He  looked  just  like  that  'Malig- 
nant Turban '  that  plays  whist  with  you  by  machinery 
in  London,  and  fixes  his  stony  eyes  on  you  all  the  time; 
but,  with  me  bawling  at  him,  a  door  opened,  and  in  came 
a  flood  of  light,  and,  in  the  middle  of  it  —  oh,  Lord ! " 

"  Well,  what  ?  " 

"  Just  the  loveliest  woman  I  ever  clapped  eye  on. 
The  vision  took  me  all  aback,  and  I  suppose  I  stared  at 
her  as  hard  as  the  '  Malignant '  was  staring  at  vacancy ; 
for  she  smiled  at  my  astonishment,  and  made  me  a  sort 
of  a  haughty  courtesy,  and  waved  her  hand  for  me  to  sit 
down.  Then  says  she,  mighty  civil  —  too  civil  by  half 
—  '  Have  I  the  pleasure  of  addressing  the  captain  of 
that  beautiful  ship  ? ' 

"  '  I'm  her  second  officer,  ma'am,'  says  I,  but  I  was  too 
dazzled  by  her  beauty  to  make  her  up  any  lies  all  in  a 
moment. 

"  'Bound  for  China  ?  '  says  she,  like  honey. 
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" '  Yes,  ma'ain.' 

"  '  A  large  crew  ? '  says  she,  like  treacle. 

"'About  ninety,  ma'am,'  says  I,  very  short,  for  I  began 
to  smell  a  rat. 

"  '  j\rany  European  sailors  among  them  ?  '  says  she. 

"  So  then  I  saw  what  the  beautiful  fiend  would  be  at, 
and  I  said,  '  About  fifty.' 

"  '  Indeed  ! '  says  she,  smiling  like  Judas.  '  You  know 
ladies  will  be  curious,  and  I  could  only  count  twenty-five.' 

" '  The  rest  were  below,  coiling  ropes,'  says  I. 

"  So  she  laughed  at  that,  and  said,  '  But  I  saw  plenty 
of  Lascars.' 

" '  Oh,  our  Lascars  are  picked  men,'  says  I. 

"  '  I  wish  you  joy  of  them,'  she  says.  '  We  don't  have 
them  here :   not  to  be  trusted  in  emergencies,  you  know.' 

"  AVhile  I  was  swallowing  this  last  pill  she  at  me  again. 
Did  we  often  exercise  our  guns  ?  I  said  of  course  we 
did,  in  a  calm.  '  Why,'  said  she,  '  that  is  not  much  use  ; 
the  art  is  to  be  able  to  hit  ships  and  things  as  you  are 
rising  or  falling  on  the  waves  —  so  they  tell  me,'  says 
she,  correcting  herself. 

"The  beautiful  devil  made  my  blood  run  cold.  She 
knew  too  much. 

" '  What  is  your  cargo  ? '  says  she,  just  as  if  she  was 
our  bosom  friend.     But  I  wouldn't  stand  any  more  of  it, 

"'Nutmegs,'  says  I.  So  she  laughed  and  said,  'Well, 
but  seriously  ? '  So  then  I  thouglit  chatting  lier  would 
do  no  good,  and  I  told  her  we  had  landed  the  valuable 
part  of  our  cargo  at  Bombay,  and  had  only  a  lot  of 
grates  and  fire-irons  left.  I  put  on  a  friendly  tone, 
all  sham  —  like  hers,  you  know  —  and  told  her  that  tea 
ships  depended  on  the  cargo  they  brought  home  ;  not  on 
the  odds  and  ends  they  took  out  just  to  ballast  the 
craft." 

"  Well,  what  was  the  next  thing  ?  " 
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"  Oh,  I  remember  she  touched  a  silver  bell,  and  a 
brown  girl,  in  loose  trousers  and  cocked-up  shoes  and  a 
turban,  came  in  with  a  gold  tray  —  or  it  might  be  silver- 
gilt  —  and  a  decanter  of  wine ;  and  the  lovely  demon 
said,  'Pour  out  some  wine,  Zulema.' 

"  '  No,  thank  you,  ma'am,'  said  I.  So  she  laughed  and 
said  it  wasn't  poisoned.  She  sent  off  the  slave  and  filled 
two  glasses  with  the  loveliest  white  hand,  and  such  a 
diamond  on  it  I  She  began  drinking  to  me,  and  of  course 
I  did  the  same  to  her.  '  Here's  to  our  next  merry  meet- 
ing,' said  she.  ]\Iy  blood  ran  a  little  cold  at  that,  but 
I  finished  my  liquor.  It  was  no  use  flying  a  white 
feather ;  so  says  I, '  Here's  to  the  Corsair's  bride.'  Her 
eyes  twinkled,  but  she  made  me  a  civil  courtesy. 

"  '  That's  prime  Madeira,'  says  I. 

"  She  said  yes  ;  it  had  been  their  companion  in  several 
cruises. 

"  '  It  runs  through  a  fellow  like  oil,'  says  I. 

" '  Then  have  some  more  ?  '  said  she. 

"So  I  did,  and  then  she  did  not  say  any  more,  and  the 
'  Malignant '  sat  mum-chance  :  and  I  was  pumped  dry 
and  quite  at  a  loss.  So,  not  to  look  like  a  fool,  I  — 
asked  'em  to  breakfast." 

"  What !     Who  ?  " 

"  Why,  the  lady  and  gentleman :  I  mean  the  '  Malig- 
nant '  and  the  '  Corsair's  bride.'  " 

"  Young  madman  !  " 

"  Why,  what  harm  could  that  do,  captain  ?  " 

"  What  good  could  it  do  ?     What  did  they  say  ?  " 

"  She  said,  '  Are  there  any  ladies  aboard  ? ' 

"  I  said,  '  Yes,  and  tip-top  fashionable  ones.' 

"  So  then  she  looked  at  the  '  Malignant,'  and  he  never 
moved  a  muscle.  So  then  she  said,  '■  We  will  do  ourselves 
the  pleasure  —  if  tve  are  in  company,^  and  she  smiled 
ever  so  knowingly,  did  that  beautiful  demon. 
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"  Then  I  pretended  cheerful.  '  That  is  all  right,'  said 
I.  '  Mind,  I  shall  tell  the  ladies,  and  they  will  be  awfully- 
disappointed  if  3^ou  don't  come.' 

"  '  I  assure  you,'  says  she,  '  we  will  come  —  if  we  are 
in  company.  I  give  you  my  hand  on  it,'  says  she,  and 
she  put  out  her  hand.  It  was  lovely  and  white,  but  I 
looked  at  it  as  if  'twas  the  devil's  claw ;  but  I  had  to 
take  it  or  walk  the  plank  ;  so  I  did  take  it,  and  —  oh 
Lord,  would  you  believe  it  ?  —  she  gave  mine  such  a 
squeeze ! " 

Leivis.    Gammon ! 

Castor.  I  tell  you  she  gave  my  flipper  the  most  de- 
licious squeeze  you  ever  —  it  was  so  long,  and  soft,  and 
gentle. 

Curtis.  But  what  was  it  for  ? 

Castor.  At  the  time  I  thought  it  was  to  encourage 
me:  for  she  said,  ever  so  softly,  '"You  are  a  brave  man." 
But  more  likely  it  was  to  delude  me  and  put  me  off  my 
guard.  Well,  I  was  for  sheering  off  after  that,  and  I  made 
alow  bow  to  the  "  Malignant."  He  never  got  up,  but  he 
showed  his  little  bit  o'  breeding,  took  the  snake-pipe  out 
of  his  mouth,  and  brought  his  head  slowly  down,  an  inch  a 
minute,  till  he  looked  like  pitch-poling  over  on  to  the 
floor  and  cutting  a  somersault ;  and,  while  he  was  going 
down  and  up  again,  the  lady  said,  "  You  had  better  wait 
a  minute."  It  was  in  a  very  particular  way  she  said  it ; 
and  she  flew  to  a  telegraph,  and  her  white  hands  went 
clicking  at  an  awful  rate  ;  and  I  cannot  get  it  out  of  my 
head  tliat  if  those  white  hands  hadn't  worked  those 
wires,  I  should  have  been  cut  in  pieces  at  the  cabin  door. 
Not  that  I  cared  so  very  much  for  that.  /  had  my  little 
plan.  However,  she  left  off  clicking  just  as  that  old 
picture  got  his  figure-head  above  his  bows  again  ;  so  I 
made  my  bow  to  'em  both,  and  sheered  off ;  and  blest  if 
that  elderly  officer  does  not  meet  me  at  the  door,  and 
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march  before  me  to  the  quarter-deck  ;  and  there's  an- 
other officer  hailing  my  boat ;  and  there  were  fine  scarlet 
silk  side-ropes  fixed,  and  two  men  standing  by  them. 
So  I  came  away  in  state.  But  I'm  no  wiser  than  I  went. 
"Whether  it  is  an  Eastern  prince  out  on  pleasure,  or  a 
first-class  pirate,  I  don't  know.  I  hope  you  will  order 
a  tip-top  breakfast,  captain,  for  the  honor  of  the  shij) ; 
lobster  curry,  for  one  thing ;  and  sharpen  cutlasses  and 
clean  small-arms,  and  borrow  all  Mr.  Greaves's  revolvers  ; 
he  is  taking  out  quite  a  cargo  of  'em :  and  that  reminds 
me  I  forgot  to  tell  you  what  my  little  plan  was  that 
made  me  so  saucy.  I  borrowed  one  of  Greaves's  six- 
shooters —  here  it  is  —  and  at  the  first  sign  of  treachery 
I  wasn't  going  to  waste  powder,  but  just  cut  back  and 
kill  the  "  Malignant  "  and  the  "  Corsair's  bride  ;  "  for  I 
argued  they  wouldn't  have  a  successor  ready,  and  ten  to 
one  they  would  have  a  quarrel  who  was  to  take  the  com- 
mand; so  that  would  save  our  hooker  at  the  expense  of 
one  hand,  and  him  a  bachelor.  Nobody  minds  a  bachelor 
getting  snuffed  out. 

XJpoxi  Mr.  Castor  revealing  his  little  plan,  the  other 
officers  insisted  on  shaking  hands  with  him.  At  which 
he  stared,  but  consented  heartily  ;  and  finding  himself 
in  such  unexpected  favor,  repeated  his  advice.  '"'Pre- 
pare an  excellent  breakfast  for  to-morrow,  and  grind 
cutlasses,  and  load  the  guns  with  grape,  and  get  all  the 
small-arms  loaded,  especially  revolvers  ;  for,"  said  Castor, 
"I  think  they  mean  to  board  us  to-night,  cut  all  our 
throats,  ravish  the  women,  and  scuttle  the  craft,  when 
they  have  rifled  her  ;  but  if  they  don't,  I'm  sure  they 
will  come  to  breakfast.  She  gave  me  her  hand  on  that, 
and  the  turbaned  Turk  nodded  his  thundering  old  piratical 
figure-head." 

The  other  officers  agreed  with  him  that  the  ship  would 
probably  be  attacked  that  night,  and  all  possible  prepa- 
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rations  were  made  for  her  defence.  They  barred  the 
ports  on  the  main  deck,  charged  the  cannon  with  grape, 
armed  the  Lascars  with  ci;tlasses,  and  tlie  white  men 
with  muskets  as  well,  and  the  officers  and  the  boatswain 
with  cutlasses  and  revolvers. 

The  sun  set,  and  all  was  now  grim  expectation  and 
anxiety.  No  watch  was  called,  for  the  whole  crew  was 
the  watch. 

The  moon  came  out,  and  showed  the  cutter,  like  a 
black  snake,  lying  abominably  near. 

Hour  after  hour  dragged  by  in  chill  suspense.  Each 
bell,  as  it  was  struck,  rung  like  a  solemn  knell. 

JMidnight  came  and  passed.    Morning  approached. 

The  best  time  for  attacking  seemed  to  have  passed. 

Fears  began  to  lessen  —  hopes  to  glow. 

The  elastic  Castor  began  to  transfer  his  whole  anxiety 
to  the  cook  and  his  mate,  standing  firm  to  his  theory 
that  the  Corsair  and  his  bride  wovild  come  to  break- 
fast if  they  did  not  attack  the  ship  that  night.  The 
captain  pooh-poohed  this;  and  indeed  Castor  persuaded 
nobody  but  the  cook.  Him  he  so  flattered  about  his 
fish  patties  and  lobster  curries,  etc.,  that  he  believed 
anything. 

Day  broke,  and  the  ship's  company  and  officers 
breathed  freely.  Some  turned  in.  But  still  the  schooner 
was  closely  watched  by  many  ej^es  and  deck  glasses,  and 
keenly  suspected. 

Soon  after  eight  bells  there  was  a  movement  on  board 
the  schooner,  ami  tliis  was  immediately  reported  b}'  Mr. 
Castor,  then  in  charge  of  the  ship,  to  Captain  Curtis. 
He  came  on  deck  directly. 

"You  are  right,  sir,"  said  he,  handling  his  glass,  "and 
tlu*y  are  lowering  a  boat.  He  is  coming.  And,  by  Jove, 
they  are  rigging  a  whip  !  Tliere's  a  lady.  Mr.  Castor, 
rig  a  whip  on  the  main-yard.    Bear  a  hand  there,  forward. 
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Bosen,  attend  the  side.     Here,  sling  this  chair.     Smart 
now  !  —  they  are  shoving  off." 

Six  able  oarsmen  brought  the  Corsair  and  his  bride, 
with  race-horse  speed,  from  the  schooner  to  the  ship. 

But  there  were  smart  fellows  on  board  the  Phoebe 
too.  There  was  a  shrill  wind  of  the  boatswain's  pipe- 
call,  the  side  was  promptly  manned,  the  chair  lowered 
into  the  schooner's  boat  as  she  came  alongside,  and 
gently  hoisted,  with  the  lady  in  it,  and  she  was  landed 
on  the  deck  of  the  Phoebe. 

She  had  a  thick  veil  on. 

The  commander  of  the  schooner  drew  up  beside  her, 
and  Captain  Curtis  came  forward,  and  the  two  command- 
ers off  hats  and  bowed. 

The  captain  of  the  schooner  was  now  gorgeous  in  a 
beautiful  light-blue  uniform,  the  cloth  glossy  as  velvet 
and  heavy  with  silver,  as  was  also  his  cap. 

The  captain  led  the  way  to  the  cabin.  His  guests 
followed.  The  ladies  were  duly  informed,  and  dropped 
in  one  after  another.  Then  the  Corsair's  bride  removed 
her  veil,  and  revealed  a  truly  beautiful  woman,  in  the 
prime  of  youth,  with  a  divine  complexion,  and  eyes 
almost  purple,  so  deep  was  their  blue. 

Captain  Curtis  seated  this  dazzling  creature  to  his 
right,  and,  to  the  surprise  of  the  company,  her  companion 
immediately  seated  himself  on  her  other  side.  The 
ladies  looked  at  each  other  and  smiled,  as  much  as  to 
say,  "  He  is  jealous  —  and  no  great  wonder."  However, 
they  talked  to  her  across  the  body  of  her  lord,  and  she 
to  them,  and  she  was  a  most  piquant  addition  to  the 
table,  and  full  of  spirit.  She  seemed  devoted  to  her 
companion. 

For  all  that  she  had  a  letter  in  her  pocket,  which  she 
intended  to  confide  to  one  of  those  ladies  she  had  never 
seen  before  in  all  her  life;  and  she  was   now  quietly 
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examining  their  faces  and  judging  their  voices,  as  she 
conversed  with  them,  merely  to  make  the  best  selection 
of  a  confidante  she  could. 

The  breakfast  did  honor  to  the  ship,  and  the  Corsair 
praised  the  lobster  curry,  and  made  himself  very  agree- 
able all  round. 

Presently  one  of  the  ladies  said  to  Mr.  Castor,  "But 
where  is  Mr.  Greaves  ?  "  Castor  told  her  he  had  been 
disabled  by  a  shot  a  lubbei'ly  gunner  had  dropped  on  his 
foot,  and  was  confined  to  his  cabin. 

"  Oh,  dear,"  said  the  lady  ;  "  poor  Mr.  Greaves !  How 
unlucky  he  is  ! " 

"  Is  it  one  of  your  officers  ?  "  asked  the  strange  lady 
quietly, 

"  No,  ma'am,  he  is  a  Queen's  officer,  lieutenant  of  the 
Centaur,  going  out  with  us  as  passenger." 

Then  the  lady  changed  color,  but  said  nothing,  and 
speedily  turned  the  conversation  ;  but  the  Corsair  looked 
black  as  thunder,  and  became  rather  silent  all  of  a 
sudden. 

The  ladies  rose,  and  invited  the  fair  stranger  to  go 
with  them. 

"  Please  excuse  her,"  said  the  Corsair,  in  a  civil  but 
commanding  tone. 

She  seemed  indifferent. 

Soon  after  this  an  officer  came  in,  and  said,  joyfully, 
"Wind  from  the  wor'-west." 

"  Ah  ! "  said  the  stranger ;  "  then  we  must  leave  you, 
sir.     Come  on  deck,  dear." 

When  they  got  on  deck  the  lady  said,  rather  pettishly, 
"Wind?  I  feel  no  wind."  Thereupon  Mr.  Castor 
pointed  out  to  her  a  dark  blue  line,  about  eight  miles  off, 
on  the  pale  blue  water. 

"  Oh,"  said  slie,  ''  tliat  is  wind,  is  it  ?  " 

"  Yes,  ma'am,  and  a  good  breeze  too ;  it  will  be  here  in 
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twenty  minutes.  Why,  your  boat  is  gone  !  Never  mind, 
we  will  take  you." 

"  By  all  means,"  said  slie,  aloud ;  then,  as  she  turned 
from  him,  she  said,  in  a  swift  whisper,  "  Sit  near  me  in 
the  boat ;  I've  something  for  you." 

Now  this  conversation  passed  at  the  head  of  the 
companion-ladder,  and  Greaves  heard  the  lady's  voice, 
though  not  the  words.  He  started  violently,  huddled  on 
his  clothes,  and  Avould  have  hobbled  on  deck  ;  but  the 
boat  was  brought  alongside  in  full  view  from  the  port 
window  of  his  cabin.  He  heard  her  grate  the  ship's 
side,  and  opened  the  window  just  as  the  lady  was 
lowered  into  the  boat.  The  chair  was  hoisted.  The 
lady,  with  her  veil  down  as  she  had  come,  took  her  seat 
on  the  stern  thwart  beside  her  companion,  Castor  sitting 
at  the  helm. 

"  Shove  off  ! "  was  the  word. 

Then,  as  they  turned  the  boat's  head  round,  the  lady, 
who  had  seen  Greaves  through  her  veil,  and  had  time  to 
recognize  him  in  spite  of  his  beard,  lifted  her  veil  for 
one  moment,  and  showed  him  the  face  of  Ellen  Ap  Rice 
—  that  face  he  had  loved  so  well,  and  suffered  so  cruelly 
for  loving  it.  That  face  was  now  pale  and  eloquent 
beyond  the  power  of  words.  There  was  self-reproach,  a 
prayer  for  forgiveness,  and,  stranger  still,  a  prayer  to 
that  injured  friend  — for  help. 
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PAET  III. 

The  boat  proceeded  on  her  way.  Ellen  pointed  to 
windward  and  said,  "  See,  Edward,  the  dark  line  is  ever 
so  much  nearer  us." 

Laxton  turned  his  head  to  windward  directly,  and 
some  remarks  passed  between  him  and  Castor. 

Ellen  had  counted  on  this ;  she  availed  herself  of  it 
to  whip  a  letter  out  of  her  pocket,  and  write  in  pencil 
an  address  upon  the  envelope.  This  she  did  under  a 
shawl  upon  her  lap.  Then  she  kept  quiet  and  waited  an 
opportunity  to  do  something  more  dangerous. 

But  none  came ;  Laxton  sat  square  with  her,  and 
could  see  every  open  movement  of  her  hand. 

They  were  within  ten  yards  of  the  schooner,  and  the 
side  manned  to  receive  them. 

Just  then  Laxton  stood  up  and  cried  out,  "  Forward 
there  !     Stand  by  to  loose  the  jib." 

The  moment  he  stood  up,  Mrs.  Laxton  whipped  the 
letter  out  from  under  her  shawl  and  held  it  by  her  left 
side,  but  a  little  behind  her,  where  nobody  could  see  it 
except  Castor.  She  shook  it  in  her  fingers  very  elo- 
quently to  make  that  officer  observe  it ;  then  she  leaned 
a  little  back  and  held  it  toward  him,  but,  with  female 
adroitness,  turned  it  outward  in  her  hand,  so  that  not 
one  of  the  many  eyes  in  the  boat  could  see  it. 

A  moment  of  agony,  and  then  she  felt  fingers  much 
larger  and  harder  than  hers  take  it  quietl}^  and  convey 
it  stealthily  away.  Her  panting  bosom  relieved  itself 
of  a  sigh. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  "  said  the  watclif  al  Laxton. 

"  The  matter  ?    Nothing,"  said  she. 

"  I  liopc,"  .said  he,  "you  are  not  sorry  to  reluni  to  our 
humble  craft." 
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"I  have  seen  none  to  compare  with  her,"  said  she, 
fencing  boldly,  but  trembling  to  herself. 

The  next  moment  she  was  on  board  the  schooner,  and 
waited  to  see  the  boat  off,  and  also  to  learn,  if  possible, 
whether  Castor  had  her  letter  all  safe,  and  would  take 
it  to  its  address. 

To  her  consternation  she  heard  Laxton  invite  Castor 
to  come  on  board  a  moment. 

She  tried  to  catch  Castor's  eye,  and  warn  him  to  do 
nothing  of  the  kind. 

But  the  light-hearted  officer  assented  at  once,  and  was 
on  the  quarter-deck  next  moment. 

Laxton  waved  the  others  to  fall  back ;  but  Ellen 
would  not  leave  them  together :  she  was  too  apprehen- 
sive, knowing  what  she  had  just  done. 

"I  have  not  the  honor  of  knowing  your  name,  sir; 
mine  is  Edward  Laxton." 

"  Mine  is  Dick  Castor,  sir,  at  your  service  —  and  yours, 
ma'am."  And  he  took  this  fair  opportunity,  and  gave 
Ellen  a  look  that  made  her  cheeks  burn,  for  it  said 
plainly,  "  Your  letter  is  in  safe  hands." 

"  Well,  Mr.  Castor,"  said  Laxton,  "  you  are  the  sort  I 
want  on  board  this  scliooner ;  you  are  a  man  of  nerve. 
Now  I  have  never  had  a  sailing-master  yet,  because  I 
don't  need  one  —  I  am  an  enthusiast  in  navigation,  have 
studied  it  for  years,  theoretically  and  practically  —  but 
I  want  a  first  lieutenant,  a  man  with  nerve.  What  do 
you  say,  now  ?  Five  hundred  a  year,  and  a  swell 
uniform." 

''Well,  sir,  the  duds  don't  tempt  me;  but  the  pay  is 
very  handsome,  and  the  craft  is  a  beauty." 

Laxton  bowed  ceremoniously.  "  Let  me  add,"  said  he, 
gravely,  "  that  she  is  the  forerunner  of  many  such  vessels. 
At  present,  I  believe,  she  is  the  only  armed  yacht  afloat; 
but,  looking  at  the  aspect  of  Europe,  we  may  reasonably 
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hope  some  nice  little  war  or  other  will  spring  up :  then 
the  Rover  can  play  an  honorable  and,  indeed,  a  lucra- 
tive part.  My  first  lieutenant's  prize-money  will  not  be 
less,  I  should  imagine,  than  twenty  thousand  a  year ; 
an  agreeable  addition  to  his  pay,  sir." 

"Delightful!"  said  Castor.  "But  they  sometimes 
hang  a  privateer  at  the  yard-arm ;  so  I  should  be  quite 
contented  with  my  little  five  hundred  and  peaceful 
times." 

"Well,  then,  tell  'em  to  sheer  off,  and  fetch  your  traps." 

"Yes,  do,  Mr.  Castor,"  said  Ellen.  "You  can  send  a 
line  to  explain."  That  was  to  get  her  own  letter  deliv- 
ered, the  sly  thing. 

Castor  shook  his  head.  "  Sorry  to  disoblige  you, 
ma'am,  and  to  refuse  you,  sir ;  but  things  can't  be  done 
that  way.  A  seaman  must  not  desert  his  ship  on  her 
voyage.  Catch  me  in  port  and  make  the  same  offer,  I'll 
jump  mast-high  at  it." 

"  Well,"  said  Laxton,  "  what  port  are  you  to  be  caught 
in  ?  " 

"Why,  it  must  be  London  or  Hong-Kong.  I  shall  be 
three  months  at  IIong-Kong." 

Laxton  said  he  had  not  intended  to  cruise  so  far  west 
as  that,  but  he  would  take  a  note  of  it.  "  You  are  worth 
going  a  little  out  of  the  way  for,"  said  he. 

While  he  was  making  his  note,  "bang"  went  a  gun 
from  the  Phoebe,  and  she  was  seen  hoisting  sail  with 
great  rapidity  ;  her  rigging  swarmed  with  men. 

"  There,  that's  for  us,"  said  Castor. 

"No  hurry,  sir,"  said  Laxton;  "he  is  going  to  tack 
instead  of  veering ;  she'll  hang  in  the  wind  for  half  an 
hour.  Forward  there  —  hoist  the  flying-jib  and  the 
foretopsel.  Helm  aweather !  Veer  the  ship.  Mr.  Cas- 
tor, bid  your  men  hold  on.  We  must  not  part  without 
0.  friendly  glass." 
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"  Oh,  no,"  said  Ellen.     "  I  will  order  it." 

Some  of  the  prime  Madeira  was  immediately  brought 
on  deck ;  and,  while  they  were  all  three  drinking  to 
each  other,  the  impatient  Phoebe  fired  another  gun. 
But'  Castor  took  it  coolly ;  he  knew  Laxton  was  right, 
and  the  ship  could  not  come  round  on  the  port  tack  in 
a  hurry.  He  drank  his  second  glass,  shook  hands  with 
Laxton,  and  then  with  Mrs.  Laxton,  received  once  more 
an  eloquent  pressure  of  her  soft  hand,  and  this  time 
returned  it  to  give  her  confidence,  and  looked  courage 
into  her  eyes,  that  met  his  anxiously.  Then  he  put  off ; 
and  though  the  Pho3be  was  now  nearly  a  mile  off,  he 
easily  ran  alongside  her  before  she  paid  off  and  got  her 
head  before  the  wind. 

His  mind  was  in  a  troubled  state.  He  was  dying  to 
know  what  this  lovely  woman,  who  had  fallen  in  love 
with  him  so  suddenly,  had  written  to  him.  But  he 
would  not  open  it  right  in  sight  of  the  schooner,  and  so 
many  eyes.     He  was  a  very  loyal  fellow. 

At  a  good  distance  he  took  it  carefully  out,  and  his 
countenance  fell ;  for  the  letter  was  sealed  and  addressed : 

"Lieut.  Greaves,  R.N." 

Here  was  a  disappointment,  and  a  blow  to  the  little 
amorous  romance  which  Mr.  Castor,  who,  among  his 
other  good  qualities,  was  inflammable  as  tinder,  had 
been  constructing  ever  since  the  Corsair's  bride  first 
drank  to  him  and  pressed  his  hand. 

He  made  a  terribly  wry  face,  looking  at  the  letter : 
but  he  said  to  himself,  with  a  little  grunt,  "  Well,  there's 
nothing  lost  that  a  friend  gets." 

As  soon  as  he  had  boarded  the  Phoebe,  and  seen  the 
boat  replaced  on  the  davits,  the  good-natured  fellow  ran 
down  to  Greaves's  cabin  and  found  him  sitting  dejected, 
with  his  head  down. 
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"Cheer  up,  Mr.  Greaves,"  cries  Castor;  "luck  is 
chauged.  Here  is  a  fair  wind,  and  every  rag  set,  and 
the  loveliest  woman  I  ever  clapped  eyes  on  has  been 
and  written  you  a  letter,  and  there  it  is." 

"  It  is  from  her !  "  cried  Greaves,  and  began  to'  open 
it  all  in  a  tremble.  "She  is'  in  trouble.  Castor  —  I  saw 
it  in  her  face." 

"  Trouble  !  not  she.  Schooner  A  1,  and  money  in  both 
pockets." 

"Trouble,  I  tell  you,  and  great  trouble,  or  she  would 
never  have  written  to  me."  By  this  time  he  had  opened 
the  letter  and  was  busied  in  the  contents.  "  It  wasn't 
to  me  she  wrote,"  he  sighed.  "  How  could  it  be  ?  "  He 
read  it  through  and  then  handed  it  to  Castor. 

The  letter  ran  thus  :  — 

"  I  have  written  tliis  in  liopes  I  may  be  able  to  give  it  to 
some  lady  on  board  the  PlicKbe  or  to  one  of  the  officers,  and 
that  something  may  be  done  to  rescue  me,  and  prevent  some 
terrible  misfortune. 

"My  husband  is  a  madman!  It  is  his  mania  to  pass  for  a 
])irate  and  frigliten  unarmed  vcissels.  Only  last  week  we  fell 
in  with  a  Dutch  l)rig,  and  he  hoisted  a  black  tiag  with  a  white 
death's-head  and  cross-bones,  and  fired  a  shot  across  the 
Dutehman's  bows.  The  Diitehman  hove  to  directly,  but  took 
to  his  boats.  Then  ]\Ir.  Laxton  thought  he  had  done  enough, 
so  he  fired  a  gun  to  leeward  in  token  of  amity ;  but  the  ])oor 
Dutchman  did  not  understand,  and  the  crew  pulled  their  l>oats 
toward  Java  Head,  full  ten  miles  off,  and  abandoned  their 
ship.  T  told  him  it  w;is  too  cruel ;  but  lu;  spoke  quite  harshly 
to  rac,  and  said  that  lubbers  who  didn't  know  the  meaning  of 
a  gun  to  leeward  had  no  business  afloat.  All  I  could  ))ersuade 
him  to  was  to  sail  quite  away,  and  let  the  poor  Dutchmen  see 
they  could  eome  back  to  their  ship.  She  coidd  not  fly  from 
llicni,  because  she  was  hove  to. 

"II(;  tried  this  experiment  on  the  I'ha^be,  and  got  the 
men  to  jf)in  him  in  it.  He  told  me  every  word  I  was  to  say  to 
the  oflicer.     'l"he  three  who   were  put  in  irons  had  a  guinea 
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apiece  for  it  and  double  grog.  He  only  left  oflf  because  the 
officer  who  came  on  board  was  such  a  brave  man  and  won  his 
respect  directly;  for  he  is  as  brave  as  a  lion  himself.  And 
that  is  the  worst  of  it;  if  a  frigate  caught  him  playing  the 
pirate  and  fired  at  him,  he  would  be  sure  to  fire  back  and 
court  destruction. 

"  His  very  crew  are  so  attached  to  him,  and  so  highly  paid 

—  for  he  is  extremely  rich  —  and  sailors  are  so  reckless,  that 
I  am  afraid  they  would  fight  almost  anybody  sit  a  distance. 
But  I  think  if  they  saw  an  ofiicer  on  board  in  his  uniform,  and 
he  spoke  to  them,  they  would  come  to  their  senses,  because 
they  ai-e  many  of  them  men-of-wai-'s  men.  But,  indeed.  I  fear 
he  bribed  some  of  them  out  of  the  Queen's  ships ;  and  I  don't 
know  what  those  men  might  not  do,  because  they  are  deserters. 

"  It  is  my  hope  and  prayer  that  the  captain  and  officers  of 
the  Phoebe  will,  all  of  them,  tell  a  great  many  other  captains 

—  especially  of  armed  vessels  —  not  to  take  the  Rover  for  a 
real  pirate  and  fire  on  him,  but  to  come  on  board  and  put  him 
under  reasonable  restraint,  for  his  own  sake  and  that  of  others 
at  sea. 

"As  for  myself,  I  believe  my  own  life  is  hardly  safe.  He 
has  fits  of  violence  which  he  cannot  help,  poor  fellow,  and  is 
very  sorry  for  afterward  ;  but  they  are  becoming  more  frequent, 
and  he  is  getting  worse  in  every  way. 

"  But  it  is  not  for  myself  I  write  these  lines,  so  much  as  to 
prevent  wholesale  mischief.  I  behaved  ill  in  marrying  him, 
and  must  take  my  chance,  and  perhaps  pay  my  penal t3\ 

"Ellen  Laxton." 

"  Well,  Castor,"  said  Greaves  eagerly,  "  what  shall  we 
do  ?  Will  the  captain  let  you  take  volunteers  and  board 
her  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not !  Why,  here's  a  fair  wind,  and  stun- 
sels  set  to  catch  every  puff." 

"  For  heaven's  sake  take  him  her  letter  and  try  him  ! " 

"  I'll  do  that ;  but  it  is  no  use." 

He  took  the  letter,  and  soon  came  back  with  a  reply 
that   Captain  Curtis   sympathized   with   the   lady,   and 
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would  make  the  case  known  to  every  master  in  his 
service. 

''  And  that  is  all  he  is  game  for  ! "  said  Greaves  con- 
temptuously. "■  Castor,  lend  me  your  arm  ;  I  can  hobble 
on  deck  well  enough." 

He  got  on  deck,  and  the  schooner  was  three  miles  to 
leeward  and  full  a  mile  astern,  with  nothing  set  but  her 
topsails  and  flying  jib. 

Greaves  groaned  aloud.  "  He  means  to  part  company ; 
we  shall  never  see  her  again."  He  groaned  and  went 
down  to  his  cabin  again. 

He  was  mistaken.  Laxton  was  only  giving  the  ship 
a  start  in  order  to  try  rates  of  sailing.  He  set  his  mag- 
nificent mainsail  and  foresail  and  main  jib,  and  came  up 
with  the  ship  hand  over  head,  the  moderate  breeze 
giving  him  an  advantage. 

Castor  did  not  tell  Greaves,  for  he  thought  it  would 
only  put  him  in  a  passion  and  do  no  good. 

So  the  first  intimation  Greaves  got  was  at  about  4  p.m. 
He  was  seated  in  deep  sorrow  copying  his  lost  sweet- 
heart's letter,  in  order  to  carry  out  her  wishes,  when  the 
shadow  of  an  enormous  jibsail  fell  on  his  paper.  He 
looked  up,  and  saw  the  schooner  gliding  majestically 
alongside,  within  pistol-shot. 

He  flew  on  deck,  in  spite  of  his  lame  foot,  and  made 
the  wildest  propositions.  He  wanted  a  broadside  fired 
at  the  schooner's  masts  to  disable  her ;  wanted  Captain 
Curtis  to  take  the  wind  out  of  her  sails  and  run  on  to 
her,  grapjile  her  and  board  her. 

To  all  this,  as  might  be  supposed,  Captain  Curtis 
turned  a  deaf  ear. 

**  Interfere  with  violence  between  man  and  wife,  sir  ! 
Do  you  think  I  am  as  mad  as  he  is  ?  Attack  a  com- 
mander who  has  just  breakfasted  with  me,  merely  be- 
cause he  has  got  a  tile  loose  !     I'ray  compose  yourself, 
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Mr.  Greaves,  and  don't  talk  nonsense.  I  shall  keep 
my  course  and  take  no  notice  of  his  capers.  And,  Mr. 
Greaves,  I  am  sorry  for  you  :  you  are  out  of  luck  —  but 
every  dog  has  his  day.  Be  patient,  man,  for  God's  sake  ! 
and  remember  you  serve  Her  Majesty,  and  should  be  the 
last  to  defy  the  law.     You  should  set  an  example,  sir." 

This  brought  that  excellent  officer  to  his  bearings,  and 
he  sat  down  all  of  a  heap  and  was  silent,  but  tears  of 
agony  came  out  of  his  eyes ;  and  presently  something 
occurred  that  made  him  start  up  in  fury  again. 

For  Laxton's  quick  eye  had  noticed  him  and  his  wild 
appeals,  and  he  sent  down  for  Mrs.  Laxton.  When  she 
came  up  he  said,  "  My  dear,  there's  a  gentleman  on  deck 
who  did  not  breakfast  with  us.  There  he  sits,  abaft  the 
mainmast,  looking  daggers  at  us.     Do  you  know  him  ?  " 

Ellen  started. 

"  Ah,  you  do  know  him.     Tell  me  his  name." 

"His  name  is  Arthur  Greaves." 

"What,  the  same  that  was  spoony  on  you  when  I 
sailed  into  Tenby  Harbor  ?  " 

"Yes,  yes.  Pray,  spare  me  the  sight  of  the  man  I 
wronged  so  wickedly." 

"  Spare  you  the  sight,  you  lying  devil !  Why,  you 
raised  your  veil  to  see  him  the  better."  With  these 
words  he  caught  her  hastily  round  the  waist  with  his 
powerful  arm,  and  held  her  in  that  affectionate  position 
while  he  made  his  ironical  adieus  to  the  ship  he  was 
outsailing. 

During  the  above  dialogue,  the  schooner  being  directly 
under  the  ship's  lee,  the  wind  was  taken  out  of  the 
swifter  craft's  sails,  and  the  two  vessels  hung  together 
a  minute;  but  soon  the  schooner  forged  ahead,  and 
glided  gradually  away,  steering  a  more  southerly  course ; 
and  still  those  two  figures  were  seen  interlaced  upon  her 
deck,  in  spite  of  the  lady's  letter  in  Greaves's  possession. 
29 
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"The  hell  of  impotence,"  says  an  old  writer.  Poor 
Greaves  suffered  that  hell  all  the 'time  the  schooner  ran 
alongside  the  ship,  and  nobody  would  help  him  board 
her,  or  grapple  her,  or  sink  her.  Then  was  added  the 
hell  of  jealousy ;  his  eyes  were  blasted  and  his  soul 
sickened  with  the  actual  picture  of  his  old  sweetheart 
embraced  by  her  lord  and  master  before  all  the  world. 
He  had  her  letter,  addressed  (though  not  written)  to 
him  ;  but  Laxton  had  her,  and  the  picture  of  possession 
was  public.  Greaves  shook  his  fist  at  him  with  impotent 
fury,  howled  impotent  curses  at  him,  that  everybody 
heard,  even  the  ladies,  who  had  come  on  deck  well 
pleased,  seeing  only  the  surface  of  things,  and  were  all 
aghast  when  Greaves  came  up  all  of  a  sudden,  and  stormed 
tind  raged  at  what  to  them  was  that  pretty  ship  and 
justly  affectionate  commander  ;  still  more  aghast  when 
all  this  torrent  came  to  a  climax,  and  the  strong  man  fell 
down  in  a  fit,  and  was  carried,  gnashing  and  foaming  and 
insensible,  to  his  cabin. 

On  board  the  schooner  all  was  not  so  rosy  as  it  looked. 
Mrs.  Laxton,  quietly  imprisoned  by  an  iron  hand,  and 
forced  into  a  pictorial  attitude  of  affection  quite  out  of 
character  with  her  real  sentiments  —  which  at  that  mo- 
ment were  fear,  repugnance,  remorse,  and  shame  —  quiv- 
ered and  writhed  in  that  velvet-iron  embrace  :  her  cheeks 
were  red,  at  first,  with  burning  blushes ;  but  by  degrees 
they  became  very  pale  ;  her  lips  quivered,  and  lost  all 
color ;  and,  soon  after  Greaves  was  carried  below,  her 
body  began  to  collapse,  and  at  last  she  was  evidently 
about  to  faint ;  but  lier  cliangeable  husband  looked  in 
her  face,  uttered  a  cry  of  dismay,  and  supported  her, 
with  a  world  of  tenderness,  into  the  cabin,  and  laying 
her  on  a  sofa,  recovered  her  with  all  the  usual  expedients, 
and  then  soothed  lier  with  the  tenderest  expressions  of 
solicitude  and  devotion. 
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It  was  not  the  first  time  his  tyranny  had  ended  in 
adoration  and  tenderness.  The  couple  had  shed  many 
tears  of  reconciliation  ;  but  the  finest  fabric  wears  out  in 
time  ;  and  the  blessed  shade  of  Lord  Byron  must  forgive 
me  if  I  declare  that  even  "Pique  her  and  soothe  by 
turns  "  may  lose  its  charm  by  what  Shakespeare  calls, 
"  damnable  iteration."  The  reader,  indeed,  might  gather 
as  much  from  Mrs.  Laxton's  reply  to  her  husband's  gush- 
ing tenderness.     "  There  —  there  —  I  know  you  love  me 

—  in  your  way ;  and,  if  you  do,  please  leave  me  in  peace, 
for  I  am  quite  worn  out." 

"  Queen  of  my  soul,  your  lightest  word  is  a  command," 
said  the  now  chivalrous  spouse ;  impressed  a  delicate 
kiss  upon  her  brow,  and  retired  backward  with  a  gaze 
of  veneration,  as  from  the  presence  of  his  sovereign. 

This  sentiment  of  excessive  veneration  did  not,  how- 
ever, last  twenty-four  hours.  He  thought  the  matter 
over,  and  early  next  morning  he  brought  a  paint-pot 
into  the  cabin,  and  having  stirred  some  of  his  wife's 
mille-fleur  into  it  proceeded  to  draw  and  then  paint  a 
certain  word  over  a  small  cupboard  or  locker  in  the  state 
cabin. 

Mrs.  Laxton  came  in,  and  found  him  so  employed. 
"What  a  horrid  smell !  "  said  she  pettishly.     "  Paint !  " 

"  "What,  do  you  smell  it  ?  "  said  he,  in  a  humble,  apol- 
ogetic tone.  "  I  thought  I  had  succeeded  in  disguising  it 
with  something  more  agreeable  to  the  nostrils  of  beauty 

—  the  essence  of  a  thousand  flowers." 

"  You  have  not,  then  ;  and  what  aj-e  you  doing  ?  " 

"  Painting   a  word  on  this  locker.     A  salutary  word. 

Behold,  queen  of  this  ship  and  your  husband's  heart ! " 

and   he  showed  her  the  word  "  Discipline  "  beautifully 

written  in  large  letters  and  in  an  arch. 

She  began  to  quake  a  little  ;  but  being  high-spirited, 

she  said,  "  Yes,  it  is  a  salutary  word,  and  if  it  had  been 
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applied  to  you  when  a  boy,  it  would  be  all  the  better  for 
you  now  —  and  for  me  too." 

"  It  would,"  said  he  gravely.  "  But  /  had  no  true 
friend  to  correct  the  little  faults  of  youth.  You  have. 
You  have  a  husband,  who  knows  how  to  sail  a  woman. 
'  Suaviter  in  modo,  fortiter  in  re,'  that's  the  rule,  when 
one  is  blessed,  and  honored,  and  tormented  with  the 
charge  of  capricious  beauty." 

Then  Mrs.  Laxton  took  fright,  and  said,  cajolingly, 
she  really  believed  he  was  the  wisest  man  upon  the 
seas. 

As  he  was,  at  all  events,  one  of  the  vainest,  this  so 
gratified  him  that  no  further  allusion  to  her  faults  was 
made  that  day. 

The  next  morning  two  sailors  had  a  fight  for  the  affec- 
tions of  Susan  Tucker,  j\Irs.  Laxton's  Welsh  maid,  whom 
he  had  made  her  color  and  rig  out  as  Zulema,  in  that  lit- 
tle comedy  of  Castor. 

Thereupon  Laxton  complained  to  her,  and  said,  "  I  can- 
not have  the  peace  of  the  vessel  disturbed  by  that  hussy. 
I  shall  discharge  her." 

"  What,  into  the  sea,  dear  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Laxton,  rather 
pertly. 

"  No,  love.  Though  I  don't  see  why  I  shouldn't 
launch  her  in  an  open  boat,  with  a  compass,  and  a  loaf, 
and  a  barrel  of  water,  and  a  bottle  of  hair-oil  —  she  uses 
that,  the  nasty  little  pig.  That  sort  of  thing  has  been 
done,  on  less  provocation,  to  Captain  Blytli,  and  many 
others.  No,  I  shall  fire  across  tlie  bows  of  the  first 
homeward-bound  "  — 

Mrs.  Laxton  uttered  a  loud  sigh  of  dismay. 

"  And  send  that  little  apple  of  discord  back  to  its  own 
orchard  in  South  Wales  — he  !  he  !  he  !  " 

This  was  no  laughing  matter  to  poor  Mrs.  Laxton. 
She  clasped    her   hands.     "  Oh,  Edward,  show  me  some 
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mercy  !  I  have  never  been  without  a  woman  about  me. 
Oh,  pray  don't  let  me  be  alone  in  a  ship,  surrounded  by 
men,  and  not  one  woman  !  " 

"  For  shame,  Ellen  ! "  said  he  severely.  "  You  are  a 
pirate's  bride,  and  must  rise  above  your  sex.  I  devote 
myself  to  your  service  as  lady's-maid.  It  would  be  odd 
indeed  if  a  man  who  can  pass  a  weather  earring,  couldn't 
humble-cum-stumble  a  woman's  stays." 

"  That  is  not  it.  If  she  goes,  my  life  will  not  be 
safe." 

"  Not  safe  !  with  me  to  look  after  it  ?  " 

"  No,  you  villain  !  you  hypocrite  !  If  she  goes,  my  life 
will  not  be  safe  from  ?/om."  She  was  wild  with  anger 
and  fear. 

"  These  are  hard  words,"  said  he  sorrowfully.  Then, 
firmly,  "  I  see  the  time  has  come  for  discipline ;  "  and 
though  his  words  were  wondrous  calm,  he  seized  her  sud- 
denly by  the  nape  of  the  neck.  She  uttered  one  scream  ; 
the  next  he  stopped  with  his  other  hand,  and  she  bit  it 
to  the  bone,  but  he  never  winced.  "  Come,"  said  he, 
"  I'll  use  no  unnecessary  violence.  '  Suaviter  in  modo, 
fortiter  in  re,'  is  the  sailing  order ; "  and  in  a  few 
moments  she  was  bundled,  struggling  violently,  into  the 
locker,  and  the  key  turned  on  her. 

Though  his  hand  bled  freely  he  kept  his  word,  and 
used  no  unnecessary  violence,  provided  you  grant  him,  by 
way  of  postulate,  that  it  was  necessary  to  put  her  into 
that  locker  at  all.  Only,  as  she  fought  and  bit  and 
scratched  and  kicked  and  wriggled  her  very  best,  the 
necessary  violence  was  considerable. 

That  was  her  fault,  not  his,  he  conceived.  He  used  no 
unnecessary  violence.  He  now  got  a  napkin  and  tied  up 
his  hand.  Then  he  took  a  centre-bit  and  bored  holes  in 
the  panelled  door. 

This,  he  informed  his  prisoner,  was  necessary.     "  With 
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out  a  constant  supply  of  fresli  air  you  would  be  uncoro 
fortable  ;  and  your  comfort  is  very  dear  to  me." 

He  then  remarked  that  she  ought  to  have  a  sentinel 
Respect,  as  well  as  safe  custody,  demanded  that ;  and,  as 
he  was  his  own  factotum,  he  would  discharge  that  func- 
tion. Accordingly,  he  marched  past  the  locker,  to  and 
fro,  without  ceasing,  till  there  was  a  knock  at  his  cabin 
door,  and  a  sail  reported  to  leeward. 

"  Homeward  bound  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

''  Then  close  up  with  her,  and  get  my  gig  ready  to 
board  her." 

When  he  came  near  her,  it  proved  to  be  one  of  Mr. 
Green's  tea  ships  ;  so  he  fired  a  gun  to  leeward,  instead 
of  sending  a  shot  across  her  bows;  and  then  he  launched 
his  gig,  with  Susan  blubbering  in  the  stern-sheets,  and 
her  clothes  in  a  hammock. 

The  ship,  for  a  wonder,  condescended  to  slack  her 
main-sheet,  and  the  boat,  being  very  swift,  ran  up  to  her 
astern,  and  the  officer  in  command  of  the  boat  offered 
forty  pounds  for  a  passenger. 

They  happened  to  want  a  female  servant,  and  so  they 
took  her,  with  a  little  grumbling ;  and  she  got  her  fare,  or 
the  greater  portion  of  it,  paid  her  for  wages  at  Southamp- 
ton.    So  I  am  told,  however. 

The  pursuit  and  capture  of  the  ship,  and  the  hoisting 
on  board  of  Susan,  were  all  reported,  during  their  actual 
progress,  with  great  bonhomie,  to  ]\Irs.  Laxton,  through 
her  air-holes,  by  her  spouse  and  sentinel,  and  received 
with  sobbing  and  sullen  tears. 

When  the  boat  came  back,  Laxton  put  on  a  bright  and 
clieerful  air.  "  There,"  said  he  to  his  prisoner,  "  the 
V)one  of  contention  is  gone,  and  peace  is  restored  — 
nautical  peace  and  domestic  peace.     Aren't  you  glad  ?  " 

No  answer. 
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"  Don't  be  sulky,  dear.  That  shows  a  bad  disposition, 
and  calls  for  discipline.  Open  your  mind  to  me.  This 
is  the  cellular  system,  universally  approved.  How  do 
you  find  it  work  ?  How  do  you  feel,  love  ?  A  little  — 
subjugated  —  eh  ?     Tell  the  truth  now." 

"Yes;  quite  subjugated,"  said  a  faint  voice.  "Pray 
let  me  out." 

"  With  pleasure,  dear.  Why  did  you  not  ask  me 
before  ?  " 

He  opened  the  door,  and  there  was  the  poor  woman, 
crouched  in  a  cupboard  that  only  just  held  her,  seated  on 
the  ground  with  her  knees  half-way  to  her  chin.  She 
came  out  with  her  eyes  as  wild  as  any  beast  of  the 
forest  that  had  been  caught  in  a  trap,  and  tottered  to  a 
seat.  She  ran  her  white  hands  recklessly  into  her  hair 
and  rocked  herself.  "  Oh,  my  God  !  "  she  cried.  "  Susan 
gone ;  and  I  am  alone  with  a  madman !  I'm  a  lost 
woman ! " 

Laxton  pitied  her  distress,  and  set  himself  to  cool  her 
fears.  " Don't  talk  like  that,  dearest,"  said  he  ;  "a  little 
discipline  is  wholesome.  What  have  you  to  fear  from  a 
man  whose  sportive  ensign,  no  doubt,  is  a  death's-head 
and  cross-bones  ?  but  his  motto  is  'Suaviter  in  modo, 
fortiter  in  re.'  Look  here ;  here  is  an  ensanguined 
cloth.  Mine  is  the  only  blood  that  has  been  shed  in  our 
little  loving  encounter  ;  the  only  blood  that  ever  shall  be 
shed  between  us,  sweet  tigress  of  my  soul." 

" Forgive  me  !  "  said  she,  trembling  all  over  —  ''I  was 
so  frightened." 

"  Forgive  you,  dearest !  Why,  you  know  a  bite  from 
you  is  sweeter  to  me  than  a  kiss  from  any  other  woman. 
It  was  rapturous.  Bite  me  again,  love ;  scratch  me ; 
beat  me.  Sweet,  darling  Nelly,  teach  a  brute  and 
ruffian  to  dare  to  discipline  his  lovely  queen." 

"  No,  no ;  I  won't  touch  you.     You  don't  love  me.** 


62  THE  JILT:    A   YARN. 

"  Not  love  you  ?  Ah,  cruel  Nelly  !  What  man  ever 
loved  a  woman  as  I  love  you  ?  " 

"Give  me  a  proof  —  some  better  proof  than  locking 
me  up  in  that  horrid  hole." 

"  Any  proof  you  like." 

*•'  Take  me  on  shore.  I'm  not  a  sailor ;  and  I  begin  to 
pine  for  the  land." 

"  Of  course  you  do,"  said  Laxton,  who  was  now  all 
indulgence.  "  Choose  your  land  at  once.  There's 
Australia  to  leeward." 

"  Yes,  six  thousand  miles.  Let  us  go  to  China,  and 
drink  tea  together,  dear,  fresh  gathered." 

"The  desire  is  natural,"  said  Laxton,  like  a  nurse 
making  life  sweet  to  a  refractory  child.  "  I'll  go  on  deck 
and  alter  her  course  directly.  By  the  by,  where  did 
that  Castor  say  I  should  find  him  ?  " 

Thus,  even  in  her  deplorable  condition,  and  just  let  out 
of  prison,  did  a  terrified  but  masterly  woman  manipulate 
her  maniac. 

But  what  she  endured  in  the  course  of  a  very  few  days 
was  enough  to  unhinge  a  lady  for  life.  Laxton  took  to 
brooding,  and  often  passed  liis  hand  over  his  brow  with  a 
weird,  terrified  look.  Then  she  watched  him  with  terror. 
On  deck  he  went  into  furies  about  the  most  trifling 
things,  and  threatened  his  best  seamen  with  the  cat. 

Ellen  could  hear  his  voice  raging  above,  and  sat  trem- 
bling as  his  step  came  down  the  ladder  after  these 
explosions.  But  at  the  cabin  door  he  deposited  violence, 
and  his  mania  took  another  turn.  He  discijilined  her 
every  day,  and  it  seemed  to  cool  him.  She  made  no 
resistance,  and  they  conversed  amicably  on  different  sides 
of  the  prison,  she  admitting  that  discipline  was  good  for 
her  mind. 

After  a  time  she  would  say,  "Edward,  I'm  sorry  to  say 
this  contracted  position  jKiins  my  limbs." 


THE   JILT:    A    YARN.  63 

"  We  must  provide  for  that.  I'll  build  another  yacht, 
with  more  room  in  it  —  for  everything^ 

"Do,  dear;  and,  meantime,  I  am  afraid  I  must  ask  you 
to  let  me  out." 

*'  Oh,  by  all  means.  Everything  must  give  way  to  your 
comfort." 

Unfortunately,  Mr.  Laxton,  as  his  reason  became 
weaker,  set  up  a  spy  ;  and  this  fellow  wormed  out  that 
one  of  the  crew  had  seen  Castor  take  a  letter  on  the  sly 
from  Mrs.  Laxton.  This  upset  his  mind  altogether.  He 
burst  in  upon  her,  looking  fearful.  "  So  you  write  love- 
letters  to  strangers,  do  you  ?  "  he  roared. 

"  No,  no !     Who  dares  say  so  ?  " 

"  Who  dares  deny  it  ?  You  were  seen  to  give  one  to 
that  Castor,  a  man  you  had  only  spoken  to  once,  you 
false-hearted,  adulterous  hussy  ! " 

*'  It  was  only  a  letter  to  my  father." 

"  Liar !  it  was  a  love-letter.  And  that  Greaves  couldn't 
show  his  face  but  you  must  unveil  to  him.  Damnation ! 
There,  you  are  driving  me  mad!  But  you  shall  not 
escape,  nor  your  paramours  elect.  I  know  where  to  find 
them  ;  and  you  I've  got." 

The  poor  creature  began  to  shiver.  "I  am  full  of 
faults,"  she  whimpered.  "Discipline  me,  dear.  You 
will  mend  me  in  time." 

"  No,  Judas ! "  roared  the  madman.  "  I  have  disci- 
plined you  in  vain.  Discipline  !  it  is  wasted  on  such  a 
character.     I  must  try  extinction.^' 

"  What,  would  you  kill  me,  Edward  ?  " 

"  Dead  as  a  herring." 

"  God  have  mercy  on  me  ! " 

"  That's  his  affair ;  mine  is  to  see  that  you  deceive  and 
delude  no  more  able  navigators,  and  drive  them  mad. 
But  don't  you  think  I'm  going  to  shed  your  blood.  I'm 
too   fond  of    you,  traitress  —  viper  —  hussy  —  demon  of 
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deceit !  And  don't  yoii  think  you  shall  die  alone.  No. 
You  shall  perish  with  your  Castor  and  your  Greaves, 
cursed  triumvirate.  I  know  where  to  find  them  both. 
This  very  day  I'll  catch  them,  and  lash  them  to  the 
furniture,  scuttle  my  beloved  schooner  and  set  the  water 
bubbling  slowly  up  till  it  sucks  you  all  three  down  to  the 
bottom.  Sit  down  on  that  ottoman,  if  you  please,  loveliest 
and  wickedest  of  all  God's  creatures." 

"  I  will  not.  I  will  scream  if  you  lay  a  hand  on  me." 
*'In  that  case,"  said  he,  "you  will  drive  me  to  a  thing  I 
detest,  and  that  is  violence."  And  he  drew  out  a  revolver. 
Then  she  put  up  her  qiuvering  hands,  and,  pale  and 
quaking  in  every  limb,  submitted.  She  sat  down  on  the 
ottoman,  and  he  produced  some  gold  cord  and  fine  silk 
cord.  With  the  silk  he  tied  her  hair  most  artistically  to 
the  table,  and  with  the  gold  cord  he  bound  her  hands 
behind  her  back,  and  reduced  her  to  utter  helplessness. 
This  done  with  great  care  and  dexterity,  he  bade  her 
observe,  with  a  sneer,  that  his  revolver  was  not  loaded. 
He  loaded  it  and  another  before  her  eyes,  put  them  in 
his  pocket,  locked  the  cabin,  and  went  on  deck,  leaving 
her  more  dead  than  alive. 


PART   IV. 


All  this  time  the  schooner  had  been  running  thirteen 
knots  an  hour  before  a  south-west  breeze,  and  Laxton 
soon  saw  a  port  under  his  lee,  with  many  ships  at  anchor. 
The  sight  fired  his  poor  brain  ;  he  unfurled  two  black 
pennants  with  a  white  head  and  cross-bones,  one  at  each 
of  his  mast-heads,  and  flew  a  similar  ensign  at  his  main 
])('.:ik,  and  so  stood  in  for  the.  anchorage,  like  a  black  kite 
swooping  into  a  poultry-yard. 
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Greaves  soon  came  to  from  his  fit ;  but  he  had  a  rack- 
ing pain  across  the  brow,  and  the  doctor  dreaded  brain- 
fever.  However,  a  violent  bleeding  relieved  the  sufferer, 
and  Nature,  relenting,  sent  this  much-enduring  man  a 
long,  heavy  sleep,  whence  he  awoke  with  an  even  pulse, 
but  fell  into  a  sullen,  dogged  state  of  mind,  sustained 
only  by  some  vague  and  not  very  reasonable  hope  of 
vengeance. 

But  now  the  ladies  interfered ;  from  one  to  another 
they  had  picked  up  some  of  his  story.  He  was  the 
one  hero  of  romance  in  the  ship ;  and  his  ill-luck,  bodily 
and  mental,  before  their  eyes,  their  hearts  melted  with 
pity,  and  they  came  to  the  rescue.  However  timid  a 
single  lady  may  be,  four  can  find  courage  when  acting  in 
concert.  They  visited  him  in  his  cabin  in  pairs ;  they 
made  him  in  one  day,  by  division  of  labor,  a  fine  cloth 
shoe  for  his  bad  foot ;  they  petted  him,  and  poured  con- 
solation on  him ;  and  one  of  them,  Mrs.  General 
Meredith,  who  had  a  mellow,  sympathetic  voice,  after 
beating  coyly  about  the  bush  a  bit,  wormed  his  whole 
story  out  of  him,  and  instantly  told  it  to  the  others,  and 
they  were  quite  happy  the  rest  of  the  voyage,  having  a 
real  live  love  story  to  talk  over.  Mrs.  Meredith  gave 
him  her  address  at  Hong-Kong,  and  made  him  promise  to 
call  on  her. 

At  last  they  reached  that  port,  and  the  passengers  dis- 
persed. Greaves  went  on  board  the  Centaur,  and  was 
heartily  Avelcomed. 

He  reported  his  arrival  to  the  admiral,  and  fell  at  once 
into  the  routine  of  duty.  He  intended  to  confide  in  his 
good-natured  friend  the  second  mate,  but  was  deterred 
by  hearing  that  a  new  steam-corvette  was  about  to  be 
despatched  to  the  island  to  look  after  pirates.  She  was 
to  be  ready  in  less  than  a  month. 

Nothing  was  more  likely  than  that  the  admiral  would 
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give  the  command  to  his  flag-lieutenant :  indeed,  the 
chances  were  five  to  one.  So  Greaves  said  to  himself, 
"  I'll  hold  my  tongue  about  that  madman,  and  then  if  I 
have  the  good-luck  to  fall  in  with  him,  I  can  pretend 
to  take  him  for  a  pirate,  and  board  him,  and  rescue 
her." 

80  he  held  his  tongue,  and  in  due  course  it  was  noti- 
fied to  him  that  he  was  to  command  the  corvette  as  soon 
as  her  armament  should  be  complete. 

It  did  not  escape  Lieutenant  Greaves  that  the  mad 
cruiser  might  be  cruising  in  Polynesia  while  he  was 
groping  the  Chinese  islands  with  his  corvette.  Still 
there  was  a  chance ;  and  as  it  seemed  the  only  one,  his 
sad  heart  clung  to  it.  In  England,  time  and  a  serious 
malady  had  closed  his  wound ;  but  the  sight  of  Ellen's 
face,  pale  and  unhappy,  and  the  possession  of  her  letter, 
which  proved  that  she  feared  her  husband  more  than  she 
loved  him,  had  opened  his  wound  again,  and  renewed  all 
his  love  and  all  his  pain. 

But  while  he  was  waiting  and  sickening  with  im- 
patience at  the  delays  in  fitting  out  his  corvette  for 
service,  an  incident  occurred  that  struck  all  his  plans 
aside  in  a  moment,  and  taught  him  liow  impossible 
it  is  for  a  man  to  foresee  what  a  single  day  may  bring 
forth. 

Admiral  Ilervey  was  on  the  quarter-deck  of  the  Cen- 
taur, and  a  group  of  his  officers  conversing  to  leeward 
of  him,  at  a  respectful  distance,  when  suddenly  a 
scliooner,  making  for  the  port,  hoisted  a  black  flag  with 
death's-liead  and  cross-bones  at  her  niast-lieads  and  her 
main-peak,  and  came  bowling  in.  She  steered  right  for 
the  Centaur,  just  shaved  her  stern,  ran  on  about  a 
cable's  length,  hove  up  in  the  wind,  and  ancliored  be- 
tween tlie  flagship  and  the  port  she  was  watching. 

It  really  looked  as  if  this  comic  pirate  meant  to  pour 


THE   JILT:    A   YARN.  67 

his  little  broadside  into  the  mighty  Centaur,  and  get 
blown  out  of  the  water  in  a  moment. 

Then  Greaves  began  to  ask  himself  whether  he  was 
right  not  to  tell  the  admiral  all  about  this  vessel.  But 
while  he  hesitated  that  worthy  did  not.  He  grinned  at 
the  absurdity  of  the  thing,  but  he  frowned  at  the  impu- 
dence. "  This  won't  do,"  he  said.  Then,  turning  toward 
his  officers,  "  Lieutenant  Greaves  ! " 

"  Sir." 

"  Take  an  armed  party,  and  bring  the  master  of  that 
schooner  to  me." 

"  Ay,  sir." 

In  a  very  few  minutes  Lieutenant  Greaves,  with  two 
boats  containing  armed  sailors  and  marines,  and  the 
union-jack  flying,  put  off  from  the  Centaur  and  boarded 
the  schooner. 

At  sight  of  his  cocked  hat  the  schooner's  men  slunk 
forward  and  abandoned  their  commander.  He  sat  aft  on 
a  barrel  of  gunpowder,  a  revolver  in  each  hand,  and 
vociferated. 

Greaves  stepped  up  and  fixed  his  eye  on  him.  He 
was  leaving  mad  and  dangerous.  Greaves  ordered  two 
stout  fellows  to  go  round  him  while  he  advanced.  Then, 
still  fixing  his  eye  on  the  maniac,  he  so  mesmerized  him 
that  he  did  not  notice  the  other  assailants.  In  one  mo- 
ment they  pinned  him  behind,  and  Greaves  bounded  on 
him  like  a  cat.  Bang !  bang  !  went  two  shots  ploughing 
the  deck,  and  Lax  ton  was  secured  and  tied,  and  bundled, 
shrieking,  cursing,  and  foaming,  on  board  one  of  the  boats, 
and  taken  to  the  flagship. 

Meantime,  Greaves  stepped  forward  and  said  a  few 
words  to  the  men :  "  Now  then.  Jack,  do  you  want  to 
get  into  trouble  ?  " 

The  men's  caps  went  ofP  in  a  moment.  "  No,  your 
honor  ;  it  ain't  our  fault." 
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"Then  strike  those  ridiculous  colors,  and  fly  your 
union-jack  at  the  main-peak  ;  this  schooner  is  under 
royal  command  for  the  present." 

"  Ay,  ay,  sir." 

This  was  done  in  a  moment,  and  meantime  Greaves 
ran  down  the  companion-ladder,  and  knocked  at  the 
cabin-door. 

No  answer. 

Knocked  again,  and  listened. 

He  heard  a  faint  moan. 

He  drew  back  as  far  as  he  could,  ran  furiously  at  the 
door,  and  gave  it  such  a  tremendous  kick  with  his  sound 
foot  that  the  lock  gave  way  and  the  door  burst  open. 

Then  the  scared  Ellen  saw  a  cocked  hat  in  the  door- 
way, and  the  next  moment  her  old  lover  was  by  her  side, 
untying  her  hair,  and  cutting  the  ligatures  carefully, 
with  tender  ejaculations  of  pity. 

"  Oh,  Arthur  !  "  she  sobbed.  "  Ah  !  go  away  —  he  will 
kill  us  both  !  " 

"  No,  no ;  don't  you  be  frightened.  He  is  under 
arrest;  and  I  command  the  schooner,  by  the  admiral's 
orders.  Don't  tremble  so,  darling ;  it  is  all  over.  Why, 
you  are  under  the  guns  of  the  flagship,  and  you  have  got 
me.  Oh,  my  poor  Ellen !  did  ever  I  think  to  see  you 
used  like  this  ?  " 

80  then  they  had  a  cry  together ;  and  he  said  every- 
thing in  the  world  to  comfort  her. 

But  it  was  not  to  be  done  in  a  moment.  The  bonds 
were  gone,  but  the  outrage  remained.  "  I  want  a 
woman,"  she  cried,  and  hid  her  face.  "  Arthur,  bring  me 
a  woman." 

"  That  I  will,"  said  he  ;  and,  seeing  paper  and  enve- 
lopes on  a  table,  he  daslicd  off  a  line  to  the  admiral :  — 

"  Lady  on  board  tlio  schooner  in  groat  distress.  May  I  send 
her  lushorc  txj  female  friends  ?  " 
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He  sent  the  remaining  boat  off  with  this,  and  the 
answer  came  back  directly:  — 

"  Act  according  to  your  discretion.     You  can  go  ashore." 

As  soon  as  he  got  this  he  told  Mrs.  Laxton  he  would 
take  her  to  Mrs.  General  Meredith,  or  invite  that  lady 
on  board. 

Mrs.  Laxton  said  she  felt  nnabl6  to  move  ;  so  then 
Greaves  despatched  a  midshipman  in  the  boat,  with  a 
hasty  line,  and  assisted  Mrs.  Laxton  to  the  sofa,  and 
holding  her  hand,  begged  her  to  dismiss  all  her  fears. 

She  was  too  shaken,  however,  to  do  that,  and  sat  cry- 
ing and  quivering ;  she  seemed  ashamed,  too,  and  humil- 
iated. So  this  honest  fellow,  thinking  she  would 
perhaps  be  glad  if  he  left  her,  placed  two  marines  at  her 
cabin  door,  to  give  her  confidence,  and  went  on  deck  and 
gave  some  orders,  which  were  promptly  obeyed. 

But  very  soon  he  was  sent  for  to  the  cabin.  *'  Pray 
don't  desert  me,"  said  Mrs.  Laxton  ;  "  the  sight  of  you 
gives  me  courage."  After  awhile  she  said,  "  Ah,  you 
return  good  for  evil." 

"  Don't  talk  like  that,"  said  he.  ''  Why,  I  am  the 
happiest  fellow  afloat  now.  I  got  your  letter;  but  I 
never  thought  I  should  be  so  happy  as  to  rescue  you." 

"  Happy  !  "  said  she.  '^  I  shall  never  be  happy  again. 
And  I  don't  believe  you  will.  Pray  don't  forget  I  am  a 
married  woman." 

"  I  don't  forget  that." 

^'  Married  to  a  madman.  I  hope  no  harm  will  come 
to  him." 

"  I  will  take  care  no  harm  comes  to  ?/om." 

Then  Greaves,  who  had  read  no  French  novels,  and 
respected  the  marriage  tie,  became  more  distant  and 
respectful,  and,  to  encourage  her,  said,  "  Mrs.  Laxton, 
the  lady  I  have  sent  to  admired  you  on  board  the  ship, 
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and  I  am  sure,  if  she  gets  my  letter,  she  will  do  more 
for  you  than  a  poor  fellow  like  me  can,  now  you  are  out 
of  danger.  She  is  a  general's  wife,  and  was  very  kind 
to  me." 

"  You  are  very  good  and  thoughtful,"  said  Mrs.  Laxton. 

Then  there  was  an  awkward  silence,  and  it  was  broken 
by  the  arrival  of  the  boat  with  General  Meredith  and 
his  wife. 

Greaves  got  them  on  board  the  schooner,  shook  hands 
with  the  lady,  and  proposed  to  her  to  see  Mrs.  Laxton 
alone. 

"  You  are  right,"  said  she. 

Greaves  showed  her  to  the  cabin ;  and  I  don't  know 
all  that  passed,  but  in  a  very  short  time  these  ladies, 
wlio  had  never  met  but  once,  were  kissing  each  other, 
with  wet  eyes. 

Mrs.  Meredith  insisted  on  taking  her  new  friend  home 
with  her.  ]\Irs.  Laxton  acquiesced  joyfully ;  and  for 
once,  a  basket  of  lady's  clothes  was  packed  in  five 
minutes. 

The  boat  put  off  again,  and  Greaves  looked  sad.  So 
Mrs.  Meredith  smiled  to  him,  and  said,  "  You  know 
where  to  find  us.     Don't  be  long." 

Greavc^s  watched  the  boat  till  it  was  lost  among  the 
small  shipi)ing,  then  placed  the  midshipman  in  charge, 
and  went  at  once  on  board  the  flagship. 

Here  he  heard  that  the  master  of  the  schooner  had 
been  taken  on  the  quarter-deck,  and  requested,  civilly 
enough,  to  explain  his  extraordinary  conduct,  but  had 
sworn  at  tlie  admiral,  and  called  him  an  old  woman; 
whereupon  the  admiral  had  not  shown  any  anger,  but 
had  said,  "Clap  him  in  irons,"  concluding  that  was  what 
he  expected  and  desired. 

Then  this  douglity  sailor,  Greaves,  who  had  been 
going  to  kill   his  rival  at  sight,  etc.,  was  seized  with 
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compunction  the  moment  that  rival  was  powerless.  He 
went  boldly  to  the  admiral,  and  asked  leave  to  give 
information.     He  handed  him  Mrs.  Laxton's  letter. 

"  Oh,"  said  the  admiral,  "  then  he  is  mad  ?  " 

"As  a  March  hare,  sir.  And  I'm  afraid  putting  him 
in  irons  will  make  him  worse.  It  is  a  case  for  a 
lunatic  asylum." 

"  You  won't  find  one  here ;  but  the  marine  hospital 
has  a  ward  for  lunatics.  I  know  that,  for  we  had  to 
send  a  foretop-man  there  last  week.  I'll  give  you  an 
order,  and  you  can  take  him  ashore  at  once." 

Then  Greaves  actually  took  the  poor  wretch  who  had 
wrecked  his  happiness,  and  was  now  himself  a  wreck, 
on  board  a  boat  and  conveyed  him  to  the  hospital,  and 
instructed  the  manager  not  to  show  him  any  unnecessary 
severity,  but  to  guard  against  self-destruction. 

Then  he  went  directly  to  Mrs.  Meredith  and  reported 
what  he  had  done. 

Mrs.  Laxton,  in  spite  of  all  remonstrance,  would  go 
and  see  her  husband  that  night ;  but  she  found  him  in  a 
strait-waistcoat,  foaming  and  furious,  and  using  such 
language  she  was  obliged  to  retire  horror-stricken. 

About  five  in  the  morning  he  burst  a  blood-vessel  in 
the  brain,  and  at  noon  next  day  all  his  troubles  were 
over. 

Mrs.  Laxton  mourned  him,  and  buried  him,  and 
Greaves  held  aloof,  not  liking  to  go  near  her  just  now ; 
for  he  was  too  frank  and  simple  to  pretend  he  shared 
her  grief.  Yet  he  had  sense  enough  to  understand  that, 
at  such  a  time,  a  generous  spirit  remembers  only  a  man's 
good  qualities,  and  Laxton  had  many ;  but  even  when 
he  married  Ellen  Ap  Rice  the  seeds  were  in  him  of  that 
malady  which  destroyed  him  at  last. 

However,  if  Greaves  was  out  of  the  widow's  sight,  he 
was  not  out  of  her  mind,  for  Mrs.  Meredith  knew  his 
30 
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whole  tale,  and  told  her  how  he  had  gone  to  Tenby,  and 
had  taken  her  marriage  to  heart,  and  had  been  at  death's 
door  in  London. 

At  last  Greaves  called,  having  the  excuse  of  a  message 
from  the  admiral.  He  wished  to  know  if  Mrs.  Laxton 
Avould  sell  eight  of  her  guns  to  the  government,  and  also 
allow  her  sailors  to  be  drafted  into  his  ships,  all  but 
two,  that  number  being  sufficient  to  take  care  of  her 
vessel  in  port. 

Mrs.  Laxton  said,  "I  shall  do  nothing  of  the  kind 
without  your  advice,  Arthur  —  Mr.  Greaves.  Why,  how 
am  I  to  get  home  ?  " 

Then  Greaves  advised  her  to  sell  the  guns,  for  they 
were  worse  than  useless ;  but  to  part  with  the  men  only 
on  condition  that  the  admiral  would  man  the  schooner, 
"  when  required,"  with  new  hands  that  had  never  played 
tricks  at  sea  under  her  late  commander. 

Greaves  called  once  or  twice  in  the  course  of  this 
negotiation,  and  thought  Ellen  had  never  looked  so 
lovely  as  in  her  widow's  cap.  But  he  felt  bound  to 
abstain  from  making  love,  though  he  was  bursting  with 
it,  and  both  ladies  saw  it,  and  pretended  not. 

But  one  day  he  came  to  them  in  great  dismay,  and  told 
them  the  guns  had  been  bought  for  the  steam-corvette 
he  was  to  command,  and  she  would  be  ready  in  a  week, 
and  he  should  have  to  go  on  his  cruise.  "  I  am  very 
unfortunate,"  said  ho. 

The  words  were  scarcely  out  of  his  mouth  wlien  liis 
friend,  the  second  lieutenant,  was  announced.  "  Beg 
jiardon,  ladies ;  but  here's  a  letter  from  the  admiral  for 
Greaves ;  and  we  all  hope  it's  promotion." 

He  produced  an  enormous  letter,  and,  sure  enough, 
Lieutenant  Greaves  was  now  a  commander.  "Hurrah  !  " 
shouted  the  s(>cond  lieutenant,  and  retired. 

"This  would  have  made  me  very  happy  once,"  said 
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Greaves ;  then  cast  a  despairing  look  at  Ellen,  and  went 
off  all  in  a  liuriy,  not  to  break  down. 

Then  Mrs.  Laxton  had  a  cry  round  her  friend's 
neck. 

But  next  day  the  same  Greaves  came  in  all  joyous. 
"  I  was  a  fool,"  said  he.  "  I  forgot  the  rule  of  the  serv- 
ice. An  admiral  can't  have  two  commanders.  That 
fine  fellow,  who  came  after  me  with  the  news,  is  lieu- 
tenant in  my  place,  and  I'm  to  go  home  for  orders." 

'•  Oh,  I'm  so  glad ! "  said  Ellen.  "  When  must  you 
go?" 

''  Oh,  I  dare  say  I  might  stay  another  fortnight  or  so. 
When  are  you  going  home,  Mrs.  Laxton  ?  " 

'*  The  very  first  opportunity ;  and  ISIrs.  Meredith  is  to 
go  with  me.     W^on't  it  be  nice  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  he  ;  "  but  it  would  be  nicer  if  I  could  be 
third  man.     But  no  such  luck  for  me,  I  suppose." 

Those  two  ladies  now  put  their  heads  together,  and 
boarded  the  admiral.  He  knew  Mrs.  Meredith ;  but 
was  a  little  surprised,  though  too  true  a  tar  to  be  dis- 
pleased. They  were  received  in  his  cabin,  and  opened 
their  business. 

Mrs.  Laxton  wanted  to  go  home  immediately  in  her 
schooner,  and  she  had  no  crew. 

"  Well,  madam,  you  are  not  to  suffer  for  your  civility 
to  us.  We  will  man  your  schooner  for  you  in  forty- 
eight  hours." 

"  Oh,  thank  you,  admiral !  But  the  worst  of  it  is,  I 
have  no  one  to  command  her." 

"  No  sailing-master  ?  " 

"No;  my  poor  husband  sailed  her  himself." 

"Ay,  I  remember,  poor  fellow.  Besides  (looking  at 
the  beautiful  widow),  I  would  not  trust  you  to  a 
sailing-master." 

"  What  we  thought,  admiral,  was,  that  as  we  gave  up 
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the  guns  and  tlie  sailors,  perhaps  you  would  be  so  kind 
as  to  lend  us  an  officer." 

"  What !  out  of  Her  Majesty's  fleet  ?  I  could  not  do 
that.  But,  now  I  think  of  it,  I've  got  the  very  man  for 
3'ou.  Here's  Commander  Greaves,  going  home  on  his 
promotion.  He  is  as  good  an  officer  as  any  on  the 
station." 

"  Oh,  admiral,  if  yoit  think  so  well  of  him,  he  will  be 
a  godsend  to  poor  us." 

"Well,  then,  he  is  at  your  service,  ladies;  and  you 
could  not  do  better." 

Greaves  was  a  proud  and  joyful  man.  "  My  luck  has 
turned,"  said  he. 

He  ballasted  the  schooner  and  provisioned  her  at  Mrs. 
Laxton's  expense,  who  had  received  a  large  sum  of 
money  for  her  guns.  The  two  ladies  occupied  the  mag- 
nificent cabin.  He  took  a  humbler  berth,  weighed 
anchor,  and  away  for  Old  England. 

I  shall  not  give  the  reader  any  nautical  details  of 
another  voyage,  but  a  brief  sketch  of  things  distinct 
from  navigation  that  happened  on  board. 

Mrs.  Laxton  was  coy  for  some  days  ;  then  friendly  ; 
then  affectionate  ;  and,  off  the  Cape,  tyrannical.  "  You 
are  not  the  Arthur  Greaves  I  remember,"  said  she  ;  "  he 
had  not  a  horrid  beard." 

"  Why,  I  suffered  for  not  having  one,"  said  he. 

"What  I  mean  is,"  said  she,  "you  do  not  awaken  in 
me  the  associations  you  would  but  for  that  —  appendage." 

"  You  wish  those  associations  awakened  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know.     Do  you  ?  " 

"  Indeed  I  do." 

"  Then  let  me  see  you  as  you  used  to  be  —  Arthur." 

The  beard  came  off  next  morning. 

"Ah!"  said  Mrs.  Laxton;  and,  to  do  her  justice, 
she  felt  a  little  compunction  at  her  tyranny,  and  disposed 
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to  reconcile  him  to  his  loss.  She  was  so  kind  to  him 
that,  at  Madeira,  he  asked  her  to  marry  him. 

"  To  be  sure  I  will,"  said  she  — ''  some  day.  Why,  I 
believe  we  are  engaged." 

"  I  am  sure  of  it,"  said  he. 

"  Then,  of  course,  I  must  marry  you.  But  there's  one 
— ■  little  —  condition." 

"  Must  I  grow  a  beard  again  ?  " 

"  No.  The  condition  is  —  I  am  afraid  you  won't 
like  it." 

''  Perhaps  not ;  but  I  don't  care,  if  I  am  to  be  paid  by 
marrying  you." 

"  Well,  then,  it  is  —  you  must  leave  the  service." 

"  Leave  the  service  !  You  cannot  be  serious  ?  What, 
just  when  I  am  on  the  road  to  the  red  flag  at  the  fore ! 
Besides,  how  are  we  to  live  ?  I  have  no  other  means  at 
present,  and  I  am  not  going  to  wait  for  dead  men's 
shoes." 

"Papa  is  rich,  dear,  and  I  can  sell  the  yacht  for  a 
trading  vessel.  She  is  worth  ten  thousand  pounds,  I'm 
told." 

"  Oh,  then  I  am  to  be  idle,  and  eat  my  wife's  bread  ?  " 

"And  butter,  dear.  I  promise  it  shall  not  be  dry 
bread." 

"  I  prefer  a  crust,  earned  like  a  man." 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  won't  leave  the  serv- 
ice to  oblige  me,  sir  ?  " 

"  Anything  else  you  like ;  but  I  cannot  leave  the 
service." 

"  Then  I  can't  marry  you,  my  sailor  bold,"  chanted  the 
tyrannical  widow,  and  retired  to  her  cabin. 

She  told  Mrs.  Meredith,  and  that  lady  scolded  her 
and  lectured  her  till  she  pouted  and  was  very  nearly 
crying. 

However,  she  vouchsafed   an  explanation ;    "  One  re* 
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quires  change.  I  have  been  the  slave  of  one  man,  and 
now  I  micst  be  the  tyrant  of  another." 

Mrs.  Meredith  suggested  that  rational  freedom  would 
be  a  sufficient  change  from  her  condition  under  Laxton. 

"  Rational  freedom ! "  said  the  widow,  contemptu- 
ously ;  "  that  is  neither  one  thing  nor  the  other.  I  Avill 
be  a  slave  or  a  tyrant.  He  will  give  in,  as  he  did  about 
the  beard,  if  you  don't  interfere.  I'll  be  cross  one  day, 
and  affectionate  the  next,  and  all  sweetness  the  next. 
He  will  soon  find  out  which  he  likes  best,  and  he  will 
give  in,  poor  dear  fellow  ! " 

I  suppose  that  in  a  voyage  round  the  world  these  arts 
might  have  conquered ;  but  they  sighted  the  Lizard 
without  Greaves  yielding,  and  both  were  getting  un- 
happy ;  so  Mrs.  Meredith  got  them  together  and  proposed 
she  should  marry  him,  and  if,  in  one  year  after  marriage, 
she  insisted  on  his  leaving  the  service  he  would  be  bound 
in  honor  to  do  so. 

"I  am  afraid  that  comes  to  the  same  thing,"  said 
Greaves. 

"No,  it  does  not,"  said  Mrs.  Meredith.  "Long  before 
a  year  she  will  have  given  up  her  nonsensical  notion  that 
wives  can  be  happy  tyrannizing  over  the  man  they  love, 
and  you  will  be  master." 

"■  Alia  !  "  said  Mrs.  Laxton  ;  "  we  shall  see." 

This  being  settled,  Ellen  suddenly  appeared  with  her 
engaged  ring  on  her  finger,  and  was  so  loving  tliat 
Greaves  was  almost  in  heaven.  They  landed  Mrs.  Mere- 
dith with  all  the  honors  at  Plymouth,  and  telegraphed 
the  mayor  of  Tenby.  Next  da}'  they  sailed  into  the 
Welsh  harbor  and  landed.  They  were  both  received 
with  open  arms  by  the  mayor  and  old  Dewar,  and  it  was 
the  hiipj)iest  house  in  Wales. 

Ellen  stayed  home  ;  but  Greaves  lived  on  board  the 
ship  till  the  wedding-day. 
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Ellen,  still  on  the  doctrine  of  opposition,  would  be 
cried  in  church,  because  the  last  time  she  had  been 
married  by  license  ;  and,  as  she  had  sailed  away  from 
church  the  first  time,  she  would  travel  by  land,  and  no 
farther  than  St.  David's. 

They  were  soon  back  at  Tenby ;  and  she  ordered 
Greaves  to  take  her  on  board  the  yacht,  with  a  black 
leather  bag. 

"  Take  that  into  the  cabin,  dear,"  said  she. 

Then  she  took  some  curious  keys  out  of  her  pocket 
and  opened  a  secret  place  that  nobody  would  have  dis- 
covered. She  showed  him  a  great  many  bags  of  gold 
and  a  pile  of  bank  notes.  "We  are  not  so  very  poor, 
Arthur,"  said  she.  "  You  will  have  a  little  butter  to 
your  bread ;  you  know  I  promised  you  should.  And 
there  is  money  settled  on  me ;  and  he  left  me  a  great 
deal  of  money  besides,  when  he  was  in  his  senses,  poor 
fellow  !  I  could  not  tell  before,  or  papa  would  have  had 
it  settled  on  me  ;  and  that  lowers  a  husband.  Being 
hen-pecked  a  very  little  —  quite  privately  —  does  not," 
said  she,  cajolingly. 

Greaves  was  delighted,  within  certain  limits.  "I  am 
glad  to  find  you  are  rich,"  said  he  ;  '  but  I  hope  you  won't 
make  me  leave  the  service.     Money  is  not  everything." 

"  I  promise  never  to  discharge  you  from  my  service, 
dear.     I  know  your  value  too  well." 

They  spent  a  happy  fortnight  in  Tenby  as  man  and 
wife. 

One  day  they  walked  on  the  south  sands,  and  some- 
how found  themselves  in  Merlin's  Cave. 

Here  Ellen  sat,  with  her  head  on  that  faithful  shoulder 
ana  he  looking  down  on  her  with  inexpressible  tenderness. 

Presently  she  gave  a  scream,  and  started  up,  and  was 
out  of  the  cavern  in  a  moment.  He  followed  her,  a 
little  alarmed.     "  What  is  the  matter  ?  " 
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"  Oh,  Arthur,  a  dream !  Such  a  dreadful  one !  I 
dreamed  I  played  you  false,  and  married  a  gentleman 
with  a  beard,  and  he  was  mad,  and  took  me  all  round 
the  world,  and  ill-used  me,  and  tied  me  by  the  liair,  and 
you  rescued  me ;  and  then  I  found,  too  late,  it  was  you 
I  esteemed  and  loved,  and  so  we  were  parted  forever. 
Oh,  what  a  dream  !     Atid  so  vivid  ! " 

"  How  extraordinary  ! "  said  he.  "  Would  you  believe 
I  dreamed  that  I  lost  you  in  that  very  way,  and  was 
awfully  ill,  and  Avent  to  sea  again,  and  found  you  laslied 
to  a  table  by  your  beautiful  hair,  and  lost  to  me  for- 
ever." 

"  Poor  Arthur !  What  a  blessing  it  was  only  a 
dream ! " 

Soon  after  this  little  historical  arrangement  they 
settled  in  London ;  and  Mrs.  Greaves,  being  as  beautiful 
as  ever,  and  extremely  rich,  exerted  her  powers  of  pleas- 
ing to  advance  her  husband's  interests.  The  conse- 
quence is,  he  remains  in  the  service,  but  is  at  present 
employed  in  the  Education  Department.  She  no  longer 
says  he  must  leave  the  service ;  her  complaint  now  is 
that  she  loves  him  too  well  to  govern  him  properly. 
But  she  is  firm  on  this,  that,  if  he  takes  a  command, 
she  shall  go  with  him ;  and  she  will  do  it  too. 

Her  ripe  beauty  is  dazzling ;  she  is  known  to  be  rich. 
The  young  fellows  look  from  her  to  her  husband,  and 
say,  "  What  on  earth  could  she  have  seen  in  that  man 
to  marry  him  ?  " 

I  wonder  how  many  of  these  young  swells  will  vie 
with  him  in  earnest,  and  earn  a  lovely  woman  both  by 
doing  and  suffering  ? 
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1616  A.D.  The  "Swan  Inn,"  Knightsbridge,  with  a 
pightle  of  land,  and  three  acres  of  meadow  skirting 
Hyde  Park,  was  leased  by  the  Freeholder,  Agmondisham 
Muscamp,  to  Giles  Broncham,  of  Knightsbridge,  Wini- 
fred his  wife,  and  Roger  their  son  ;  rent  £30  a  year. 

1634  A.D.  The  same  Freeholder  leased  the  above  to 
Richard  Callawaie  and  his  son,  for  their  lives ;  rent, 
£30  a  year. 

1671  A.D.  The  above  lease  was  surrendered,  and  a 
new  one  granted  to  Richard  Callawaie,  the  younger,  for 
forty-two  years  ;  rent,  £42. 

October  19  and  20,  1674  a.d.  The  then  Freeholder, 
William  Muscamp,  Jane  his  wife,  and  Ambrose  their 
son,  sold  the  property,  subject  to  Callawaie's  lease,  and 
a  mortgage  of  £200,  to  Richard  Portress,  Baker  and 
Citizen  of  London,  for  £680. 

December  5,  1674  a.d.  Portress  sold  to  Robert  Cole 
for  a  trifling  profit. 

March  17,  1682  a.d.  Cole  mortgaged  the  property  to 
Squire  Rowland,  of  Streatham,  for  £200,  with  forfeiture 
forever  if  not  redeemed  by  payment  of  £212  on  or 
before  September  18, 1682.  This  marks  the  tightness  of 
money  in  those  days,  and  the  high  interest  paid  on  un- 
deniable security.     The    terms    of   the    forfeiture  were 
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rigorous,  and  the  £212  was  not  paid;  but  the  mortgagee 
showed  forbearance.  He  even  allowed  Cole  to  divide 
the  security,  and  sell  the  odd  three  acres,  in  1684,  to 
Richard  Callawaie,  for  £180.  For  this  sura  was  then 
conveyed  the  site  of  all  the  buildings  now  abutting  on 
Hyde  Park,  from  the  "  Corner "  to  opposite  Sloane 
Street,  and  including,  inter  alia,  nearly  the  whole  of 
Lord  Kosebery's  site. 

July,  1686  A.D.  Nicholas  Burchade,  Goldsmith  and 
Citizen  of  London,  purchased  the  ''  Swan  "  and  pightle 
(subject  to  Iveson's  lease  for  twenty-one  years  at  £50  a 
year).  He  paid  to  Howland,  the  patient  mortgagee, 
£239  15.S.;  to  Cole  and  his  wife,  £700. 

But  in  less  than  a  year  he  sold  to  Edward  Billing, 
Tobacconist,  for  £602. 10s. 

Billing  may  be  assumed  to  have  also  purchased  Calla- 
waie's  lot,  for  though  no  negotiation  either  with  Burchade 
or  Billing  is  disclosed  in  the  recitals,  Callawaie's  interest 
in  the  property  disappears  between  1686  and  1719,  and 
the  heirs  of  Billing  are  found  possessed  of  the  whole 
proi)erty. 

1701  A.D.  Edward  Billing  made  a  will,  leaving  to 
liis  wife  the  ''Swan"  and  pightle  for  lier  life,  and  this 
is  the  first  document  which  defines  that  property  pre- 
cisely. 

July,  1719  A.D.  James  Billing,  of  Boston,  Carpenter, 
and  Mary  his  wife,  sold  to  John  Clarke,  Baker,  the 
entire  property  for  £675,  subject  to  Anne  Billing's  life- 
interest  in  the  "  Swan." 

Some  years  later,  Anne  Billing  sold  her  life-interest 
to  Clarke  for  £29.10.s-.  per  annum. 

John  Chirke  was  tlie  first  to  take  a  right  view  of  this 
property  and  its  cajjabilities. 

1722  A.D.  Ho  granted  a  building  lease  for  sixty-one 
years,  of  the  three  acres,  ground-rents  £3  per  house. 
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His  successor,  Jonathan  Clarke,  followed  suit,  and,  in 

1776  A.D.,  condemned  the  "  Swan,"  and  granted  the 
materials,  the  site,  and  the  pightle,  on  building  lease,  to 
Kalph  Mills,  for  a  much  shorter  time  than  is  general 
nowadays,  on  condition  of  his  building  eighteen  houses, 
one  of  which  to  be  the  Freeholder's,  rent  free,  and  Mills 
paying  £59  a  year  for  the  other  seventeen. 

Now  in  the  will  of  Edward  Billing,  already  referred 
to,  and  dated  1701,  the  ''  Swan  "  and  its  messuages,  and 
its  pightle,  are  described  as  "  lying  near  the  bridge,  and 
bounded  west  by  Sir  Hugh  Vaughan's  lands,  east  by  the 
Lazar-cot,  north  by  the  wall  of  Hyde  Park,  and  south 
by  the  King's  Highway."  I  should  have  called  it  the 
Queen's  Highway ;  but  you  must  be  born  before  you 
can  be  consulted  in  trifles.  From  this  document,  coupled 
with  the  building  lease  of  1776,  we  can  trace  the 
property  to  a  square  foot ;  the  back  slum  now  leading 
to  four  houses  called  "  High  Row,"  together  with  those 
houses,  covers  the  area  of  the  old  "Swan  Inn."  The 
houses  lately  called  "Albert  Terrace,"  and  numbered 
correctly,  but  now  called  "  Albert  Gate,"  and  numbered 
prophetically,  are,  with  their  little  gardens,  the  pightle. 

The  "  Swan  Inn,"  condemned  in  1776,  was  demolished 
in  1778,  not  88,  as  the  guide-books  say,  and  the  houses 
rose.  The  ground-leases  were  not  a  bad  bargain  for  the 
builder,  since  in  1791  I  find  his  tenants  paid  him  £539 
a  year ;  but  it  was  an  excellent  one  for  the  Freeholder's 
family  —  the  ground-leases  expired,  and  the  last  Clarke 
enjoyed  both  land  and  houses  gratis.  The  three  acres 
of  meadow  had  got  into  Chancery,  and  were  dispersed 
among  little  Clarkes  and  devoured  by  lawyers. 

1830  A.D.  The  last  Clarke  died,  and  left  "High 
Row  "  and  the  back  slum,  erst  the  "  Swan  Inn,"  and  the 
eighteen  houses  built  on  the  pightle  —  in  two  undivided 
moieties  —  to  a  Mr.  Franklin,  and  to  his  own  house- 
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keeper,  Anne  Byford.  Mrs.  Byford  was  a  worthy,  pru- 
dent woman,  from  the  county  Durham,  who  had  put  by 
money,  and  kept  it  in  an  obsolete  cliimney  viore 
mulieinim.  But  now,  objecting,  like  most  of  us,  to  an 
undivided  moiety,  she  swept  her  cold  chimney,  and  with 
the  help  of  her  solicitor  and  trusty  friend,  Mr.  Charles 
Tlird,  she  borrowed  the  needful,  and  bought  Franklin 
out,  and  became  sole  proprietor. 

The  affair  was  not  rosy  at  first :  the  leases  were  un- 
expired, the  rents  low,  the  footway  unpaved.  She  has 
told  me  herself  —  for  we  were,  for  years,  on  very  friendly 
terms — that  she  had  to  trudge  through  the  slush  and 
dirt  to  apply  for  her  quarterly  rents,  and  often  went 
home  crying  at  the  hostile  reception  or  excuses  she  met, 
instead  of  her  modest  dues.  But  she  held  on ;  she 
could  see  the  site  was  admirable ;  no  other  houses  of 
this  description  had  gardens  running  to  Hyde  Park. 
Intelligence  was  flowing  westward.  Men  of  substance 
began  to  take  up  every  lease  at  a  higher  rent,  and  to  lay 
out  thousands  of  pounds  in  improvements. 

Between  1860  and  1865,  ambitious  speculators  sought 
noble  sites,  especially  for  vast  hotels;  and  one  fine  day 
the  agent  for  an  enterprising  company  walked  into  the 
office  of  Mrs.  Byford's  solicitor,  Mr.  Charles  Hird, 
Portland  Chambers,  Titchfield  Street,  and  offered  live 
hundred  thousand  pounds  for  "  High  Row  "  and  "Albert 
Terrace,"  with  its  gardens. 

In  this  offer  the  houses  counted  as  debris:  it  was  an 
offer  for  the  site  of  the  "  Swan "  and  pightle,  wliich 
between  1616,  the  year  of  Shakespeare's  decease,  and 
the  date  of  this  munificent  offer,  had  been  so  leased,  and 
re-leased,  and  sold,  and  bandi(Hl  to  and  fro,  generation 
after  generation,  for  an  old  song. 

At  the  date  of  the  abovci  proposal,  Mrs.  liyford's 
income  from  this  historical  property  could  not  have  ex- 
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ceeded  £2,500,  and  the  bid  was  £20,000  per  annum. 
But  a  profane  Yorkshireman  once  said  to  me  for  my 
instruction,  "  Women  are  kittle  cattle  to  drive ; "  and  so 
it  proved  in  this  case.  The  property  was  sacred  in  that 
brave  woman's  heart.  It  had  made  her  often  sorrowful, 
often  glad  and  hopeful.  She  had  watched  it  grow,  and 
looked  to  see  it  grow  more  and  more.  It  was  her  child; 
and  she  declined  half  a  million  of  money  for  it. 

A  few  years  more,  and  a  new  customer  stepped  upon 
the  scene  —  Cujiiditi/. 

A  first-class  builder  had  his  eye  upon  Albert  Terrace 
and  its  pretty  little  gardens  running  to  Hyde  Park. 
Said  he  to  himself :  "  If  I  could  but  get  hold  of  these, 
how  I  would  iw-jjrove  them !  I'd  pull  down  these  ir- 
regular houses,  cut  up  the  gardens,  and  rear  '  noble 
mansions '  to  command  Hyde  Park,  and  be  occupied  by 
rank  and  fashion,  not  by  a  scum  of  artists,  authors, 
physicians,  merchants,  and  mere  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
who  pay  their  rent  and  tradesmen,  but  do  not  drive  four- 
in-hand." 

A  circumstance  favored  this  generous  design ;  the 
Government  of  the  day  had  been  petitioned  sore  by 
afflicted  householders,  to  remove  the  barracks  from 
Knightsbridge  to  some  place  with  fewer  cooks  and  nurse- 
maids to  be  corrupted  and  kitchens  pillaged. 

The  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  loved  economy  and 
hated  deficits :  so  this  canny  builder  ear-wigged  him. 
''  If  you,"  said  he,  "  will  give  us  the  present  site  of  the 
condemned  barracks,  and  compulsory  sale  of  'Albert 
Terrace,'  under  a  private  bill,  we  will  build  you  new 
barracks  for  nothing  on  any  site  you  choose  to  give  us. 
It  will  be  pro  bono  publico." 

This,  as  presented  ex  parte,  was  a  great  temptation  to 
a  public  economist ;  and  the  statesman  inclined  his  ear 
to  it. 
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The  patriotic  project  leaked  out,  and  set  the  "  Ter- 
race "  in  a  flutter.  After-wit  is  everybody's  wit ;  but 
ours  had  been  the  foretliought  to  see  the  vahie  of  the 
sweetest  site  in  London  long  before  aristocrats,  and 
plutocrats,  and  schemers,  and  builders ;  and  were  our 
mental  inferiors  to  juggle  us  out  of  it  on  terms  quite 
inadequate  to  us  ? 

We  held  meetings,  passed  resolutions,  interested  our 
powerful  friends,  and  sent  a  deputation,  dotted  with 
M.P.'s,  to  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer. 

The  deputation  met  with  rather  a  chill  reception, 
and  at  first  buzzed,  as  deputations  will,  and  took 
weak  ground,  and  got  laid  on  their  backs  more  than 
once :  but  Avhen  they  urged  that  the  scheme  had 
not  occurred  to  the  Government,  but  had  been  sug- 
gested by  a  trader — cloaking  hicre  with  public  spirit 
—  and  named  the  person,  the  statesman  lost  his  tem- 
per, and  they  gained  their  cause.  He  rose  like  a  tower, 
and  disposed  of  them  in  one  of  those  curt  sentences 
that  are  often  uttered  by  big  men,  seldom  by  little 
deputations.  "  Enough,  gentlemen ;  you  have  said  ail 
you  can,  and  much  more  than  you  need  have  said,  or 
ought  to  have  said,  to  me;  you  keep  yours,  and  we'll 
keep  ours." 

Then  he  turned  his  back  on  them,  and  that  was  rude, 
and  has  all  my  symi)athy ;  for  is  there  a  more  galling, 
disgusting,  unnatural,  intolerable  thing  than  to  be  forced 
by  our  own  bosom  traitors  —  our  justice,  our  probity, 
our  honor,  and  our  conscience  —  to  hear  reason  against 
ourselves  ? 

The  dejiutation  went  one  way,  and  baffled  cupidity 
another,  lamenting  the  scarcity  of  patriotism,  and  the 
sacrifice  of  a  hundred  tliousand  pounds  to  such  bugbears 
as  Mcum  and  Tuum,  and  respect  for  the  rights  of  the 
weak. 
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Peace  blessed  the  little  Terrace  for  three  or  four 
years,  and  then 

The  mouthing  patriot  with  an  itching  palm, 

rendered  foxier  by  defeat,  attacked  the  historical  site 
with  admirable  craft  and  plausibility,  and  a  new  ally, 
seldom  defeated  in  this  country  —  Flunkyism. 

The  first  act  of  the  new  comedy  was  played  by 
architects  and  surveyors.  They  called  on  us,  and 
showed  us  their  plans  for  building  "noble  mansions" 
eleven  stories  high,  on  the  site  of  our  houses  and  gar- 
dens, and  hinted  at  a  fair  remuneration  if  we  would  con- 
sent an(^  make  way  for  our  superiors.  See  Ahab's  first 
proposal  to  Naboth, 

We  declined,  and  the  second  act  commenced.  The 
architects,  surveyors,  and  agents  vanished  entirely,  and 
the  leading  actor  appeared,  with  his  drawn  sword,  a 
private  bill.  He  was  a  patriot  peer,  whose  estates  were 
in  Yorkshire  ;  from  that  far  country  came  this  benevo- 
lent being  to  confer  a  disinterested  boon  on  the  little 
village  of  Knightsbridge. 

The  bill  was  entitled,  "  Albert  Terrace,  Knightsbridge, 
Improvement  Act."  It  is  a  masterpiece  in  its  way,  and 
very  instructive  as  a  warning  to  all  public  men  to  look 
keenly  and  distrustfully  below  the  surface  of  every 
private  bill. 

The  preamble  stated  that  the  new  road,  herein- 
after described,  from  the  high-road  Knightsbridge 
into  Hyde  Park,  would  be  of  great  public  and  local 
advantage. 

That  the  Eight  Honorable  Henry  Stapleton,  Baron 
Beaumont  (hereinafter  called  the  undertaker),  Avas 
willing  to  construct  the  said  new  road,  at  his  own 
expense,  if  authorized  to  acquire  certain  lands,  build- 
ings, and  property  for  that  purpose. 
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And  that  this  could  not  be  effected  without  the  con- 
sent of  Parliament. 

The  bill,  amidst  a  number  of  colorless  clauses,  slyly 
inserted  that  the  undertaker  of  this  road  (which  ought 
clearly  to  have  been  a  continuation  of  Sloane  Street 
straight  as  a  bee-line)  might  deviate,  not  eastward  into 
his  own  property  and  justice,  but  westward,  like  a  ram's 
horn,  into  tlie  bulk  of  Anne  Byford's  houses. 

And  instead  of  asking  for  the  unconstitutional  power 
of  compulsory  purchase,  clause  ten  proposed  that  the 
power  of  compulsory  purchase  should  not  be  exercised 
after  three  years  from  the  passing  of  this  Act. 

The  abuse  might  be  forced  on  them.  Their  only 
anxiety  was  to  guard  against  the  abuse  of  the  abuse. 

Briefly,  a  cannier,  more  innocent-looking,  yet  subtle 
and  treacherous  composition  never  emanated  from  a 
jSIachiavelian  pen. 

It  offered  something  to  every  class  of  society :  a  new 
public  road  into  the  Park,  good  for  the  people  and  the 
aristocracy;  a  few  private  houses  that  stood  in  the 
way,  or  nearly  in  the  way,  of  the  public  road,  to  be 
turned  into  noble  mansions,  good  for  the  plutocracy 
and  the  shop-keepers ;  and  the  projector  a  Peer,  good 
for  the  national  flunkyism. 

For  the  first  time  I  was  seriously  alarmed,  and  pre- 
pared to  figlit ;  for  what  says  Sydney  Smith,  the  wisest 
as  well  as  wittiest  man  of  his  day  ?  "  Equal  rights  to 
unequal  possessions,  that  is  what  Englishmen  will  come 
out  and  fight  for." 

I  fired  my  first  shot;  wrote  on  my  front  wall,  in  huge 
letters,  Nabotii's  Vineyard. 

The .  discharge  produced  a  limited  effect.  I  had 
assumed  too  hastily  that  all  the  world  was  familiar  with 
that  ancient  history  of  personal  cupidity  and  si)oliation 
2)10  bono  iniblko,  and  would  apply  it  to  the  modern  situ- 
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ation,  with  which  it  had  two  leading  features  in  com- 
mon. The  deportment  of  my  neighbors  surprised  me. 
They  stopped,  read,  scratched  their  heads,  and  went 
away  bewildered.  I  observed  their  dumb  play,  and  sent 
my  people  to  catch  their  comments,  if  any.  Alas ! 
these  made  it  very  clear  that  Knightsbridge  thumbs  not 
the  archives  of  Samaria. 

One  old  clo'  smiled  supercilious,  and  we  always  sus- 
pected him  of  applying  my  text ;  but  it  was  only  sus- 
picion, and  counterbalanced  by  native  naivete  ;  a  little 
tradesman  was  bustling  eastward  tc  make  money,  saw 
the  inscription,  stopped  a  moment,  and  said  to  his  eom- 
.  panion,  "  Nabob's  vinegar  !  Why,  it  looks  like  a  gentle- 
man's house." 

However,  as  a  Sphinx's  riddle,  set,  by  a  popular  ma- 
niac, on  a  wall,  it  roused  a  little  of  that  mysterious 
interest  which  still  waits  upon  the  unknown,  and  awak- 
ened vague  expectation. 

Then  I  prepared  my  petition  to  the  House,  and  took 
grave  objection  to  the  bill,  with  an  obsequious  sobriety 
as  fictitious  as  the  patriotism  of  the  bill. 

But  I  consoled  myself  for  this  unnatural  restraint  by 
preparing  a  little  Parliamentary  Bill  of  my  own,  papered 
and  printed  and  indorsed  in  exact  imitation  of  the  other 
bill,  only  worded  on  the  reverse  principle  of  calling 
things  by  their  right  names.  The  bill  was  entitled, 
"  Knightsbridge  Spoliation  Act,"  and  described  as  fol- 
lows :  — 

A  BILL. 

For  other  jmrposes,  under  the  pretext  of  a  neiv  private  carriage 
drive  into  the  Park,  to  be  called  a  imblic  road. 

THE    PREAMBLE. 

Whereas  the  sites  of  certain  houses  and  gardens,  called  Al- 
bert Terrace,  Knightslj ridge,  are  known  to  be  of  great  value 
to  building  speculators,  and  attempts  to  appropriate  them  have 
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been  made  from  time  to  time,  but  have  failed  for  want  of  the 
proper  varnish  ;  and  whereas  the  owners  of  the  said  sites  are 
merchants,  physicians,  autiiors,  and  commoners,  and  to  trans- 
fer their  property  by  force  to  a  speculating  lord  and  his  build- 
ers would  be  a  great  advantage  to  the  said  speculators,  and 
also  of  great  local  advantage  —  to  an  estate  in  Yorkshire; 

A7id  whereas  the  trades-people  who  conceived  this  bill  are 
builders,  architects,  and  agents,  and  their  names  might  lack 
lustre,  and  even  rouse  suspicion ;  a  nobleman,  hereinafter  de- 
scribed as  the  "  Patriot  Peer,''  will  represent  the  shop,  and  is 
wHling  to  relieve  the  rightful  owners  of  the  sites  afore-named, 
by  compulsory  purchase, and  to  build  flats  one  hundred  feet  high, 
and  let  them  to  flats  at  £50  a  room,  and  gain  £200,000  clear 
profit,  provided  he  may  construct  a  nevv  drive  into  the  Park  at 
the  cost  to  himself  of  £80,  or  thereabouts,  and  bear  ever  after  ' 
the  style  and  title  of  "  the  Patriot  Peer." 

And  since  great  men  no  longer  despoil  tlieir  neighbors  in 
the  name  of  (Jod,  as  in  the  days  of  King  Ahal)  and  Mr.  Crom- 
well, but  in  the  name  of  the  public,  it  is  expedient  to  dedicate 
this  new  carriage  drive  to  the  pul:)lic ;  the  said  drive  not  to 
traverse  the  Park,  and  no  cab,  cart,  or  other  vehicle  such  as 
the  public  uses  will  be  allowed  to  travel  on  it. 

The  new  drive  and  the  foot-paths  together  shall  be  only 
forty-four  feet  wide,  but  whether  the  foot-paths  shall  be  ten 
feet,  twenty,  or  thirty,  is  to  be  left  to  the  discretion  of  the 
private  Lawgi\er. 

As  this  carriage  drive  of  unlimited  narrowness  is  to  be  used 
only  by  tiie  narrowest  class  in  tlie  kingdom,  it  shall  be  dedi- 
cated to  all  classes,  and  this  phraseology  shall  be  often  re- 
peated, since  reiteration  passes  with  many  for  truth.  Tho 
drive,  during  construction  to  be  called  "  Patriot's  Road,"  and 
when  finished,  "  Oligarch  Alley,"  or  "  Plutocrat  Lane." 

And  so  on,  with  perfect  justice,  but  a  bitterness  not 
worth  reviving. 

Then  for  once  I  deviated  from  my  habits,  and  appealed 
in  jterson  to  leading  men  in  both  Houses,  who  are  access 
ible  to  me,  though  I  never  intrude  on  them. 
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Finding  me  so  busy,  some  friends  of  the  measure,  out 
of  good  nature,  advised  me  not  to  waste  my  valuable 
time,  and  proved  to  me  that  it  was  no  use.  Albert  Ter- 
race was  an  eyesore  long  recognized ;  all  the  trades-peo- 
ple in  the  district  and  three  hundred  ladies  and  gentlemen 
of  distinction  —  dukes,  earls,  marquises,  countesses,  vis- 
countesses, and  ladies  —  had  promised  to  support  the 
bill  with  their  signatures  to  a  petition. 

Flunkyism  is  mighty  in  this  island.  I  knew,  I  trem- 
bled, I  persisted. 

I  sounded  the  nearest  Tory  member.  He  would  not 
go  into  the  merits,  but  said  there  was  a  serious  objection 
to  the  bill  as  it  stood.  It  would  interfere  with  the 
Queen's  wall. 

Unfortunately  this  was  a  detail  the  projectors  could 
alter,  and  yet  trample  on  such  comparative  trifles  as  the 
law  of  England  and  the  great  rights  of  little  people. 

Next  I  called  upon  a  Liberal  —  my  neighbor,  Sir 
Henry  James.  I  had  a  slight  acquaintance  with  him 
through  his  beating  me  often  at  whist,  and  always  at 
repartee,  in  a  certain  club.  I  now  took  a  mean  revenge 
by  begging  him  to  read  my  papers. 

He  looked  aghast,  and  hoped  they  were  not  long. 

"Not  so  long  as  your  briefs,''^  said  I,  sourly. 

Then  this  master  of  fence  looked  away,  and  muttered, 
as  if  in  soliloqu}^,  ^^Vmpaid  for  reading  that  rubbish." 
He  added,  with  a  sigh,  "  There  !  leave  them  with  me." 

The  very  next  morning  he  invited  me  to  call  on  him, 
and  I  found  him  completely  master  of  the  subject  and 
every  detail. 

He  summed  up  by  saying  kindly,  "Really  I  don't 
wonder  at  your  being  indignant,  for  it  is  a  purely  pri- 
vate speculation,  and  the  road  is  a  blind.  I  think  you 
can  defeat  it  in  committee  ;  but  that  would  cost  you  a 
good  deal  of  money." 
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I  asked  him  if  it  could  not  be  stopped  on  the  road  to 
committee. 

He  said  that  was  always   difficult  with  private  bills. 

"  However,"  said  he,  "  if  the  persons  interested  are 
disposed  to  confide  the  matter  to  me,  I  will  see  if  I  can 
do  anything  in  so  clear  a  case." 

You  may  guess  whether  I  jumped  at  this  or  not. 

As  a  proof  how  these  private  bills  are  smuggled 
through  Parliament,  it  turned  out  that  the  bill  in  ques- 
tion had  already  been  read  once,  and  none  of  us  knew 
it,  and  the  second  reading  was  coming  on  in  a  few  days. 

Sir  Henry  James  lost  no  time  either.  He  rose  in  the 
House  and  asked  the  member  for  Chelsea  whether  he  was 
aware  of  a  bill  called  "  Knightsbridge  Improvement 
Acts,"  and  had  the  Government  looked  into  it. 

The  honorable  member  replied  that  they  had,  and  he 
would  go  so  far  as  to  say  did  not  approve  it. 

"  Shall  you  oppose  it  ? "  asked  Sir  Henry  James. 
And  as  the  other  did  not  reply,  "  Because,  if  not,  we 
shall."  He  then  gave  notice  that  before  this  bill  was 
allowed  to  go  into  committee  he  wished  to  put  certain 
questions  to  the  promoters,  and  named  next  Thursday. 

Then  I  lent  my  liumble  co-operation  by  a  letter  to  the 
"Daily  Telegraph,"  entitled  ''Private  Bills  and  Public 
Wrongs." 

One  unfair  advantage  of  private  bills  is  that  their  op- 
ponents can't  get  one-tenth  part  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons to  be  there  and  discuss  them ;  so  this  letter  of 
mine  was  intended  as  a  whip  to  secure  a  House  at  that 
early  hour,  when  there  never  is  a  House,  but  only  a  hand- 
ful, chiefly  partisans  of  the  oppressive  measure.  It  had 
an  effect ;  there  were  a  good  many  independent  members 
present  when  Sir  Henry  James  rose  to  question  the  pro- 
moters of  the  Kniglitsbridge  Improvement  Bill. 

He  was  met  in  a  way  that  contrasted  curiously  with 
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the  advice  I  had  received  — not  to  run  my  head  against 
a  stone  wall,  with  three  hundred  noble  signatures  writ- 
ten on  it.  A  member  instructed  by  the  promoters  popped 
up  and  anticipated  all  Sir  James's  question,  with  one 
prudent  reply,  The  hill  is  ivithdraivn. 

Thus  fell,  by  the  mere  wind  of  a  good  lawyer's  sword, 
that  impregnable  edifice  of  patriotic  spoliation;  and 
Anne  Byford,  who  in  this  business  represented  the  vir- 
tues of  the  nation,  the  self-denial  and  economy  which 
purchase  from  a  willing  vender,  with  Abraham  for  a  pre- 
cedent, Moses  for  a  guide,  and  the  law  of  England  for  a 
title,  and  the  fortitude  which  retains,  in  hard  times,  till 
value  increases,  and  cupidity  burns  to  reap  where  it 
never  sowed,  was  not  juggled  out  of  her  child  for  one- 
tenth  part  of  the  sum  she  had  refused  from  a  straight- 
forward bidder. 

So  much  for  the  past  history  of  the  "  Swan "  and 
pightle.  There  is  more  to  come,  and  soon.  The  project- 
ors of  the  defeated  bill  had  made  large  purchases  of 
land  close  by  Albert  Terrace,  and  this  was  thrown  upon 
their  hands  at  a  heavy  loss  for  years.  But  now  I  am 
happy  to  say  they  have  sold  it  to  the  Earl  of  Eosebery 
for  £120,000,  so  says  report. 

Even  if  they  have,  what  has  been  will  be ;  in  fifty 
years'  time  this  transaction  will  be  called  buying  the  best 
site  in  London  for  an  old  song. 

Meantime,  siege  and  blockade  having  failed,  a  mine  is 
due  by  all  the  laws  of  war.  So  a  new  Metropolitan 
Company  proposes  this  very  year  to  run  under  the  un- 
fortunate terrace,  propel  the  trains  with  a  patent  that, 
like  all  recent  patents,  will  often  be  out  of  order,  and 
stop  them  with  another  patent  that  will  seldom  be  in 
order.  Item,  to  stifle  and  smash  the  public  a  good  deal 
more  than  they  are  smashed  and  stifled  at  present  (which 
seems  superfluous)  ;  the  motive,  public  spirit,  as  before; 
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the  instrument,  a  private  bill  —  Anathevia  sit  in  scvcula 
sceculoruiii. 

While  the  moles  are  at  work  below,  Lord  Eosebery 
will  rear  "  a  noble  mansion ;  "  by  that  expression  every 
builder  and  every  snob  in  London  means  a  pile  of  stucco, 
huge  and  hideous. 

Then  flunkyism  will  say,  *'  Are  a  peer  and  his  palace 
to  be  shouldered  by  cribs  ?  "  and  cupidity  will  demand 
a  line  of  "  noble  mansions,"  and  no  garden,  in  place  of 
Albert  Terrace  and  its  pretty  gardens  —  a  rns  in  urhe  a 
thousand  times  more  beautiful  and  a  hundred  thousand 
times  more  rare,  whatever  idiots,  snobs,  builders,  and 
beasts  may  think,  than  monotonous  piles  of  stucco  — 
and  that  engine  of  worse  than  Oriental  despotism,  the 
private  bill,  will  be  ready  to  hand.  The  rest  is  in  the 
womb  of  time. 

But  my  pages  are  devoted  to  the  past,  not  to  the 
doubtful  future.  What  I  have  related  is  the  document- 
ary, pecuniary,  political,  and  private  history  of  the 
"  Swan "  and  pightle.  Now  many  places  have  a  long 
prosaic  history,  and  a  short  romantic  one.  The  chronic 
histor}^  of  Waterloo  field  is  to  be  ploughed,  and  sowed, 
and  reaped,  and  mowed :  yet  once  in  a  way  these  acts 
of  husbandry  were  diversified  with  a  great  battle,  where 
hosts  decided  the  fate  of  empires.  After  that,  agri- 
culture resumed  its  sullen  sway,  and  even  heroes  sub- 
mitted, and  fattened  the  field  their  valor  had  glorified. 

Second-rate  horses  compete,  every  year,  on  Egham 
turf,  and  will  while  the  turf  endures.  But  one  day  the 
com])eting  liorscs  on  that  sward  were  a  King  and  his 
Barons,  and  they  contended  over  the  constitution,  and 
the  cup  was  Magna  Charta.  This  double  history  belongs 
to  small  places  as  well  as  great,  to  Culloden  and  Agin- 
court,  and  to  the  narrow  steps  leading  from  Berkeley 
Street  to  Cur/.on  Street,  Mayfair,  down  whicli,  with  head 
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lowered  to  his  saddle  bow,  the  desperate  Turpin  spurred 
his  horse,  with  the  Bow  Street  runners  on  each  side; 
but  no  man  ever  did  it  before,  nor  will  again. 

Even  so,  amidst  all  these  prosaic  pamphlets  and 
papers,  leases  and  releases,  mortgages,  conveyances,  and 
testaments,  ignoring  so  calmly  every  incident  not  bear- 
ing on  title,  there  happened  within  the  area  of  the 
"  Swan  "  and  its  jjightle  a  romantic  story,  which  I  hope 
will  reward  my  friends  who  have  waded  through  my 
prose :  for,  besides  some  minor  attractions,  it  is  a  tale 
of  Blood. 


THE  KNIGHTSBRIDGE  MYSTERY. 


CHAPTER   I. 


In  Charles  the  Second's  day  the  "Swan"  was  de- 
nounced by  the  dramatists  as  a  house  where  unfaithful 
wives  and  mistresses  met  their  gallants. 

But  in  the  next  century,  Avhen  John  Clarke  was  the 
Freeholder,  no  special  imputation  of  that  sort  rested  on 
it:  it  was  a  country  inn  with  large  stables,  horsed  the 
Brentford  coach,  and  entertained  man  and  beast  on 
journeys  long  or  short.  It  had  also  permanent  visitors, 
especially  in  summer;  for  it  was  near  London,  and  yet  a 
rural  retreat ;  meadows  on  each  side,  Hyde  Park  at  back, 
Knightsbridge  Green  in  front. 

Amongst  the  permanent  lodgers  was  Mr.  Gardiner,  a 
substantial  man ;  and  Captain  Cowen,  a  retired  officer  of 
moderate  means,  had  lately  taken  two  rooms  for  himself 
and  liis  son.  Mr.  Gardiner  often  joined  the  company  in 
the  public  room,  but  the  Cowens  kept  to  tliemselves 
up-stairs. 

This  was  soon  noticed  and  resented,  in  tliat  age  of 
few  books  and  free  convei'se.  Some  said,  "  Oh,  we  are 
not  good  enough  for  him  !"  otliers  inquired  what  a  lialf- 
pay  captain  had  to  give  liiiusolf  airs  about.  Candor  in- 
terposed and  sup})licd  the  climax,  "Nay,  my  masters,  the 
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Captain  may  be  in  hiding  from  duns,  or  from  the  runners  : 
now  I  think  on't,  the  York  mail  was  robbed  scarce  a 
se'nnight  before  his  worship  came  a-hiding  here." 

But  the  landlady's  tongue  ran  the  other  way.  Her 
weight  was  sixteen  stone,  her  sentiments  were  her  inter- 
ests, and  her  tongue  her  tomahawk.  "  'Tis  pity,"  said 
she,  one  day,  "some  folk  can't  keep  their  tongues  from 
blackening  of  their  betters.  The  Captain  is  a  civil- 
spoken  gentleman  —  Lord  send  there  were  more  of 'them 
in  these  parts !  —  as  takes  his  hat  off  to  me  whenever 
he  meets  me,  and  pays  his  reckoning  weekly.  If  he 
has  a  mind  to  be  private,  what  business  is  that  of  yours, 
or  yours  ?     But  curs  must  bark  at  their  betters." 

Detraction,  thus  roughly  quelled  for  certain  seconds, 
revived  at  intervals  whenever  Dame  Cust's  broad  back 
was  turned.  It  was  mildly  encountered  one  evening  by 
Gardiner.  "  Nay,  good  sirs,"  said  he,  ^^  you  mistake  the 
worthy  Captain.  To  have  fought  at  Blenheim  and 
Malplaquet,  no  man  hath  less  vanity.  'Tis  for  his  son  he 
holds  aloof.  He  guards  the  youth  like  a  mother,  and 
will  not  have  him  to  hear  our  tap-room  jests.  He  wor- 
ships the  boy  —  a  sullen  lout,  sirs  ;  but  paternal  love  is 
blind.  He  told  me  once  he  had  loved  his  wife  dearly, 
and  lost  her  young,  and  this  was  all  he  had  of  her. 
'  And,'  said  he,  '  I'd  spill  blood  like  water  for  him,  my 
own  the  first.'  —  '■  Then,  sir,'  says  I,  '  I  fear  he  will  give 
you  a  sore  heart  one  day.'  —  '  And  welcome,'  says  my 
Captain,  and  his  face  like  iron." 

Somebody  remarked  that  no  man  keeps  out  of  com- 
pany who  is  good  company ;  but  Mr.  Gardiner  parried 
that  dogma.  "  When  young  master  is  abed,  my  neigh- 
bor does  sometimes  invite  me  to  share  a  bottle  ;  and  a 
sprightlier  companion  I  would  not  desire.  Such  stories 
of  battles,  and  duels,  and  love  intrigues  !  " 

"  Now  there's  an  old  fox  for  you,"  said   one,  approv- 
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ingly.  It  reconciled  him  to  the  Captain's  decency  to 
find  that  it  was  only  hypocrisy. 

"  I  like  not  —  a  raan  —  who  wears  —  a  mask,"  hic- 
coughed a  hitherto  silent  personage,  revealing  his  clan- 
destine drunkenness  and  unsuspected  wisdom  at  one 
blow. 

These  various  theories  were  still  fermenting  in  the 
bosom  of  the  "  Swan,"  when  one  day  there  rode  up  to 
the  door  a  gorgeous  officer,  hot  from  the  minister's 
levee,  in  scarlet  and  gold,  with  an  order  like  a  star-fish 
glittering  on  his  breast.  His  servant,  a  private  soldier, 
rode  behind  him,  and,  slipping  hastily  from  his  saddle, 
held  his  master's  horse  while  he  dismounted.  Just  then 
Captain  Cowen  came  out  for  his  afternoon  walk.  He 
started,  and  cried  out,  "  Colonel  Barrington ! "" 

"  Ay,  brother,"  cried  the  other,  and  instantly  the  two 
officers  embraced,  and  even  kissed  each  other,  for  that 
feminine  custom  had  not  yet  retired  across  the  Channel; 
and  these  were  soldiers  who  had  fought  and  bled  side  by 
side,  and  nursed  each  other  in  turn ;  and  your  true  sol- 
dier does  not  nui'se  by  halves  :  his  vigilance  and  tender- 
ness are  an  example  to  women,  and  he  rustleth  not. 

Captain  Cowen  invited  Colonel  Barrington  to  his 
room,  and  that  warrior  marched  down  the  passage  after 
him,  single  file,  with  long  brass  spurs  and  sabre  clinking 
at  his  heels  ;  and  the  establishment  ducked  and  smiled, 
and  respected  Captain  Cowen  for  the  reason  we  admire 
the  moon. 

Seated  in  Cowen's  room,  the  new-comer  said,  heartily, 
"Well,  Ned,  I  come  not  empty-handed.  Jlere  is  thy 
pension  at  last;  "  and  handed  him  a  parchment  with  a 
seal  like  a  poached  egg. 

Cowen  changed  color,  and  thanked  him  with  an  emo- 
tion he  rarely  betrayed,  and  gloated  over  the  precious 
document.     His  cast-iron   features  relaxed,  and  he  said, 
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"  It  comes  in  the  nick  of  time,  for  now  I  can  send  my 
dear  Jack  to  college." 

This  led  somehow  to  an  exposure  of  his  affairs.  He 
had  just  £110  a  year,  derived  from  the  sale  of  his  com- 
mission, which  he  had  invested,  at  fifteen  per  cent.,  with 
a  well-known  mercantile  house  in  the  City.  "  So  now," 
said  he,  "  I  shall  divide  it  all  in  three ;  Jack  will  want 
two  parts  to  live  at  Oxford,  and  I  can  do  well  enough 
here  on  one."  The  rest  of  the  conversation  does  not 
matter,  so  I  dismiss  it  and  Colonel  Barrington  for  the 
time.  A  few  days  afterward  Jack  went  to  college,  and 
Captain  Cowen  reduced  his  expenses,  and  dined  at  the 
shilling  ordinary,  and,  indeed,  took  all  his  moderate 
repasts  in  public. 

Instead  of  the  severe  and  reserved  character  he  had 
worn  while  his  son  was  with  him,  he  now  shone  out  a 
boon  companion,  and  sometimes  kept  the  table  in  a  roar 
with  his  marvellous  mimicries  of  all  the  characters,  male 
or  female,  that  lived  in  the  inn  or  frequented  it,  and 
sometimes  held  them  breathless  with  adventures,  dan- 
gers, intrigues,  in  which  a  leading  part  had  been  played 
by  himself  or  his  friends. 

He  became  quite  a  popular  character,  except  with  one 
or  two  envious  bodies,  whom  he  eclipsed ;  they  revenged 
themselves  by  saying  it  was  all  braggadocio :  his  battles 
had  been  fought  over  a  bottle,  and  by  the  fireside. 

The  district  east  and  west  of  Knightsbridge  had  long 
been  infested  with  foot-pads ;  they  robbed  passengers  in 
the  country  lanes,  which  then  abounded,  and  sometimes 
on  the  King's  highway,  from  which  those  lanes  offered 
an  easy  escape. 

One  moonlight  night  Captain  Cowen  was  returning 
home  alone  from  an  entertainment  at  Fulham,  when 
suddenly  the  air  seemed  to  fill  with  a  woman's  screams 
and  cries.     They  issued  from  a  lane  on  his  right  hand. 
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He  whipped  out  his  sword  and  dashed  down  the  lane. 
It  took  a  sudden  turn,  and  in  a  moment  he  came  upon 
three  foot-pads,  robbing  and  maltreating  an  old  gentle- 
man and  his  wife.  The  old  man's  sword  lay  at  a 
distance,  struck  from  his  feeble  hand ;  the  woman's 
tongue  proved  the  better  weapon,  for,  at  least,  it  brought 
an  ally. 

The  nearest  robber,  seeing  the  Captain  come  at  him 
with  his  drawn  sword  glittering  in  the  moonshine,  fired 
hastily,  and  grazed  his  cheek,  and  was  skewered  like  a 
frog  the  next  moment ;  his  cry  of  agony  mingled  with 
two  shouts  of  dismay,  and  the  other  foot-pads  fled ;  but, 
even  as  they  turned.  Captain  Cowen's  nimble  blade 
entered  the  shoulder  of  one,  and  j)ierced  the  fleshy  part. 
He  escaped,  however,  but  howling  and  bleeding. 

Captain  Cowen  handed  over  the  lady  and  gentleman 
to  the  people  who  flocked  to  the  place,  now  the  work 
was  done,  and  the  disabled  robber  to  the  guardians  of 
the  public  peace,  who  arrived  last  of  all.  He  himself 
withdrew  apart  and  wiped  his  sword  very  carefully  and 
minutely  with  a  white  pocket-handkercliief,  and  then 
retired. 

He  was  so  far  from  parading  his  exploit  that  he  went 
round  by  the  park  and  let  himself  into  the  "■  Swan  "  with 
his  private  key,  and  was  going  quietly  to  bed,  when  the 
chambermaid  met  him,  and  up  flew  her  arms,  with  cries 
of  dismay.  "  Oh,  Captain !  Captain  !  Look  at  you  — 
smothered  in  blood !     I  shall  faint." 

"  Tush  !  Silly  wench  !  "  said  Captain  Cowen.  "  I  am 
not  hurt." 

"Not  hurt,  sir?  And  bleeding  like  a  pig!  Your 
cheek  —  your  poor  cheek !  " 

Captain  Cowen  put  up  his  hand,  and  found  that  blood 
was  really  welling  from  liis  cheek  and  ear. 

He  looked  grave  for  a   moment,  then  assured  her  it 
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was  but  a  scratch,  and  oifered  to  convince  her  of  that. 
"Bring  me  some  luke-warm  water,  and  thou  shalt  be 
my  doctor.     But,  Barbara,  prithee  publish  it  not." 

Next  morning  an  officer  of  justice  inquired  after  him 
at  the  "  Swan,"  and  demanded  his  attendance  at  Bow 
Street,  at  two  that  afternoon,  to  give  evidence  against 
the  foot-pads.  This  was  the  very  thing  he  wished  to 
avoid;  but  there  was  no  evading  the  summons. 

The  officer  was  invited  into  the  bar  by  the  landlady, 
and  sang  the  gallant  Captain's  exploit,  with  his  own 
variations.  The  inn  began  to  ring  with  Cowen's  praises. 
Indeed,  there  was  now  but  one  detractor  left  —  the 
hostler,  Daniel  Cox,  a  drunken  fellow  of  sinister  aspect, 
who  had  for  some  time  stared  and  lowered  at  Captain 
Cowen,  and  muttered  mysterious  things,  doubts  as  to 
his  being  a  real  captain,  etc.  Which  incoherent  mur- 
murs of  a  muddle-headed  drunkard  were  not  treated 
as  oracular  by  any  human  creature,  though  the  stable- 
boy  once  went  so  far  as  to  say,  "  I  sometimes  almost 
thinks  as  how  our  Dan  do  know  summut ;  only  he  don't 
rightly  know  what  'tis,  along  o'  being  always  muddled 
in  liquor." 

Cowen,  who  seemed  to  notice  little,  but  noticed  every- 
thing, had  observed  the  lowering  looks  of  this  fellow, 
and  felt  he  had  an  enemy  :  it  even  made  him  a  little 
uneasy,  though  he  was  too  proud  and  self-possessed  to 
show  it. 

With  this  exception,  then,  everybody  greeted  him 
with  hearty  compliments,  and  he  was  cheered  out  of  the 
inn,  marching  to  Bow  Street. 

Daniel  Cox,  who  —  as  accidents  will  happen — was 
sober  that  morning,  saw  him  out,  and  then  put  on  his 
own  coat. 

"Take  thou  charge  of  the  stable,  Sam,"  said  he. 

"  Why,  where  be'st  going,  at  this  time  o'  day  ?  " 
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"  I  be  going  to  Bow  Street,"  said  Daniel  doggedly. 

At  Bow  Street  Captain  Cowen  was  received  with 
great  respect,  and"  a  seat  given  him  by  the  sitting  magis- 
trate while  some  minor  cases  were  disposed  of. 

In  due  course  the  highway  robbery  was  called  and 
proved  by  the  parties  who,  unluckily  for  the  accused, 
had  been  actually  robbed  before  Cowen  interfered. 

Then  the  oath  was  tendered  to  Cowen :  he  stood  up 
by  the  magistrate's  side  and  deposed,  with  military 
brevity  and  exactness,  to  the  facts  I  have  related,  but 
refused  to  swear  to  the  identity  of  the  individual  cul- 
prit who  stood  pale  and  trembling  at  the  dock. 

The  attorney  for  the  Crown,  after  pressing  in  vain, 
said,  "  Quite  right,  Captain  Cowen  ;  a  witness  cannot  be 
too  scrupulous." 

He  then  called  an  officer,  who  had  found  the  robber 
leaning  against  a  railing  fainting  from  loss  of  blood, 
scarce  a  furlong  from  the  scene  of  the  robbery,  and 
wounded  in  the  shoulder.  That  let  in  Captain  Cowen's 
evidence,  and  the  culprit  was  committed  for  trial,  and 
soon  after  peached  upon  his  only  comrade  at  large. 
The  other  lay  in  the  hospital  at  Newgate. 

The  magistrate  complimented  Captain  Cowen  on  his 
conduct  and  his  evidence,  and  he  went  away  universally 
admired.  Yet  he  was  not  elated,  nor  indeed  content. 
Sitting  by  the  magistrate's  side,  after  he  had  given  his 
evidence,  he  happened  to  look  all  round  the  Court,  and 
in  a  distant  corner  he  saw  the  enormous  mottled  nose 
and  sinister  eyes  of  Daniel  Cox  glaring  at  him  with  a 
strange  Init  puzzled  expression. 

Cowen  had  learned  to  read  faces,  and  ho  said  to  him- 
self: *' What  is  there  in  that  ruffian's  mind  about  me? 
Did  he  know  me  years  ago  ?  I  cannot  remember  him. 
Curse  the  beast  —  one  would  almost  —  think  —  he  is 
cudgelling  liis  drunken  memory.  I'll  keep  an  eye  on 
l/ou." 
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He  went  home  thoughtful  and  discomposed,  because 
this  drunkard  glowered  at  him  so.  The  reception  he 
met  with  at  the  "Swan"  effaced  the  impression.  He 
was  received  with  acclamations,  and  now  that  publicity 
was  forced  on  him,  he  accepted  it,  and  revelled  in  popu- 
larity. 

About  this  time  he  received  a  letter  from  his  son, 
enclosing  a  notice  from  the  college  tutor,  speaking 
highly  of  his  ability,  good  conduct,  devotion  to  study. 

This  made  the  father  swell  with  loving  pride. 

Jack  hinted  modestly  that  there  were  unavoidable 
expenses,  and  his  funds  were  dwindling.  He  enclosed 
an  account  that  showed  how  the  money  went. 

The  father  wrote  back  and  bade  him  be  easy  ;  he 
should  have  every  farthing  required,  and  speedily, 
"  For,"  said  he,  "  my  half-year's  interest  is  due  now." 

Two  days  after  he  had  a  letter  from  his  man  of 
business,  begging  him  to  call.  He  went  with  alacrity, 
making  sure  his  money  was  waiting  for  him  as  usual. 

His  lawyer  received  him  very  gravely,  and  begged 
him  to  be  seated.  He  then  broke  to  him  some  appalling 
news.  The  great  house  of  Brown,  Molyneux  and  Co. 
had  suspended  payments  at  noon  the  day  before,  and 
were  not  expected  to  pay  a  shilling  in  the  pound. 
Captain  Cowen's  little  fortune  was  gone  —  all  but  his 
pension  of  eighty  pounds  a  year. 

He  sat  like  a  man  turned  to  stone ;  then  he  clasped 
his  hands  with  agony,  and  uttered  two  words  —  no  more 
—  "  My  son  !  " 

He  rose  and  left  the  place  like  one  in  a  dream.  He 
got  down  to  Knightsbridge,  he  hardly  knew  how.  At 
the  very  door  of  the  inn  he  fell  down  in  a  fit.  The  peo- 
ple of  the  inn  were  round  him  in  a  moment,  and 
restoratives  freely  supplied.  His  sturdy  nature  soon 
revived;  but,  with  the  moral   and  physical   shock,  his 
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lips   were   slightly    distorted   over  his  clenched   teeth 
His  face,  too,  was  ashy  pale. 

When  he  came  to  himself,  the  first  face  ho  noticed 
was  that  of  Daniel  Cox,  eying  him,  not  with  pity,  hut 
with  puzzled  curiosity.  Cowen  shuddered  and  closed 
his  own  eyes  to  avoid  this  blighting  glare.  Then,  with- 
out opening  them,  he  muttered, ''  What  lias  befallen  me  ? 
I  feel  no  wound." 

"  Laws  forbid,  sir ! "  said  the  landlady,  leaning  over 
him.  "  Your  honor  did  but  swoon  for  once,  to  show  you 
was  born  of  a  woman,  and  not  made  of  nought  but  steel. 
Here,  you  gaping  loons  and  sluts,  help  the  Captain  to 
his  room  amongst  ye,  and  then  go  about  your  business." 

This  order  was  promptly  executed,  so  far  as  assisting 
Captain  Cowen  to  rise ;  but  he  was  no  sooner  on  his  feet 
than  he  waved  them  all  from  him  haughtily,  and  said, 
"  Let  me  be.  It  is  the  mind  —  it  is  the  mind  ;  "  and  he 
smote  his  forehead  in  desi^air,  for  now  it  all  came  back 
on  him. 

Then  he  ruslied  into  the  inn,  and  locked  himself  into 
his  room.  Female  curiosity  buzzed  about  the  doors,  but 
was  not  admitted  until  he  had  recovered  his  fortitude, 
and  formed  a  bitter  resolution  to  defend  himself  and  his 
son  against  all  mankind. 

At  last  there  came  a  timid  tap,  and  a  mellow  voice 
said,  "  It  is  only  me.  Captain.     Prithee  let  me  in." 

He  opened  to  her,  and  there  was  Barbara  with  a  large 
tray  and  a  snow-white  cloth.  She  spread  a  table  deftly, 
and  uncovered  a  roast  capon,  and  uncorked  a  bottle  of 
white  port,  talking  all  the  time.  "  The  mistress  says 
you  jnust  eat  a  bit,  and  drink  this  good  wine,  for  her 
sake.  Indeed,  sir,  'twill  do  you  good  after  your  swoon." 
With  many  such  encouraging  words  she  got  him  to  sit 
down  and  eat,  and  then  filled  his  glass  and  put  it  to  his 
lips.     Ho  could  not  cat  much,  but  he  drank  the  white 


THE   KNIGHTSBRIDGE   MYSTERY.  103 

port  —  a  wine  much  prized,  and  purer  than  the  purple 
vintage  of  our  day. 

At  last  came  Barbara's  post-diet.  "  But  alack  !  to 
think  of  your  fainting  dead  away !  O  Captain,  what  is 
the  trouble  ?  " 

The  tear  was  in  Barbara's  eye,  though  she  was  the 
emissary  of  Dame  Gust's  curiosity,  and  all  curiosity 
herself. 

Captain  Cowen,  who  had  been  expecting  this  question 
for  some  time,  replied,  doggedly,  "  I  have  lost  the  best 
friend  I  had  in  the  world." 

"  Dear  heart  !  "  said  Barbara,  and  a  big  tear  of 
sympathy,  that  had  been  gathering  ever  since  she 
entered  the  room,  rolled  down  her  cheeks. 

She  put  up  a  corner  of  her  apron  to  her  eyes.  "  Alas, 
poor  soul !  "  said  she.  "Ay,  I  do  know  how  hard  it  is 
to  love  and  lose  ;  but  bethink  you,  sir,  'tis  the  lot  of 
man.  Our  own  turn  must  come.  And  you  have  your 
son  left  to  thank  God  for,  and  a  warm  friend  or  two  in 
this  place,  thof  they  be  but  humble." 

"Ay,  good  wench,"  said  the  soldier,  his  iron  nature 
touched  for  a  moment  by  her  goodness  and  simplicity, 
"  and  none  I  value  more  than  thee.  But  leave  me 
awhile." 

The  young  woman's  honest  cheeks  reddened  at  the 
praise  of  such  a  man.  "  Your  will's  my  pleasure, 
sir,"  said  she,  and  retired,  leaving  the  capon  and  the 
wine. 

Any  little  compunction  he  might  have  at  refusing  his 
confidence  to  this  humble  friend  did  not  trouble  him 
long.  He  looked  on  women  as  leaky  vessels  ;  and  he 
had  firmly  resolved  not  to  make  his  situation  worse  by 
telling  the  base  world  that  he  was  poor.  Many  a  hard 
rub  had  put  a  fine  point  on  this  man  of  steel. 

He  glozed  the  matter,  too,  in  his  own  mind.     "  I  told 
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her  no  lie.     I  have  lost  my  best  friend,  for  I've  lost  my 
money." 

From  that  day  Captain  Cowen  visited  the  tap-room  no 
more,  and  indeed  seldom  went  out  by  daylight.  He  was 
all  alone  now,  for  Mr.  Gardiner  was  gone  to  Wiltshire 
to  collect  his  rents.  In  his  solitary  chamber  Cowen 
ruminated  his  loss  and  the  villany  of  mankind,  and  his 
busy  brain  revolved  scheme  after  scheme  to  repair  the 
impending  ruin  of  his  son's  prospects.  It  was  there  the 
iron  entered  his  soul.  The  example  of  the  very  foot- 
pads he  had  baffled  occurred  to  him  in  his  more  desperate 
moments,  but  he  fought  the  temptation  down  :  and  in 
due  course  one  of  them  was  transported,  and  one  hung ; 
the  other  languished  in  Newgate. 

By  and  by  he  began  to  be  mysteriously  busy,  and  the 
door  always  locked.  No  clew  was  ever  found  to  his 
labors  but  bits  of  melted  wax  in  the  fender  and  a  tuft 
or  two  of  gray  hair,  and  it  was  never  discovered  in 
Knightsbridge  that  he  often  begged  in  the  City  at  dusk, 
in  a  disguise  so  perfect  that  a  frequenter  of  the  "  Swan  " 
once  gave  him  a  groat.  Thus  did  he  levy  his  tax  upon 
the  stony  place  that  had  undone  him. 

Instead  of  taking  liis  afternoon  walk  as  heretofore,  he 
would  sit  disconsolate  on  the  seat  of  a  staircase  window 
that  looked  into  the  yard,  and  so  take  the  air  and  sun : 
and  it  was  owing  to  this  new  habit  he  overheard,  one 
day,  a  dialogue,  in  which  the  foggy  voice  of  the  hostler 
predominated  at  first.  He  was  running  down  Captain 
Cowen  to  a  pot-boy.  The  pot-boy  stood  up  for  him. 
That  annoyed  Cox.  He  spoke  louder  and  louder  the 
more  he  was  oj)j)osed,  till  at  last  he  bawled  out,  "  I  tell 
ye  I've  seen  him  a-sitting  by  the  judge,  and  I've  seen 
him  in  tlie  dock." 

At  these  words  Captain   Cowen   recoiled,  tliough  he 
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was  already  out  of  sight,  and  his  eye  glittered  like  a 
basilisk's. 

But  immediately  a  new  voice  broke  upon  the  scene,  a 
woman's.  -'  Thou  foul-mouthed  knave !  Is  it  for  thee 
to  slander  men  of  worship,  and  give  the  inn  a  bad 
name  ?  Remember  I  have  but  to  lift  my  finger  to  hang 
thee,  so  drive  me  not  to't.  Begone  to  thy  horses  this 
moment  ;  thou  art  not  fit  to  be  among  Christians. 
Begone,  I  say,  or  it  shall  be  the  worse  for  thee ; "  and 
she  drove  him  across  the  yard,  and  followed  him  up  with 
a  current  of  invectives,  eloquent  even  at  a  distance 
though  the  words  were  no  longer  distinct:  and  who 
should  this  be  but  the  housemaid,  Barbara  Lamb,  so 
gentle,  mellow,  and  melodious  before  the  gentlefolk,  and 
especially  her  hero.  Captain  Cowen  ! 

As  for  Daniel  Cox,  he  cowered,  writhed,  and  wriggled 
away  before  her,  and  slipped  into  the  stable. 

Captain  Cowen  was  now  soured  by  trouble,  and  this 
persistent  enmity  of  that  fellow  roused  at  last  a  fixed 
and  deadly  hatred  in  his  mind,  all  the  more  intense  that 
fear  mingled  with  it. 

He  sounded  Barbara ;  asked  her  what  nonsense  that 
ruffian  had  been  talking,  and  what  he  had  done  that  she 
could  hang  him  for.  But  Barbara  would  not  say  a  mali- 
cious word  against  a  fellow-servant  in  cold  blood.  "  I 
can  keep  a  secret,"  said  she.  "  If  he  keeps  his  tongue 
off  you,  I'll  keep  mine." 

"  So  be  it,"  said  Cowen.  "  Then  I  warn  you  I  am  sick 
of  his  insolence ;  and  drunkards  must  be  taught  not  to 
make  enemies  of  sober  men  nor  fools  of  wise  men."  He 
said  this  so  bitterly  that,  to  soothe  him,  she  begged  him 
not  to  trouble  about  the  ravings  of  a  sot.  ''  Dear  heart," 
said  she,  "  nobody  heeds  Dan  Cox." 

Some  days  afterward  she  told  him  that  Dan  had  been 
drinking  harder  than  ever,  and  wouldn't  trouble  honest 
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folk  long,  for  he  had  the  delusions  that  go  before  a 
drunkard's  end ;  why.  he  had  told  the  stable-boy  he  had 
seen  a  vision  of  himself  climb  over  the  garden  wall,  and 
enter  the  house  by  the  back  door.  "  The  poor  wretch 
says  he  knew  himself  by  his  bottle  nose  and  his  cow-skin 
waistcoat ;  and,  to  be  sure,  there  is  no  such  nose  in  the 
parish  —  thank  Heaven  f or't !  —  and  not  many  such 
waistcoats."  She  laughed  heartily,  but  Cowen's  lip 
curled  in  a  venomous  sneer.  He  said :  "  More  likely 
'twas  the  knave  himself.  Look  to  your  spoons,  if  such 
a  face  as  that  walks  by  night."  Barbara  turned  grave 
directly  ;  he  eyed  her  askant,  and  saw  the  random  shot 
had  gone  home. 

Captain  Cowen  now  often  slept  in  tlie  City,  alleging 
business. 

Mr.  Gardiner  wrote  from  Salisbury,  ordering  his  room 
to  be  ready  and  his  sheets  well  aired. 

One  afternoon  he  returned  with  a  bag  and  a  small 
valise,  prodigiously  heavy.  He  had  a  fire  lighted,  though 
it  was  a  fine  autumn,  for  he  was  chilled  Avith  his  journey, 
and  invited  Captain  Cowen  to  sup  with  him.  The  latter 
consented,  but  begged  it  might  be  an  early  supper,  as  he 
must  sleep  in  the  City. 

"  I  am  sorry  for  that,"  said  Gardiner.  "  I  have  a  hun- 
dred and  eighty  guineas  there  in  that  bag,  and  a  man 
could  get  into  my  room  from  yours." 

"  Not  if  you  lock  the  middle  door,"  said  Cowen.  "  But 
I  can  leave  you  the  key  of  my  outer  door,  for  tliat 
matter." 

This  offer  was  accepted;  but  still  Mr.  Gardiner  felt 
uneasy.  There  had  been  several  robberies  at  inns,  and 
it  was  a  rainy,  gusty  night.  He  was  depressed  and  ill 
at  ease.  Then  Captain  Cowen  offered  him  his  pistols, 
and  helped  him  load  thcnn  —  two  bullets  in  each.  He 
also  went  and  fetched  him  a  bottle  of  the  best  port,  and 
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after  drinking  one  glass  with  him,  hurried  away,  and  left 
his  key  with  him  for  further  security. 

Mr.  Gardiner,  left  to  himself,  made  up  a  great  fire  and 
drank  a  glass  or  two  of  the  wine ;  it  seemed  remarkably 
heady  and  raised  his  spirits.  After  all,  it  was  only  for 
one  night ;  to-morrow  he  would  deposit  his  gold  in  the 
bank.  He  began  to  unpack  his  things  and  put  his  night- 
dress to  the  fire ;  but  by  and  by  he  felt  so  drowsy  that 
he  did  but  take  his  coat  off,  put  his  pistols  under  the 
pillow,  and  lay  down  on  the  bed  and  fell  fast  asleep. 

That  night  Barbara  Lamb  awoke  twice,  thinking  each 
time  she  heard  doors  open  and  shut  on  the  floor  below 
her. 

But  it  was  a  gusty  night,  and  she  concluded  it  was 
most  likely  the  wind.  Still  a  residue  of  uneasiness  made 
her  rise  at  five  instead  of  six,  and  she  lighted  her  tinder 
and  came  down  with  a  rushlight.  She  found  Captain 
Cowen's  door  wide  open ;  it  had  been  locked  when  she 
went  to  bed.  That  alarmed  her  greatly.  She  looked  in. 
A  glance  was  enough.  She  cried,  "  Thieves  !  thieves  ! " 
and  in  a  moment  uttered  scream  upon  scream. 

In  an  incredibly  short  time  pale  and  eager  faces  of 
men  and  women  filled  the  passage. 

Cowen's  room,  being  open,  was  entered  first.  On  the 
floor  lay  what  Barbara  had  seen  at  a  glance  —  his  port- 
manteau rifled  and  the  clothes  scattered  about.  The 
door  of  communication  was  ajar;  they  opened  it,  and  an 
appalling  sight  met  their  eyes  :  Mr.  Gardiner  was  lying 
in  a  pool  of  blood  and  moaning  feebly.  There  was  little 
hope  of  saving  him ;  no  human  body  could  long  survive 
such  a  loss  of  the  vital  fluid.  But  it  so  happened  there 
was  a  country  surgeon  in  the  house.  He  stanched  the 
wounds  —  there  were  three  —  and  somebody  or  other  had 
the  sense  to  beg  the  victim  to  make  a  statement.  He 
was  unable  at  first  j  but,  under  powerful  stimulants,  re- 
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vived  at  last,  and  showed  a  strong  wish  to  aid  justice  in 
avenging  him.  By  this  time  they  had  got  a  magistrate 
to  attend,  and  he  put  his  ear  to  the  dying  man's  lips ; 
but  others  heard,  so  hushed  was  the  room  and  so  keen 
the  awe  and  curiosity  of  each  panting  heart. 

"  I  had  gold  in  my  portmanteau,  and  was  afraid.  I 
drank  a  bottle  of  wine  Avith  Captain  Cowen,  and  he  left 
me.  He  lent  me  his  key  and  his  pistols.  I  locked  both 
doors.  I  felt  very  sleepy,  and  lay  down.  When  I  woke, 
a  man  was  leaning  over  my  portmanteau.  His  back  was 
toward  me.  I  took  a  pistol,  and  aimed  steadily.  It 
missed  fire.  The  man  turned  and  sprang  on  me.  I  had 
caught  up  a  knife,  one  we  had  for  supper.  I  stabbed 
him  with  all  my  force.  He  wrested  it  from  me,  and  I 
felt  piercing  blows.     I  am  slain.     Ay,  I  am  slain." 

"But  the  man,  sir.     Did  you  not  see  his  face  at  all  ? " 

"  Not  till  he  fell  on  me.  But  then,  very  plainly.  The 
moon  shone." 

"  Pray  describe  him." 

"  Broken  hat." 

"  Yes." 

*'  Hairy  waistcoat." 

*'  Yes." 

"Enormous  nose." 

"  Do  you  know  him  ?  " 

"  Ay.     The  hostler,  Cox." 

Tliere  was  a  groan  of  horror  and  a  cry  for  vengeance 

"  Silence,"  said  the  magistrate.  "  Mr.  Gardiner,  you 
are  a  dying  man.  Words  may  kill.  Be  careful.  Have 
you  any  doubts  ?  " 

"  About  what  ?  " 

"  That  the  villain  was  Daniel  Cox." 

"None  whatever." 

At  these  words  the  men  and  women,  who  were  glaring 
with   pale   faces    and   all   their  senses   strained   at  the 
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dying  man  and  his  faint  yet  terrible  denunciation,  broke 
into  two  bands  ;  some  remained  rooted  to  the  place,  the 
rest  hurried,  with  cries  of  vengeance,  in  search  of  Daniel 
Cox.  They  were  met  in  the  yard  by  two  constables, 
and  rushed  first  to  the  stables,  not  that  they  hoped  to 
find  him  there.  Of  course  he  had  absconded  with  his 
booty. 

The  stable  door  was  ajar.     They  tore  it  open. 

The  gray  dawn  revealed  Cox  fast  asleep  on  the  straw 
in  the  first  empty  stall,  and  his  bottle  in  the  manger. 
His  clothes  were  bloody,  and  the  man  was  drunk.  They 
pulled  him,  cursed  him,  struck  him,  and  would  have  torn 
him  in  pieces,  but  the  constables  interfered,  set  him  up 
against  the  rail,  like  timber,  and  searched  his  bosom,  and 
found  —  a  wound  ;  then  turned  all  his  pockets  inside 
out,  amidst  great  expectation,  and  found  —  three  half- 
pence and  the  key  of  the  stable  door. 


CHAPTER   II. 


They  ransacked  the  straw,  and  all  the  premises,  and 
found  —  nothing. 

Then,  to  make  him  sober  and  get  something  out  of 
him,  they  pumped  upon  his  head  till  he  was  very  nearly 
choked.  However,  it  told  on  him.  He  gasped  for  breath 
awhile,  and  rolled  his  eyes,  and  then  coolly  asked  them 
had  they  found  the  villain. 

They  shook  their  fists  at  him.  "  Ay,  we  have  fountl 
the  villain,  red-handed." 

'*  I  mean  him  as  prowls  about  these  parts  in  my  waist- 
coat, and  drove  his  knife  into  me  last  night  —  wonder  a 
didn't  kill  me  out  of  hand.  Have  ye  found  him  amongst 
ye?" 
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This  question  met  with  a  volley  of  jeers  and  execra- 
tions, and  the  constables  pinioned  him,  and  bundled  him 
off  in  a  cart  to  Bow  Street,  to  wait  examination. 

Meantime  two  Bow  Street  runners  came  down  with  a 
warrant,  and  made  a  careful  examination  of  the  premises. 
The  two  keys  were  on  the  table.  Mr.  Gardiner's  outer 
door  was  locked.  There  was  no  money  either  in  his 
portmanteau  or  Captain  Cowen's.  Both  pistols  were 
found  loaded,  but  no  priming  in  the  pan  of  the  one  that 
lay  on  the  bed ;  the  other  was  primed,  but  the  bullets 
were  above  the  powder. 

Bradbury,  one  of  the  runners,  took  particular  notice 
of  all. 

Outside,  blood  was  traced  from  the  stable  to  the  gar- 
den wall,  and  under  this  wall,  in  the  grass,  a  bloody 
knife  was  found  belonging  to  the  "  Swan  "  Inn.  There 
was  one  knife  less  in  Mr.  Gardiner's  room  than  had  been 
carried  up  to  his  supper. 

Mr.  Gardiner  lingered  till  noon,  but  never  spoke  again. 

The  news  spread  swiftly,  and  Captain  Cowen  came 
home  in  the  afternoon,  very  pale  and  shocked. 

He  had  lieard  of  a  robbery  and  murder  at  the  "Swan," 
and  came  to  know  more.  The  landlady  told  liim  all  that 
had  transpired,  and  that  the  villain  Cox  was  in  prison. 

Cowen  listened  thoughtfully,  and  said  :  "  Cox  !  No 
doubt  he  is  a  knave  :  but  murder  !  —  I  should  never  have 
suspected  him  of  that." 

The  landlady  pooh-poohed  his  doubts.  "  Why,  sir,  the 
poor  gentleman  knew  him,  and  wounded  him  in  self- 
defence,  and  the  rogue  was  found  a-bleeding  from  that 
very  wound,  and  my  knife,  as  done  the  murder,  not  a 
stone's  throw  from  him  as  done  it,  which  it  was  that 
Dan  Cox,  and  he'll  swing  for't,  please  God."  Then, 
changing  her  tone,  she  said,  solemnly,  "  You'll  come  and 
see  him,  sir  ?  " 
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"  Yes,"  said  Cowen,  resolutely,  with  scarce  a  moment's 
hesitation. 

The  landlady  led  the  way,  and  took  the  keys  out  of 
her  pocket,  and  opened  Cowen's  door.  "We  keep  all 
locked,"  said  she,  half  apologetically  ;  "  the  magistrate 
bade  us ;  and  everything  as  we  found  it  —  God  help  us  ! 
There  —  look  at  your  portmanteau,  I  wish  you  may  not 
have  been  robbed  as  well." 

''  No  matter,"  said  he. 

"  But  it  matters  to  me,"  said  she,  "  for  the  credit  of  the 
house."  Then  she  gave  him  the  key  of  the  inner  door^ 
and  waved  her  hand  toward  it,  and  sat  down  and  began 
to  cry. 

Cowen  went  in  and  saw  the  appalling  sight.  He 
returned  quickly,  looking  like  a  ghost,  and  muttered, 
"This  is  a  terrible  business." 

"  It  is  a  bad  business  for  me  and  all,"  said  she.  "  He 
have  robbed  you  too,  I'll  go  bail." 

Captain  Cowen  examined  his  trunk  carefully.  "  Noth- 
ing to  speak  of,"  said  he.  "  I've  lost  eight  guineas  and 
my  gold  watch." 

"  There  !  —  there  !  —  there  !  "  cried  the  landlady. 

"  What  does  that  matter,  dame  ?    He  has  lost  his  life." 

"Ay,  poor  soul.  But  'twon't  bring  him  back,  you 
being  robbed  and  all.  Was  ever  such  an  unfortunate 
woman  ?  Murder  and  robbery  in  my  house  !  Travellers 
will  shun  it  like  a  pest-house.  And  the  new  landlord 
he  only  wanted  a  good  excuse  to  take  it  down  alto- 
gether." 

This  was  followed  by  more  sobbing  and  crying. 
Cowen  took  her  down-stairs  into  the  bar,  and  comforted 
her.  They  had  a  glass  of  spirits  together,  and  he  en- 
couraged the  flow  of  her  egotism,  till  at  last  she  fully 
persuaded  herself  it  was  her  calamity  that  one  man  was 
robbed  and  another  murdered  in  her  house. 
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Cowen,  always  a  favorite,  quite  won  her  heart  by  fall- 
ing into  this  view  of  the  matter,  and  when  he  told  her 
he  must  go  back  to  the  City  again,  for  he  had  important 
business,  and  besides  had  no  money  left,  either  in  his 
pockets  or  his  rifled  valise,  she  encouraged  him  to  go, 
and  said,  kindly,  indeed  it  was  no  place  for  him  now ;  it 
was  very  good  of  him  to  come  back  at  all :  but  both 
apartments  should  be  scoured  and  made  decent  in  a 
very  few  days ;  and  a  new  carpet  down  in  Mr.  Gardiner's 
room. 

So  Cowen  went  back  to  the  City,  and  left  this  notable 
woman  to  mop  up  Iter  murder. 

At  Bow  Street  next  morning,  in  answer  to  tlie  evidence 
of  his  guilt.  Cox  told  a  tale  which  the  magistrate  said 
was  even  more  ridiculous  than  most  of  the  stories  luiedu- 
cated  criminals  get  up  on  such  occasions  ;  with  this  sin- 
gle comment  he  committed  Cox  for  trial. 

Everybody  was  of  the  magistrate's  opinion,  except  a 
single  Bow  Street  runner,  the  same  who  had  already  ex- 
amined the  premises.  This  man  suspected  Cox,  but  had 
one  qualm  of  doubt  founded  on  the  place  where  he  had 
discovered  the  knife,  and  the  circumstance  of  tlie  blood 
being  traced  from  that  place  to  the  stable,  and  not  from 
the  inn  to  the  stable,  and  on  a  remark  Cox  had  made  to 
him  in  the  cart.  '^I  don't  belong  to  the  house.  I  haan't 
got  no  keys  to  go  in  and  out  o'  nights.  And  if  I  took  a 
hatful  of  gold,  I'd  be  off  with  it  into  another  country  — 
wouldn't  you  ?  Him  as  took  the  gentleman's  money,  he 
knew  where 'twas,  and  he  have  got  it:  I  didn't  and  I 
haan't." 

Bradbury  came  down  to  the  "  Swan,"  and  asked  the 
landlady  a  question  or  two.  She  gave  him  short  answers. 
He  then  told  her  that  he  wished  to  examine  the  wine  that 
had  come  down  from  Mr.  Gardiner's  room. 
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The  landlady  looked  him  in  the  face,  and  said  it  had 
been  drunk  by  the  servants  or  thrown  away  long  ago. 

"  I  have  my  doubts  of  that,"  said  he. 

"And  welcome,"  said  she. 

Then  he  wished  to  examine  the  keyholes. 

"  No,"  said  she  j  "  there  has  been  prying  enough  into 
my  house." 

Said  he  angrily,  "  You  are  obstructing  justice.  It  is 
very  suspicious." 

"  It  is  you  that  is  suspicious,  and  a  mischief-maker  in- 
to the  bargain,"  said  she.  "  How  do  I  know  what  you 
might  put  into  my  wine  and  my  keyholes,  and  say  you 
found  it  ?  You  are  well  known,  you  Bow  Street  runners, 
for  your  hanky-panky  tricks.  Have  you  got  a  search- 
warrant,  to  throw  more  discredit  upon  my  house  ?  No  ? 
Then  pack  !  and  learn  the  law  before  you  teach  it  me." 

Bradbury  retired,  bitterly  indignant,  and  his  indigna- 
tion strengthened  his  faint  doubt  of  Cox's  guilt. 

He  set  a  friend  to  watch  the  "  Swan,"  and  he  himself 
gave  his  mind  to  the  whole  case,  and  visited  Cox  in  New- 
gate three  times  before  his  trial. 

The  next  novelty  was  that  legal  assistance  was  pro- 
vided for  Cox  by  a  person  who  expressed  compassion 
for  his  poverty  and  inability  to  defend  himself,  guilty  or 
not  guilty  ;  and  that  benevolent  person  was  — .Captain 
Cowen. 

In  due  course  Daniel  Cox  was  arraigned  at  the  bar  of 
the  Old  Bailey  for  robbery  and  murder. 

The  deposition  of  the  murdered  man  was  put  in  by  the 
Crown,  and  the  witnesses  sworn  who  heard  it,  and  Cap- 
tain Cowen  was  called  to  support  a  portion  of  it.  He 
swore  that  he  supped  with  the  deceased  and  loaded  one 
pistol  for  him  while  Mr.  Gardiner  loaded  the  other  ;  lent 
him  the  key  of  his  own  door  for  further  security,  and 
himself  slept  in  the  City. 
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The  judge  asked  him  where,  and  he  said,  "  13  Farring- 
don  Street." 

It  was  elicited  from  him  that  he  had  provided  counsel 
for  the  prisoner. 

His  evidence  was  very  short  and  to  the  point.  It  did 
not  directly  touch  the  accused,  and  the  defendant's  coun- 
sel —  in  spite  of  his  client's  eager  desire  —  declined  to 
cross-examine  Captain  Cowen.  He  thought  a  hostile  ex- 
amination of  so  respectable  a  witness,  who  brought  noth- 
ing home  to  the  accused,  would  only  raise  more  indigna- 
tion against  his  client. 

The  prosecution  was  strengthened  by  the  reluctant 
evidence  of  Barbara  Lamb.  She  deposed  that  three 
years  ago  Cox  had  been  detected  by  her  stealing  money 
from  a  gentleman's  table  in  the  "  Swan  "  Inn,  and  she 
gave  the  details. 

The  judge  asked  her  whether  this  was  at  night. 

"No,  my  lord;  at  about  four  of  the  clock.  He  is 
never  in  the  house  at  night;  the  mistress  can't  abide 
him." 

"  Has  he  any  key  of  the  house  ?  " 

"  Oh,  dear,  no,  my  lord." 

The  rest  of  the  evidence  for  the  Crown  is  virtually 
before  the  reader. 

For  the  defence  it  was  proved  that  the  man  was  found 
drunk,  with  no  money  nor  keys  upon  him,  and  that  the 
knife  was  found  under  the  wall,  and  the  blood  was  trace- 
able from  the  wall  to  the  stable.  Bradbury,  who  proved 
this,  tried  to  get  in  about  the  wine  ;  but  this  was  stopped 
as  irrelevant.  "  Tliero  is  only  one  person  under  suspi- 
cion," said  the  judge,  rather  sternly. 

As  counsel  were  not  allowed  in  that  day  to  make 
speeches  to  the  jury,  but  only  to  examine  and  cross-ex- 
amine and  discuss  points  of  law,  Daniel  Cox  had  to 
speak  in  his  own  defence. 
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"  My  lord,"  said  he,  "  it  was  my  double  done  it." 

"Your  what  ?"  asked  ray  lord,  a  little  peevishly. 

"My  double.  There's  a  rogue  prowls  about  the 
'  Swan '  at  nights,  which  you  couldn't  tell  him  from  me. 
(Laughter.)  You  needn't  to  laugh  me  to  the  gallows.  I 
tell  ye  he  have  got  a  nose  like  mine."     (Laughter.) 

Clerk  of  Arraigns.  Keep  silence  in  the  court,  on  pain 
of  imprisonment. 

"And  he  have  got  a  waistcoat  the  very  spit  of  mine, 
and  a  tumble-down  hat  such  as  I  do  wear.  I  saw  him  go 
by  and  let  hisself  into  the  '  Swan '  with  a  key,  and  I 
told  Sam  Pott  next  morning." 

Judge.     Who  is  Sam  Pott  ? 

Culprit.     Why,  my  stable-boy,  to  be  sure. 

Judge.     Is  he  in  court  ? 

Culprit.     I  don't  know.     Ay,  there  he  is. 

Judge.     Then  you'd  better  call  him. 

Culprit  (shouting).     Hy  !     Sam  ! 

Sam.     Here  be  I.     (Loud  laughter.) 

The  judge  explained,  calmly,  that  to  call  a  witness 
meant  to  put  him  in  the  box  and  swear  him,  and  that 
although  it  was  irregular,  yet  he  should  allow  Pott  to  be 
sworn,  if  it  would  do  the  prisoner  any  good. 

Prisoner's  counsel  said  he  had  no  wish  to  swear  Mr. 
Pott. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Gurney,"  said  the  judge,  "  I  don't  think  he 
can  do  you  any  harm."     Meaning  in  so  desperate  a  case. 

Thereupon  Sam  Pott  was  sworn,  and  deposed  that  Cox 
had  told  him  about  this  double. 

"  When  ?  " 

"Often  and  often." 

"  Before  the  murder  ?  " 

"  Long  afore  that." 

Counsel  for  the  Crown.     Did  you  ever  see  this  double  ? 

"Not  I." 
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Counsel.     I  thought  not. 

Daniel  Cox  went  on  to  say  that  on  the  night  of  the 
murder  he  was  up  with  a  sick  horse,  and  he  saw  his 
double  let  himself  out  of  the  inn  the  back  way,  and  then 
turn  round  and  close  tlie  door  softly  ;  so  he  slipped  out 
to  meet  him.  But  the  double  saw  him,  and  made  for  the 
garden  wall.  He  ran  up  and  caught  him  with  one  leg 
over  the  wall,  and  seized  a  black  bag  he  was  carrying 
off ;  the  figure  dropped  it,  and  he  heard  a  lot  of  money 
chink  :  that  thereupon  he  cried  "  Thieves  !  "  and  seized 
the  man  ;  but  immediately  received  a  blow,  and  lost  his 
senses  for  a  time.  When  he  came  to,  the  man  and  the 
bag  were  both  gone,  and  he  felt  so  sick  that  he  staggered 
to  the  stable  and  drank  a  pint  of  neat  brandy,  and  he 
remembered  no  more  till  tliey  pumped  on  him,  and  told 
him  he  had  robbed  and  murdered  a  gentleman  inside  the 
"  Swan  "  Inn.  "  What  they  can't  tell  me,"  said  Daniel, 
beginning  to  shout,  "  is  how  I  could  know  who  has  got 
money,  and  who  hasn't,  inside  the  '  Swan  '  Inn.  I  keeps 
the  stables,  not  the  inn :  and  where  be  my  keys  to  open 
and  shut  the  '  Swan '  ?  I  never  had  none.  And  where's 
the  gentleman's  money  ?  'Twas  somebody  in  the  inn  as 
done  it,  for  to  have  the  money,  and  when  you  find  the 
money,  you'll  find  the  man." 

The  prosecuting  counsel  ridiculed  this  defence,  and 
inter  alia  asked  the  jury  whether  they  thought  it  was  a 
double  the  witness  Lamb  liad  caught  robl)ing  in  the  inn 
three  years  ago. 

The  judge  summed  up  very  closely,  giving  the  evidence 
of  every  witness.  What  follows  is  a  mere  synopsis  of 
his  charge. 

He  showed  it  was  beyond  doubt  that  Mr.  Gardiner 
returned  to  the  inn  witli  money,  having  collected  his 
rents  in  Wiltshire;  and  this  was  known  in  the  inn, 
and    proved    by    several,    and   might    have    transpired 


THE   KNIGHTSBRIDGE   IMYSTERY.  117 

in  the  yard  or  the  tap-room.  The  unfortunate  gentleman 
took  Captain  Cowen,  a  respectable  person,  his  neighbor 
in  the  inn,  into  his  confidence,  and  revealed  his  uneasi- 
ness. Captain  Cowen  swore  that  he  supped  with  him,  but 
could  not  stay  all  night,  most  unfortunately.  But  he 
encouraged  him,  left  him  his  pistols,  and  helped  him  load 
them. 

Then  his  lordship  read  the  dying  man's  deposition. 
The  person  thus  solemnly  denounced  was  found  in  the 
stable,  bleeding  from  a  recent  wound,  which  seems  to 
connect  him  at  once  with  the  deed  as  described  by  the 
dying  man. 

"  But  here,"  said  my  lord,  "  the  chain  is  no  longer  per- 
fect. A  knife,  taken  from  the  '  Swan,'  was  found  under 
the  garden  wall,  and  the  first  traces  of  blood  commenced 
there,  and  continued  to  the  stable,  and  were  abundant 
on  the  straw  and  on  the  person  of  the  accused.  This 
was  proved  by  the  constable  and  others.  ISTo  money  was 
found  on  him,  and  no  keys  that  could  have  opened  any 
outer  doors  of  the  '  Swan  '  Inn.  The  accused  had,  how- 
ever, three  years  before  been  guilty  of  a  theft  from  a 
gentleman  in  the  inn,  which  negatives  his  pretence  that 
he  always  confined  himself  to  the  stables.  It  did  not, 
however,  appear  that  on  the  occasion  of  the  theft  he  had 
unlocked  any  doors,  or  possessed  the  means.  The  wit- 
ness for  the  Crown,  Barbara  Lamb,  was  clear  on  that. 

"  The  prisoner's  own  solution  of  the  mystery  was  not 
very  credible.  He  said  he  had  a  double  —  or  a  person 
wearing  his  clothes  and  appearance ;  and  he  had  seen 
this  person  prowling  about  long  before  the  murder,  and 
had  spoken  of  the  double  to  one  Pott.  Pott  deposed 
that  Cox  had  spoken  of  this  double  more  than  once ;  but 
admitted  he  never  saw  the  double  with  his  own  eyes. 

"  This  double,  says  the  accused,  on  the  fatal  night  let 
himself  out  of  the  '  Swan '  Inn  and  escaped  to  the  garden 
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wall.  There  he  (Cox)  came  up  with  this  mysterious 
person,  and  a  scuffle  ensued  in  which  a  bag  was  dropped 
and  gave  the  sound  of  coin  ;  and  then  Cox  held  the  man 
and  cried  '  Thieves  ! '  but  presently  received  a  wound  and 
fainted,  and  on  recovering  himself,  staggered  to  the 
stables  and  drank  a  pint  of  brandy. 

"  The  story  sounds  ridiculous,  and  there  is  no  direct 
evidence  to  back  it ;  but  there  is  a  circumstance  that 
lends  some  color  to  it.  There  was  one.  blood-stained  in- 
strument, and  no  more,  found  on  the  premises,  and  that 
knife  answers  to  the  description  given  by  the  dying 
man,  and,  indeed,  may  be  taken  to  be  the  very  knife  miss- 
ing from  his  room  ;  and  this  knife  was  found  under  the 
garden  wall,  and  there  the  blood  commenced  and  was 
traced  to  the  stable. 

"Here,"  said  my  lord,  "to  my  mind,  lies  the  defence. 
Look  at  the  case  on  all  sides,  gentlemen :  an  undoubted 
murder  done  by  hands ;  no  suspicion  resting  on  any 
known  person  but  the  prisoner  —  a  man  who  had  already 
robbed  in  the  inn ;  a  confident  recognition  by  one  whose 
deposition  is  legal  evidence,  but  evidence  we  cannot 
cross-examine ;  and  a  recognition  by  moonlight  only  and 
in  the  heat  of  a  struggle. 

"If  on  this  evidence,  weakened  not  a  little  by  the 
position  of  the  knife  and  the  traces  of  blood,  and  met 
by  the  prisoner's  declaration,  which  accords  with  that 
single  branch  of  the  evidence,  you  have  a  doubt,  it  is 
your  duty  to  give  the  prisoner  the  full  benefit  of  that 
doubt,  as  I  have  endeavored  to  do ;  and  if  you  have  no 
doubt,  why  then  you  have  only  to  support  the  law  and 
protect  the  lives  of  peaceful  citizens.  Whoever  has  com- 
mitted this  crime,  it  certainly  is  an  alarming  circumstance 
that,  in  a  public  inn,  surrounded  by  honest  people,  guarded 
by  locked  doors,  and  armed  with  pistols,  a  peaceful  citi- 
zen can  be  robbed  like  this  of  his  money  and  his  life." 
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The  jury  saw  a  murder  at  an  inn;  an  accused,  who 
had  already  robbed  in  that  inn,  and  was  denounced  as  his 
murderer  by  the  victim.  The  verdict  seemed  to  them  to 
be  Cox,  or  impunity.  They  all  slept  at  inns ;  a  double 
they  had  never  seen ;  undetected  accomplices  they  had 
all  heard  of.  They  waited  twenty  minutes,  and  brought 
in  their  verdict  —  Guilty. 

The  judge  put  on  his  black  cap,  and  condemned  Daniel 
Cox  to  be  hanged  by  the  neck  till  he  was  dead. 


CHAPTEE   III. 


After  the  trial  was  over,  and  the  condemned  man  led 
back  to  prison  to  await  his  execution,  Bradbury  went 
straight  to  13  Farringdon  Street  and  inquired  for  Captain 
Cowen. 

"  No  such  name  here,"  said  the  good  woman  of  the 
house. 

"  But  you  keep  lodgers  ?  " 

"  Nay,  we  keep  but  one  ;  and  he  is  no  captain  —  he  is 
a  City  clerk." 

"  Well,  madam,  it  is  not  idle  curiosity,  I  assure  you, 
but  was  not  the  lodger  before  him  Captain  Cowen  ?  " 

"  Laws,  no  !  it  was  a  parson.  Your  rakehelly  captains 
wouldn't  suit  the  like  of  us.  'Twas  a  reverend  clerk,  a 
grave  old  gentleman.  He  wasn't  very-well-to  do,  I 
think :  his  cassock  was  worn,  but  he  paid  his  way." 

"  Keep  late  hours  ?  " 

"  Not  when  he  was  in  town ;  but  he  had  a  country 
cure." 

"  Then  you  have  let  him  in  after  midnight." 

"  Nay,  I  keep  no  such  hours.  I  lent  him  a  pass-key. 
He  came  in  and  out  from  the  country  when  he  chose. 
33 
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I  would  have  you  to  know  he  was  an  old  man,  and  a 
sober  man,  and  an  honest  man  :  I'd  wager  my  life  on 
that.  And  excuse  me,  sir,  but  who  be  you,  that  do 
catechise  me  so  about  my  lodgers  ?  " 

"  I  am  an  officer,  madam." 

The  simple  woman  turned  pale,  and  clasped  her  hands. 
"  An  officer  !  "  she  cried.  "  Alack  !  what  have  I  done 
now  ?  " 

"Why,  nothing,  madam,"  said  the  wily  Bradbury. 
"  An  officer's  business  is  to  protect  such  as  you,  not  to 
trouble  you,  for  all  the  world.  There,  now,  I'll  tell  you 
where  the  shoe  pinches.  This  Captain  Cowen  has  just 
sworn  in  a  court  of  justice  that  he  slept  here  on  the 
15th  of  last  October." 

"He  never  did,  then.  Our  good  parson  had  no  ac- 
quaintances in  the  town.     Not  a  soul  ever  visited  him." 

"  Mother,"  said  a  young  girl  peeping  in,  "  I  think  he 
knew  somebody  of  that  very  name.  He  did  ask  me 
once  to  post  a  letter  for  him,  and  it  was  to  some  man  of 
worship,  and  the  name  was  Cowen,  yes  —  Cowen  'twas. 
I'm  sure  of  it.  By  the  same  token,  he  never  gave  me 
another  letter,  and  that  made  me  pay  the  more  attention." 

"Jane,  you  are  too  curious,"  said  the  mother. 

"  And  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you,  my  little  maid," 
said  the  officer,  "and  also  to  you,  madam,"  and  so  took 
his  leave. 

One  evening,  all  of  a  sudden.  Captain  Cowen  ordered 
a  prime  horse  at  the  "  Swan,"  strapped  his  valise  on 
before  him,  and  rode  out  of  the  yard  post-haste :  he 
went  without  drawing  bridle  to  Clapham,  and  then 
looked  round  him,  and,  seeing  no  other  horseman  near, 
trotted  gently  round  into  the  Borough,  then  into  the 
City,  and  slept  at  an  inn  in  Holborn.  He  had  bespoken 
a   particular  room  beforehand,  —  a  little  room  he  fre- 
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quented.  He  entered  it  with  an  air  of  anxiety.  But 
this  soon  vanished  after  he  had  examined  the  floor  care- 
fully. His  horse  was  ordered  at  five  o'clock  next  morn- 
ing. He  took  a  glass  of  strong  waters  at  the  door  to 
fortify  his  stomach,  but  breakfasted  at  Uxbridge,  and 
fed  his  good  horse.  He  dined  at  Beaconsfield,  baited  at 
Thame,  and  supped  with  his  son  at  Oxford :  next  day 
paid  all  the  young  man's  debts,  and  spent  a  week  with 
him. 

His  conduct  was  strange  :  boisterously  gay  and  sul- 
lenly despondent  by  turns.  During  the  week  came  an 
unexpected  visitor.  General  Sir  Robert  Barrington.  This 
officer  was  going  out  to  America  to  fill  an  imjiortant 
ofiioe.  He  had  something  in  view  for  young  Cowen,  and 
came  to  judge  quietly  of  his  capacity.  But  he  did  not 
say  anything  at  that  time,  for  fear  of  exciting  hopes  he 
might  possibly  disappoint. 

However,  he  was  much  taken  with  the  young  man. 
Oxford  had  polished  him.  His  modest  reticence,  until 
invited  to  speak,  recommended  him  to  older  men,  espe- 
cially as  his  answers  were  judicious,  when  invited  to  give 
his  opinion.      The  tutors  also  spoke  very  highly  of  him. 

"  You  may  well  love  that  boy,"  said  General  Barring- 
ton  to  the  father. 

"  God  bless  you  for  praising  him  !  "  said  the  other. 
"Ay,  I  love  him  too  well." 

Soon  after  the  General  left,  Cowen  changed  some  gold 
for  notes,  and  took  his  departure  for  London,  having 
first  sent  word  of  his  return.  He  meant  to  start  after 
breakfast  and  make  one  day  of  it,  but  he  lingered  with 
his  son,  and  did  not  cross  Magdalen  Bridge  till  one 
o'clock. 

This  time  he  rode  through  Dorchester,  Benson,  and 
Henley,  and,  as  it  grew  dark,  resolved  to  sleep  at 
Maidenhead. 
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Just  after  Hurley  Bottom,  at  four  cross-roads,  three 
liigliAvaymen  spurred  on  liim  from  right  and  left. 
"  Your  money  or  your  life  !  " 

He  whipped  a  pistol  out  of  his  holster,  and  pulled  at 
the  nearest  head  in  a  moment. 

The  pistol  missed  fire.  The  next  moment  a  blow  from 
the  butt  end  of  a  horse-pistol  dazed  him,  and  he  was 
dragged  off  his  horse,  and  his  valise  emptied  in  a 
minute. 

Before  they  had  done  with  him,  however,  there  Avas  a 
clatter  of  hoofs,  and  the  robbers  sprang  to  their  nags, 
and  galloped  away  for  the  bare  life  as  a  troop  of  yeo- 
manry rode  up.  The  thing  was  so  common,  the  new- 
comers read  the  situation  at  a  glance,  and  some  of  the 
best  mounted  gave  chase.  The  others  attended  to  Cap- 
tain Cowen,  caught  his  horse,  strapped  on  his  valise,  and 
took  him  with  them  into  Maidenhead,  his  head  aching, 
his  heart  sickening  and  raging  by  turns.  All  his  gold 
gone,  nothing  left  but  a  few  one-pound  notes  that  he 
had  sewed  into  the  lining  of  his  coat. 

He  reached  the  "  Swan  "  next  day  in  a  state  of  sullen 
despair.  "A  curse  is^on  me,"  he  said.  "  3fi/  pistol  miss 
fire  :  mi/  gold  gone." 

He  Avas  Avelcomed  warmly.  He  stared  with  surprise. 
Barbara  led  the  AA^ay  to  his  old  room,  and  opened  it.  He 
started  back.     "  Not  there,"  he  said,  with  a  shudder. 

"  Alack  !  Captain,  Ave  have  kept  it  for  you.  Sure  i/ou 
are  not  afear'd." 

"  No,"  said  he,  doggedly  ;  "  no  hope,  no  fear." 

She  stared,  but  said  nothing. 

He  had  hardly  got  into  the  room  Avhen,  click,  a  key 
was  turned  in  the  door  of  communication.  "A  trav- 
eller there  !  "  said  he.  Then,  bitterly,  "'Things  are  soon 
forgotten  in  an  inn." 

*'  Not  by   me,"   said  Barbara  solemnly.       "  But  you 
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know  our  dame,  she  cau't  let  money  go  by  her.  'Tis  our 
best  room,  mostly,  and.  nobody  would  use  it  that  knoAvs 
the  place.  He  is  a  stranger.  He  is  from  the  wars  :  will 
have  it  he  is  English,  bvit  talks  foreign.  He  is  civil 
enough  when  he  is  sober,  but  when  he  has  got  a  drop  he 
does  maunder  away  to  be  sure,  and  sings  such  songs  I 
never." 

"  How  long  has  he  been  here  ?  "  asked  Cowen. 

"  Five  days,  and  the  mistress  hopes  he  will  stay  as 
many  more,  just  to  break  the  spell." 

"He  can  stay  or  go,"  said  Cowen.  "I  am  in  no 
humor  for  company.     I  have  been  robbed,  girl." 

"  You  robbed,  sir  ?     Not  openly,  I  am  sure." 

"  Openly  —  but  by  numbers  —  three  of  them.  I 
should  soon  have  sped  one,  but  my  pistol  snapped  fire 
just  like  his.  There,  leave  me,  girl ;  fate  is  against  me, 
and  a  curse  upon  me.  Bubbled  out  of  my  fortune  in  the 
City,  robbed  of  my  gold  upon  the  road.  To  be  honest  is 
to  be  a  fool." 

He  flung  himself  on  the  bed  with  a  groan  of  anguish, 
and  the  ready  tears  ran  down  soft  Barbara's  cheeks. 
She  had  tact,  however,  in  her  humble  way,  and  did  not 
prattle  to  a  strong  man  in  a  moment  of  wild  distress. 
She  just  turned  and  cast  a  lingering  glance  of  pity  on 
him,  and  went  to  fetch  him  food  and  wine.  She  had 
often  seen  an  unhappy  man  the  better  for  eating  and 
drinking. 

When  she  was  gone,  he  cursed  himself  for  his  weak- 
ness in  letting  her  know  his  misfortunes.  They  would 
be  all  over  the  house  soon.  "Why,  that  fellow  next 
door  must  have  heard  me  bawl  them  out.  I  have  lost 
my  head,"  said  he,  "  and  I  never  needed  it  more." 

Barbara  returned  with  the  cold  powdered  beef  and 
carrots,  and  a  bottle  of  wine  she  had  paid  for  herself. 
She  found  him  sullen,  but  composed.     He  made  her  sol- 
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emiily  promise  not  to  mention  liis  losses.  She  con- 
sented readily,  and  said,  "You  know  I  can  hold  my 
tongue." 

When  he  had  eaten  and  drunk,  and  felt  stronger,  he 
resolved  to  put  a  question  to  her.  "How  about  that 
poor  fellow  ? "' 

She  looked  puzzled  a  moment,  then  turned  pale,  and 
said  solemnly,  '"Tis  for  this  day  week,  I  hear.  'Twas 
to  be  last  week,  but  the  King  did  respite  him  for  a  fort- 
night." 

"  Ah !  indeed !     Do  you  know  why  ?  " 

"  No,  indeed.  In  his  place,  I'd  rather  have  been  put 
out  of  the  Avay  at  once ;  for  they  will  surely  hang 
him." 

Now  in  our  da}'  the  respite  is  very  rare  :  a  criminal  is 
hanged  or  reprieved.  But  at  the  pei-iod  of  our  story 
men  were  often  respited  for  short  or  long  periods,  yet 
suffered  at  last.  One  poor  wretch  was  respited  for  two 
years,  yet  executed.  This  respite,  therefore,  was  nothing 
unusual,  and  Cowen,  though  he  looked  thoughtful,  had  no 
downright  suspicion  of  anything  so  serious  to  himself 
as  really  lay  beneath  the  surface  of  this  not  unusual 
occurrence. 

I  shall,  however,  let  the  reader  know  more  about  it. 
The  judge  in  reporting  the  case  notified  to  the  proper 
aiithority  that  he  desired  His  Majesty  to  know  he  was 
not  entirely  at  ease  about  the  verdict.  There  was  a 
lacuna  in  the  evidence  against  this  prisoner.  He  stated 
the  flaw  in  a  very  few  words,  l^ut  he  did  not  suggest 
any  remedy. 

Now  the  public  clamored  for  the  man's  execution, 
tliat  travellers  might  be  safe.  The  King's  adviser 
thought  that  if  the  judge  had  serious  doubts,  it  v/as  his 
business  to  tell  the  jury  so.  The  order  for  execution 
issued. 
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Three  days  after  this  the  judge  received  a  letter  from 
Bradbury,  which  I  give  verbatim. 

The  King  vs.  Cox. 

"My  Lord,  —  Forgive  my  writing  to  yon  in  a  case  of 
blood.  There  is  no  other  way.  Daniel  Cox  was  not  defended. 
Counsel  went  against  his  wish,  and  would  not  throw  suspicion 
on  any  other.  That  made  it  Cox  or  nobody.  But  there  was  a 
man  in  the  inn  whose  conduct  was  suspicious.  He  furnished 
the  wine  that  made  the  victim  sleepy  —  and  I  must  tell  you  the 
landlady  would  not  let  me  see  the  remnant  of  the  wine.  She 
did  everything  to  Imfile  me  and  defeat  justice  —  he  loaded  two 
pistols  so  that  neitlier  could  go  off.  He  has  got  a  pass-key, 
and  goes  in  and  out  of  the  '  Swan '  at  all  hours.  He  provided 
counsel  for  Daniel  Cox.  That  could  only  be  through  com- 
punction. 

"  He  swore  in  couxt  that  he  slejit  that  night  at  13  Farring- 
don  Street.  Your  lordship  will  find  it  on  your  notes.  For 
'twas  you  put  the  question,  and  methinks  Heaven  inspired  you. 
An  hour  after  the  trial  I  Avas  at  13  Farringdon  Street.  No 
Cowen  and  no  captain  had  ever  lodged  there  nor  slept  thei*e. 
Present  lodger,  a  City  clerk;  lodger  at  date  of  murder,  an 
old  clergyman  that  said  he  had  a  country  cure,  and  got  the 
simple  body  to  trust  him  with  a  pass-key :  so  he  came  in  and 
out  at  all  hours  of  ttie  niglit.  This  man  Avas  no  clerk,  but,  as 
I  believe,  the  ci-acksman  tiiat  did  the  job  at  the  '  Swan.' 

"My  lord,  there  is  always  two  in  a  job  of  this  sort  —  the 
IJi'ofessional  man  and  the  confederate.  Cowen  was  the  con- 
federate, hocussed  the  wine,  loaded  the  pistols,  and  lent  his 
pass-key  to  the  cracksman.  The  cracksman  opened  the  other 
door  with  his  tools,  unless  Cowen  made  him  duplicate  keys. 
Neither  of  them  intended  violence,  or  they  would  have  used 
their  own  weapons.  The  wine  was  drugged  expressly  to 
make  that  needless.  The  cracksman,  instead  of  a  black  mask, 
put  on  a  calf-skin  waistcoat  and  a  bottle-nose,  and  tliat  passed 
muster  for  Cox  by  moonliglit ;  it  puzzled  Cox  by  moonlight, 
and  deceived  Gardiner  by  moonlight. 

"For  the  love  of  God  get  me  a  respite  for  the  innocent 
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man,  and  I  will  undertake  to  bring  the  crime  home  to  the 
cx'acksman  and  to  his  confederate  Cowen." 

Bradbury  signed  this  with  his  name  and  quality. 

The  judge  was  not  sorry  to  see  the  doubt  his  own 
wariness  had  raised  so  powerfully  confirmed.  He  sent 
this  missive  on  to  the  minister,  with  the  remark  that  he 
had  received  a  letter  which  ought  not  to  have  been  sent 
to  him,  but  to  those  in  whose  hands  the  prisoner's  fate 
rested.  He  thought  it  his  duty,  however,  to  transcribe 
from  his  notes  the  question  he  had  put  to  Captain 
Cowen,  and  his  reply  that  he  had  slept  at  13  Farringdon 
Street  on  the  night  of  the  murder,  and  also  the  substance 
of  the  prisoner's  defence,  with  the  remark  that,  as 
stated  by  that  uneducated  person,  it  had  appeared  ridic- 
ulous ;  but  that  after  studying  this  Bow  Street  officer's 
statements,  and  assuming  them  to  be  in  the  main  correct, 
it  did  not  appear  ridiculous,  but  only  remarkable,  and  it 
reconciled  all  the  undisputed  facts,  whereas  that  Cox 
was  the  murderer  was  and  ever  must  remain  irreconcil- 
able with  the  position  of  the  knife  and  the  track  of  the 
blood. 

Bradbury's  letter  and  the  above  comment  found  their 
way  to  the  King,  and  he  granted  what  was  asked  —  a 
respite. 

Bradbury  and  his  fellows  went  to  work  to  find  the 
old  clergyman,  alias  cracksman.  But  he  had  melted 
away  without  a  trace,  and  they  got  no  other  clew.  But 
during  Cowen's  absence  they  got  a  traveller,  i.e.,  a  dis- 
guised agent,  into  the  inn,  who  found  relics  of  wax  in 
the  key-holes  of  Cowen's  outer  door  and  of  the  door  of 
communication. 

Bradbury  sent  this  information  in  two  letters,  one  to 
the  judge,  and  one;  to  the  minister. 

But  this  did  not  advance  liim  much.     He  had  long 
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been  sure  that  Cowen  was  in  it.  It  was  the  professional 
hand,  the  actual  robber  and  murderer,  he  wanted. 

The  days  succeeded  one  another :  nothing  was  done. 
He  lamented,  too  late,  he  had  not  applied  for  a  reprieve, 
or  even  a  pardon.  He  deplored  his  own  presumption  in 
assuming  that  he  could  unravel  such  a  mystery  entirely. 
His  busy  brain  schemed  night  and  day ;  he  lost  his 
sleep,  and  even  his  appetite.  At  last,  in  sheer  despair, 
he  proposed  to  himself  a  new  solution,  and  acted  upon 
it  in  the  dark  and  with  consummate  subtlety ;  for  he 
said  to  himself :  "  I  am  in  deeper  water  than  I  thought. 
Lord,  how  they  skim  a  case  at  the  Old  Bailey !  They 
take  a  pond  for  a  puddle,  and  go  to  fathom  it  with  a 
forefinger." 

Captain  Cowen  sank  into  a  settled  gloom ;  but  he  no 
longer  courted  solitude ;  it  gave  him  the  horrors.  He 
preferred  to  be  in  company,  though  he  no  longer  shone 
in  it.  He  made  acquaintance  with  his  neighbor,  and 
rather  liked  him.  The  man  had  been  in  the  Commis- 
sariat Department,  and  seemed  half  surprised  at  the 
honor  a  captain  did  him  in  conversing  with  him.  But 
he  was  well  versed  in  all  the  incidents  of  the  late  wars, 
and  Cowen  was  glad  to  go  with  him  into  the  past ;  for 
the  present  was  dead,  and  the  future  horrible. 

This  Mr.  Cutler,  so  deferential  when  sober,  was  in- 
clined to  be  more  familiar  when  in  his  cups,  and  that 
generally  ended  in  his  singing  and  talking  to  himself  in 
his  own  room  in  the  absurdest  way.  He  never  went  out 
without  a  black  leather  case  strapped  across  his  back  like 
a  despatch-box.  When  joked  and  asked  as  to  the  con- 
tents, he  used  to  say,  "  Papers,  papers,"  curtly. 

One  evening,  being  rather  the  worse  for  liquor,  he 
dropped  it,  and  there  was  a  metallic  sound.  This  was 
immediately  commented  on  by  the  wags  of  the  com- 
panv. 
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"  That  fell  heavy  for  paper,"  said  one. 

"  And  there  was  a  ring,"  said  another. 

"  Come,  unload  thy  pack,  comrade,  and  show  us  thy 
papers." 

Cutler  was  sobered  in  a  moment,  and  looked  scared. 
Cowen  observed  this,  and.  quietly  left  the  room.  He 
went  up-stairs  to  his  own  room,  and,  mounting  on  a  chair, 
he  found  a  thin  place  in  the  partition  and  made  an  eye- 
let-hole. 

That  very  night  he  made  use  of  this  Avith  good  effect. 
Cutler  came  up  to  bed,  singing  and  whistling,  but  pres- 
ently threw  down  something  heavy,  and  was  silent, 
Cowen  spied,  and  saw  him  kneel  down,  draAV  from  his 
bosom  a  key  suspended  round  his  neck  by  a  ribbon,  and 
open  the  despatch-box.  There  were  papers  in  it,  but 
oiily  to  deaden  the  sound  of  a  great  many  new  guineas 
that  glittered  in  the  light  of  the  candle,  and  seemed  to 
fire,  and  fill  the  receptacle. 

Cutler  looked  furtively  round,  plunged  his  hands  in 
them,  took  them  out  by  handfuls,  admired  them,  kissed 
them,  and  seemed  to  worship  them,  locked  them  up 
again,  and  put  the  black  case  under  his  pillow. 

While  they  were  glaring  in  the  light,  Cowen's  eyes 
flashed  with  unholy  fire.  He  clutched  his  hands  at  them 
where  he  stood,  but  they  were  inaccessible.  He  sat 
down  despondent,  and  cursed  the  injustice  of  fate. 
Bubbled  out  of  money  in  the  City ;  robbed  on  the  road  ; 
but  when  another  had  money,  it  was  safe  ;  he  left  his 
keys  in  the  locks  of  both  doors,  and  his  gold  never 
quitted  him. 

Not  long  after  this  discovery  he  got  a  letter  from  his 
son,  telling  him  that  the  college  bill  for  battels,  or  com- 
mons, had  come  in,  and  he  was  unable  to  pay  it ;  he 
begged  his  father  to  disbiirse  it,  or  he  should  lose  credit. 

Tliis  tormented  tin;  uiili:ii)py  father,  and  the  proximity 
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of  gold  tantalized  liiin  so  that  he  bought  a  phial  of 
laudanum,  and  secreted  it  about  his  person. 

"Better  die,"  said  he,  "and  leave  my  boy  to  Barring- 
ton.  Such  a  legacy  from  his  dead  comrade  will  be 
sacred,  and  he  has  the  world  at  his  feet." 

He  even  ordered  a  bottle  of  red  port  and  kept  it  by 
him  to  swill  the  laudanum  in,  and  so  get  drunk  and  die. 

But  when  it  came  to  the  point  he  faltered. 

Meantime  the  day  drew  near  for  the  execution  of 
Daniel  Cox.  Bradbury  had  undertaken  too  much  ;  his 
cracksman  seemed  to  the  King's  advisers  as  shadowy  as 
the  double  of  Daniel  Cox. 

The  evening  before  that  fatal  day  Cowen  came  to  a 
wild  resolution ;  he  would  go  to  Tyburn  at  noon,  which 
was  the  hour  fixed,  and  would  die  under  that  man's 
gibbet  —  so  was  this  jDOwerful  mind  unhinged. 

This  desperate  idea  was  uppermost  in  his  mind  when 
he  went  up  to  his  bedroom. 

But  he  resisted.  No,  he  would  never  play  the  coward 
while  there  was  a  chance  left  on  the  cards  ;  while  there 
is  life  there  is  hope.  He  seized  the  bottle,  uncorked  it, 
and  tossed  off  a  glass.  It  was  potent  and  tingled  through 
his  veins  and  warmed  his  heart. 

He  set  the  bottle  down  before  him.  He  filled  another 
glass ;  but  before  he  put  it  to  his  lips  jocund  noises  were 
heard  coming  up  the  stairs,  and  nois}',  drunken  voices, 
and  two  boon  companions  of  his  neighbor  Cutler  —  who 
had  a  double-bedded  room  opposite  him  —  parted  with 
him  for  the  night.  He  was  not  drunk  enough,  it  seems, 
for  he  kept  demanding  "  t'other  bottle."  His  friends, 
however,  were  of  a  different  opinion ;  they  bundled  him 
into  his  room  and  locked  him  in  from  the  other  side,  and 
shortly  after  burst  into  their  own  room,  and  were  more 
garrulous  than  articulate. 

Cutler,  thus  disposed  of,  kept  saying  and  shouting  and 
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whining  that  he  must  have  ".t'other  bottle."  In  short, 
any  one  at  a  distance  would  have  thought  he  was 
announcing  sixteen  different  propositions,  so  various 
were  the  accents  of  anger,  grief,  expostulation,  depreca- 
tion, supplication,  imprecation,  and  whining  tenderness 
in  which  he  declared  he  must  have  ''t'other  bo'l."' 

At  last  he  came  bump  against  the  door  of  communica- 
tion. ''Neighbor/'  said  he,  "your  wuship,  I  mean,  great 
man  of  war." 

«  Well,  sir  ?  " 

"  Let's  have  t'other  bo'l." 

Cowen's  eyes  flashed ;  he  took  out  his  phial  of  lauda- 
num and  emptied  about  a  fifth  part  of  it  into  the  bottle. 
Cutler  whined  at  the  door,  "  Do  open  the  door,  your 
wuship,  and  let's  have  t'other  (hie)." 

"  Why,  the  key  is  on  your  side." 

A  feeble-minded  laugh  at  the  discovery,  a  fumbling 
with  the  key,  and  the  door  opened,  and  Cutler  stood  in 
the  doorway,  with  his  cravat  disgracefully  loose  and  his 
visage  wreathed -in  foolish  smiles.  His  eyes  goggled; 
he  pointed  with  a  mixture  of  surprise  and  low  cunning 
at  the  table.    "Why,  there  is  t'other  bo'l !    Let's  have'm." 

"Nay,"  said  Cowen,  "I  drain  no  bottles  at  this  time  ; 
one  glass  suffices  me.  I  drink  your  health."  He  raised 
his  glass. 

Cutler  grabbed  the  bottle  and  said,  brutally,  "And  I'll 
drink  yours  !  "  and  shut  the  door  with  a  slam,  but  was 
too  intent  on  his  prize  to  lock  it. 

Cowen  sat  and  listened. 

He  heard  the  wine  gurgle,  and  the  dnmkard  draw  a 
long  breath  of  delight. 

Then  there  was  a  pause  ;  then  a  snatch  of  song,  rather 
melodious  and  more  articulate  than  Mr.  Cutler's  recent 
attempts  at  discourse. 

Then  another  gurgle  and  another  loud  "Ah  !  " 
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Then  a  vocal  attempt,  which  broke  down  by  degrees. 

Then  a  snore. 

Then  a  somnolent  remark  —  "  All  right !  " 

Then  a  staggering  on  to  his  feet.  Then  a  swaying  to 
and  fro,  and  a  subsiding  against  the  door. 

Then  by  and  by  a  little  reel  at  the  bed  and  a  fall  flat 
on  the  floor. 

Then  stertorous  breathing. 

Cowen  sat  still  at  the  keyhole  some  time,  then  took 
off  his  boots  and  softly  mounted  his  chair,  and  applied 
his  eye  to  the  peep-hole. 

Cutler  was  lying  on  his  stomach  between  the  table  and 
the  bed. 

Cowen  came  to  the  door  on  tiptoe  and  turned  the 
handle  gently  ;  the  door  yielded. 

He  lost  nerve  for  the  first  time  in  his  life.  What  hor- 
rible shame,  should  the  man  come  to  his  senses  and  see 
him ! 

He  stepped  back  into  his  own  room,  ripped  up  his 
portmanteau,  and  took  out,  from  between  the  leather  and 
the  lining,  a  disguise  and  a  mask.     He  put  them  on. 

Then  he  took  his  loaded  cane ;  for  he  thought  to  him- 
self, "No  more  stabbing  in  that  room,"  and  he  crept 
through  the  door  like  a  cat. 

The  man  lay  breathing  stertorously,  and  his  lips 
blowing  out  at  every  exhalation  like  lifeless  lips  urged 
by  a  strong  wind,  so  that  Cowen  began  to  fear,  not  that 
he  might  wake,  but  that  he  might  die. 

It  flashed  across  him  he  should  have  to  leave  England. 

What  he  came  to  do  seemed  now  wonderfully  easy ;  he 
took  the  key  by  its  ribbon  carefully  off  the  sleeper's 
neck,  unlocked  the  despatch-box,  took  off  his  hat,  put  the 
gold  into  it,  locked  the  despatch-box,  replaced  the  key, 
took  up  his  hatful  of  money,  and  retired  slowly  on  tiptoe 
as  he  came. 
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He  had  but  deposited  his  stick  and  the  booty  on  the 
bed,  when  the  sham  drunkard  pinned  him  from  behind, 
and  uttered  a  shrill  whistle.  With  a  fierce  snarl  Cowen 
whirled  his  captor  round  like  a  feather,  and  dashed  with 
him  against  the  post  of  his  own  door,  stunning  the  man 
so  that  he  relaxed  his  hold,  and  Cowen  whirled  him 
round  again,  and  kicked  him  in  the  stomach  so  felly  that 
he  was  doubled  up  out  of  the  way,  and  contributed 
nothing  more  to  the  struggle  except  his  last  meal.  At 
this  very  moment  two  Bow  Street  runners  rushed  madly 
upon  Cowen  through  the  door  of  communication.  He 
met  one  in  full  career  with  a  blow  so  tremendous  that  it 
sounded  through  the  house,  and  drove  him  all  across  the 
room  against  the  window,  where  he  fell  down  senseless ; 
the  other  he  struck  rather  short,  and  though  the  blood 
spurted  and  the  man  staggered,  he  was  on  him  again  in 
a  moment,  and  pinned  him.  Cowen,  a  master  of  pugil- 
ism, got  his  head  under  his  left  shoulder,  and  pom- 
melled him  cruelly  ;  but  the  fellow  managed  to  hold  on, 
till  a  powerful  foot  kicked  in  the  door  at  a  blow,  and 
Bradbury  himself  sprang  on  Captain  Cowen  with  all  the 
fury  of  a  tiger;  he  seized  him  by  the  throat  from  behind, 
and  throttled  him,  and  set  his  knee  to  his  back  ;  the  other, 
though  mauled  and  bleeding,  whipped  out  a  short  rope,  and 
pinioned  him  in  a  turn  of  the  hand.  Then  all  stood  pant- 
ing but  the  disabled  men,  and  once  more  the  passage  and 
the  room  were  filled  with  pale  faces  and  panting  bosoms. 

Lights  flashed  on  the  scene,  and  instantly  loud  screams 
from  the  landlady  and  her  maids,  and  as  they  screamed 
they  pointed  with  trembling  fingers. 

And  well  they  might.  There  —  caught  red-handed  in 
an  act  of  robbery  and  violence,  a  few  steps  from  the  place 
of  the  mysterious  murder,  stood  the  stately  figure  of  Cap- 
tain Cowen  and  the  mottled  face  and  bottle  nose  of  Daniel 
Cox  condemned  to  die  in  just  twelve  hours'  time. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

"At,  scream,  ye  fools,"  roared  Bradbury,  "that 
couldn't  see  a  church  by  daylight."  Then,  shaking  his 
fist  at  Cowen,  "  Thou  villain  !  'Tisn't  one  man  you  have 
murdered,  'tis  two.  But  please  God  I'll  save  one  of 
them  yet,  and  hang  you  in  his  place.  Way,  there  !  not 
a  moment  to  lose." 

In  another  minute  they  were  all  in  the  yard,  and  a 
hackney-coach  sent  for. 

Captain  Cowen  said  to  Bradbury,  "  This  thing  on  my 
face  is  choking  me." 

"  Oh,  better  than  you  have  been  choked  —  at  Tyburn 
and  all." 

"Hang  me.  Don't  pillory  me.  I've  served  my 
country." 

Bradbury  removed  the  wax  mask.  He  said  afterward 
he  had  no  power  to  refuse  the  villain,  he  was  so  grand 
and  gentle. 

"  Thank  you,  sir.  Now,  what  can  I  do  for  you  ? 
Save  Daniel  Cox  ?  " 

"  Ay,  do  tliat,  and  I'll  forgive  you." 

"  Give  me  a  sheet  of  paper." 

Bradbury,  impressed  by  the  man's  tone  of  sincerity, 
took  him  into  the  bar,  and  getting  all  his  men  round 
him,  placed  paper  and  ink  before  him. 

He  addressed  to  General  Barrington,  in  attendance  on 
His  Majesty,  these  :  — 

General,  —  See  His  Majesty  betimes,  tell  him  from  me 
that  Daniel  Cox,  condemned  to  die  at  noon,  is  innocent,  and 
get  him  a  reprieve.  O  Barrington,  come  to  your  lost  comrade. 
The  bearer  will  tell  you  where  I  am.     I  cannot. 

Edward  Cowen. 
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"  Send  a  man  you  can  trust  to  Windsor  with  that,  and 
take  me  to  my  most  welcome  death." 

A  trusty  officer  was  despatched  to  Windsor,  and  in 
about  an  hour  Cowen  was  lodged  in  Newgate. 

All  that  night  Bradbury  labored  to  save  the  man  that 
was  condemned  to  die.  He  knocked  up  the  sheriff  of 
jMiddlesex,  and  told  him  all. 

"Don't  come  to  me,"  said  the  sheriff;  "go  to  the 
minister." 

He  rode  to  the  minister's  house.  The  minister  was 
up.  His  wife  gave  a  ball  —  Avindows  blazing,  shadows 
dancing  —  music  —  lights.  Night  turned  into  day. 
Bradbury  knocked.  The  door  flew  open,  and  revealed  a 
line  of  bedizened  footmen,  dotted  at  intervals  up  the 
stairs. 

"I  must  see  my  lord.  Life  or  death.  I'm  an  officer 
from  Bow  Street." 

"  You  can't  see  my  lord.  He  is  entertaining  the 
Proosian  Ambassador  and  his  sweet." 

"I  must  see  him,  or  an  innocent  man  will  die  to- 
morrow.    Tell  him  so.     Here's  a  guinea." 

"Is  there  ?     Step  aside  here." 

He  waited  in  torments  till  the  message  went  through 
the  gamut  of  lackeys,  and  got,  more  or  less  mutilated, 
to  the  minister. 

He  detached  a  buffer,  who  proposed  to  Mr.  Bradbury 
to  call  at  the  Do-little  office  in  Westminster  next 
morning. 

"No,"  said  Bra(ll)ury,  "I  don't  leave  the  liouse  till  I 
see  him.  Innocent  blood  shall  not  be  spilled  for  want 
of  a  word  in  time." 

The  buffer  retired,  and  in  came  a  duffer  who  said  the 
occasion  was  not  convenient. 

"  Ay,  but  it  is,"  said  Bradbury,  "  and  if  my  lord  is  not 
here  in  five  minutes,  I'll  go  up-stairs  and  tell  my  tale 
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before  them  all,  and  see  if  tliey  are  all  liair-dressers' 
dummies,  without  heart  or  conscience  or  sense." 

In  five  minutes  in  came  a  gentleman,  with  an  order  on 
his  breast,  and  said,  "You  are  a  Bow  Street  officer  ?  " 

"Yes,  my  lord." 

"  Name  ?  " 

"Bradbury." 

"You  say  the  man  condemned  to  die  to-morrow  is 
innocent  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  lord." 

"  How  do  you  know  ?  " 

"  Just  taken  the  real  culprit." 

"  When  is  the  other  to  suffer  ?  " 

"Twelve  to-morrow." 

"  Seems  short  time.  Humph  !  Will  you  be  good 
enough  to  take  a  line  to  the  sheriff  ?  Formal  message 
to-morrow."     The  actual  message  ran  :  — 

"  Delay  execution  of  Cox  till  we  hear  from  Windsor. 
Bearer  will  give  reasons." 

With  this  Bradbury  hurried  away,  not  to  the  sheriff, 
but  to  the  prison  ;  and  infected  the  jailer  and  the  chap- 
lain and  all  the  turnkeys  with  pity  for  the  condemned, 
and  the  spirit  of  delay. 

Bradbury  breakfasted,  and  washed  his  face,  and  off  to 
the  sheriff.  Sheriff  was  gone  out.  Bradbury  hunted 
him  from  pillar  to  post,  and  could  find  him  nowhere. 
He  was  at  last  obliged  to  go  and  wait  for  him  at  New- 
gate. 

He  arrived  at  the  stroke  of  twelve  to  superintend  the 
execution.  Bradbury  put  the  minister's  note  into  his 
hand. 

"  This  is  no  use,"  said  he.  "  T  want  an  order  from 
His  Majesty,  or  the  Privy  Council  at  least." 
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"  Not  to  delay,-'  suggested  the  chaplain.  ''  You  have 
all  the  day  for  it." 

"All  the  day  !  I  can't  be  all  the  da}'  hanging  a  single 
man.  My  time  is  precious,  gentlemen."  Then,  his  bark 
being  worse  than  his  bite,  he  said,  "  I  shall  come  again 
at  four  o'clock,  and  then,  if  there  is  no  news  from 
Windsor,  the  law  must  take  its  course." 

He  never  came  again,  though,  for,  even  as  he  turned 
his  back  to  retire,  there  was  a  faint  cry  from  the  farthest 
part  of  the  crowd,  a  paper  raised  on  a  hussar's  lance, 
and  as  the  mob  fell  back  on  every  side,  a  royal  aide-de- 
camp rode  up,  followed  closely  b}'  the  mounted  runner, 
and  delivered  to  the  sheriff  a  reprieve  under  the  sign- 
manual  of  His  Majesty  George  the  First. 

At  2  P.M.  of  the  same  day  Gen.  Sir  Eobert  Barrington 
reached  Newgate,  and  saw  Captain  Cowen  in  private. 
That  unhappy  man  fell  on  his  knees  and  made  a  con- 
fession. 

Barrington  was  horrified,  and  turned  as  cold  as  ice  to 
him.  He  stood  erect  as  a  statue.  "  A  soldier  to  rob  !  " 
said  he.     "  Murder  was  bad  enough  —  but  to  rob  ! " 

Cowen,  with  his  head  and  hands  all  hanging  down, 
could  only  say,  faintly,  "  I  have  been  robbed  and  ruined, 
and  it  was  for  my  boy.  Ah,  me !  what  will  become  of 
him  ?  I  have  lost  my  soul  for  him,  and  now  he  will  be 
ruined  and  disgraced  —  by  me,  who  would  have  died  for 
him."  The  strong  man  shook  with  agony,  and  his  head 
and  hands  almost  touched  the  ground. 

Sir  Eobert  Barrington  looked  at   him  and  pondered. 

"  No,"  said  he,  relenting  a  little,  "  that  is  the  one 
thing  I  can  do  for  you.  I  had  made  up  my  mind  to 
take  your  son  to  Canada  as  my  secretary,  and  I  will  take 
him.  But  ho  must  change  his  name.  I  sail  next  Thurs- 
day." 

The  broken  man  stared  wildly ;  then  started  up  am] 
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blessed  him;  and  from  that  moment  the  wild  hope 
entered  his  breast  that  he  might  keep  his  son  unstained 
by  his  crime,  and  even  ignorant  of  it, 

Barrington  said  that  was  impossible ;  but  yielded  to 
the  father's  prayers,  and  consented  to  act  as  if  it  was 
possible.  He  would  send  a  messenger  to  Oxford,  with 
money  and  instructions  to  bring  the  young  man  up  and 
put  him  on  board  the  ship  at  Gravesend. 

This  difficult  scheme  once  conceived,  there  was  not  a 
moment  to  be  lost.  Barrington  sent  down  a  mounted 
messenger  to  Oxford,  with  money  and  instructions. 

Cowen  sent  for  Bradbury,  and  asked  him  when  he 
was  to  appear  at  Boav  Street. 

"  To-morrow,  I  suppose." 

"Do  me  a  favor.  Get  all  your  witnesses ;  make  the 
case  complete,  and  show  me  only  once  to  the  public 
before  I  am  tried." 

"Well,  Captain,"  said  Bradbury,  "you  were  square 
with  me  about  poor  Cox.  I  don't  see  as  it  matters  much 
to  you ;  but  I'll  not  say  you  nay."  He  saw  the  solicitor 
for  the  Crown,  and  asked  a  few  days  to  collect  all  his 
evidence.     The  functionary  named  Friday. 

This  was  conveyed  next  day  to  Cowen,  and  put  him 
in  a  fever;  it  gave  him  a  chance  of  keeping  his  son 
ignorant,  but  no  certainty.  Ships  were  eternally  de- 
tained at  Gravesend  waiting  for  a  wind ;  there  were  no 
steam-tugs  then  to  draw  them  into  blue  water.  Even 
going  down  the  Channel,  letters  boarded  them  if  the 
wind  slacked.  He  walked  his  room  to  and  fro,  like  a 
caged  tiger,  day  and  night. 

Wednesday  evening  Barrington  came  with  the  news 
that  his  son  was  at  the  "  Star "  in  Cornhill.  "  I  have 
got  him  to  bed,"  said  he,  "  and,  Lord  forgive  rae,  I  have 
let  him  think  he  will  see  you  before  we  go  down  to 
Gravesend  to-morrow." 
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*'  Then  let  me  see  him,"  said  the  miserable  father. 
''  He  shall  know  nought  from  me." 

They  applied  to  the  jailer,  and  urged  that  he  could  be 
a  prisoner  all  the  time,  surrounded  by  constables  in 
disguise.  No ;  the  jailer  would  not  risk  his  place  and 
an  indictment.  Bradbury  was  sent  for,  and  made  light 
of  the  responsibility.  "  1  brought  him  here,"  said  he, 
"  and  I  will  take  him  to  the  '  Star,'  I  and  my  fellows. 
Indeed,  he  will  give  us  no  trouble  this  time.  Why,  that 
would  blow  the  gaff,  and  make  the  young  gentleman  tly 
to  the  whole  thing." 

"  It  can  only  be  done  by  authority,"  was  the  jailer's 
reply. 

"Then  by  authority  it  shall  be  done,"  said  Sir  Robert. 
"Mr.  Bradbury,  have  three  men  here  with  a  coach  at 
one  o'clock,  and  a  regiment,  if  you  like,  to  watch  the 
'  Star.' " 

Punctually  at  one  came  Barrington  with  an  authority. 
It  was  a  request  from  the  Queen.  The  jailer  took  it 
respectfully.  It  was  an  authority  not  worth  a  button  ; 
but  he  knew  he  could  not  lose  his  place,  with  this  writ- 
ing to  brandish  at  need. 

The  father  and  son  dined  with  the  General  at  the 
"Star."  Bradbury  and  one  of  his  Hdlows  waited  as 
private  servants;  other  officers,  in  plain  clothes,  watched 
back  and  front. 

At  three  o'clock  father  and  son  parted,  the  son  with 
many  tears,  the  father  with  dry  eyes,  but  a  voice  that 
trembled  as  he  blessed  him. 

Young  Cowen,  now  Morris,  Avent  down  to  Gravesend 
with  his  chief;  the  criminal  back  to  Newgate,  respect- 
fully bowed  from  the  door  of  the  "  Star  "  by  landlord 
and  waiters. 

At  first  he  was  comparatively  calm,  but  as  the  night 
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advanced  became  restless,  and  by  and  by  began  to  pace 
his  cell  again  like  a  caged  lion. 

At  twenty  minutes  past  eleven  a  turnkey  brought  him 
a  line ;  a  horseman  had  galloped  in  with  it  from  Graves- 
end. 

"A  fair  wind  —  we  weigh  anchor  at  the  full  tide.  It 
is  a  merchant  vessel,  and  the  Captain  under  my  orders 
to  keep  off  shore  and  take  no  messages.  Farewell. 
Turn  to  the  God  you  have  forgotten.  He  alone  can 
pardon  you." 

On  receiving  this  note,  Cowen  betook  him  to  his 
knees. 

In  this  attitude  the  jailer  found  him  when  he  went 
his  round. 

He  waited  till  the  Captain  rose,  and  then  let  him 
know  that  an  able  lawyer  was  in  waiting,  instructed  to 
defend  him  at  Bow  Street  next  morning.  The  truth  is, 
the  females  of  the  "  Swan  "  had  clubbed  money  for  this 
purpose. 

Cowen  declined  to  see  him.  "  I  thank  you,  sir,"  said 
he,  "  I  will  defend  myself." 

He  said,  however,  he  had  a  little  favor  to  ask. 

"  I  have  been,"  said  he,  "  of  late  much  agitated  and 
fatigued,  and  a  sore  trial  awaits  me  in  the  morning.  A 
few  hours  of  unbroken  sleep  would  be  a  boon  to  me." 

"  The  turnkeys  must  come  in  to  see  you  are  all  right." 

"  It  is  their  duty ;  but  I  will  lie  in  sight  of  the  door 
if  they  will  be  good  enough  not  to  wake  me." 

"There  can  be  no  objection  to  that.  Captain,  and  I  am 
glad  to  see  you  calmer." 

"  Thank  you  ;  never  calmer  in  my  life." 

He  got  his  pillow,  set  two  chairs,  and  composed  him- 
self^to  sleep.  He  put  the  candle  on  the  table,  that  the 
turnkeys  might  peep  through  the  door  and  see  him. 

Once  or  twice  they  peeped  in  very  softly,  and  saw 
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him  sleeping  in  the  full  light  of  the  candle,  to  moderate 
which,  apparently,  he  had  thrown  a  white  handkerchief 
over  his  face. 

At  nine  in  the  morning  they  brought  him  his  break- 
fast, as  he  must  be  at  Bow  Street  between  ten  and 
eleven. 

When  they  came  so  near  him,  it  struck  them  he  lay 
too  still. 

They  took  off  the  handkerchief. 

He  had  been  dead  some  hours. 

Yes,  there,  calm,  grave,  and  noble,  incapable,  as  it 
seemed,  either  of  the  passions  that  had  destroyed  him 
or  the  tender  affection  which  redeemed  yet  inspired  his 
crimes,  lay  the  corpse  of  Edward  Covven. 

Thus  miserably  perished  a  man  in  whom  were  many 
elements  of  greatness. 

He  left  what  little  money  he  had  to  Bradbury,  in  a 
note  imploring  him  to  keep  particulars  out  of  the  jour- 
nals, for  his  son's  sake ;  and  such  was  the  influence  on 
Bradbury  of  the  scene  at  the  "  Star,"  the  man's  dead 
face,  and  his  dying  words,  that,  though  public  detail 
was  his  interest,  nothing  transpired  but  that  the  gentle- 
man who  had  been  arrested  on  suspicion  of  being 
concerned  in  the  murder  at  the  "Swan"  Inn  had  com- 
mitted suicide :  to  which  was  added  by  another  liand  : 
"Cox,  however,  has  the  King's  pardon,  and  the  affair 
still  remains  shrouded  with  mystery." 

Cox  was  permitted  to  see  the  body  of  Cowen,  and, 
whether  the  features  had  gone  back  to  youth,  or  his  own 
brain,  long  sobered  in  earnest,  had  enlightened  his 
memory,  recognized  him  as  a  man  he  had  seen  committed 
for  horse-stealing  at  Ipswich,  when  he  himself  was  the 
mayor's  groom  ;  but  some  girl  lent  the  accused  a  file, 
and  he  cut  his  way  out  of  the  cago. 

Cox's  calamity  was  his  greatest  blessing.     He  went 
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into  Newgate  scarcely  knowing  there  was  a  God;  he  came 
out  thoroughly  enlightened  in  that  respect  by  the  teach- 
ing of  the  chaplain  and  the  death  of  Cowen.  He  went 
in  a  drunkard ;  the  noose  that  dangled  over  his  head  so 
long  terrified  him  into  life-long  sobriety  —  for  he  laid 
all  the  blame  on  liquor  —  and  he  came  out  as  bitter  a 
foe  to  drink  as  drink  had  been  to  him. 

His  case  excited  sympathy  ;  a  considerable  sum  was 
subscribed  to  set  him  up  in  trade.  He  became  a  horse- 
dealer  on  a  small  scale  :  but  he  was  really  a  most  excel- 
lent judge  of  horses,  and,  being  sober,  enlarged  his 
business  ;  horsed  a  coach  or  two  ;  attended  fairs,  and 
eventually  made  a  fortune  by  dealing  in  cavalry  horses 
under  government  contracts. 

As  his  money  increased,  his  nose  diminished,  and  when 
he  died,  old  and  regretted,  only  a  pink  tinge  revealed 
the  habits  of  his  earlier  life. 

Mrs.  Martha  Oust  and  Barbara  Lamb  were  no  longer 
sure,  but  they  doubted  to  their  dying  day  the  innocence 
of  the  ugly  fellow,  and  the  guilt  of  the  handsome,  civil- 
spoken  gentleman. 

But  they  converted  nobody  to  their  opinion  ;  for  they 
gave  their  reasons. 


THE    KINDLY    JEST. 


There  appear  to  Le  at  present  two  great  divisions  of 
humorous  wit  —  the  repartee  and  the  practical  joke. 
Both  these  have  an  aggressive  cliaracter.  To  begin  with 
the  repartee  —  it  is  generally  a  slap  in  the  face. 

A  few  years  ago  the  country  possessed  a  master  of 
repartee,  Mr.  Douglas  Jerrold.  Specimens  of  his  style 
still  survive  in  the  memory  of  his  contemporaries.  A 
mediocre  writer,  employed  on  the  same  subject  as  him- 
self, said,  — 

"You  know,  Jerrold,  you  and  I  are  rowing  in  the  same 
boat." 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  wit,  "  but  not  with  the  same 
sculls ! " 

Another  inferior  artist  is  eating  souj)  at  the  Garrick 
Club.  He  praises  it  to  Jerrold,  and  tells  liim  it  is  calf- 
tail  soup.     "  Ay,"  says  Jerrold,  "  extremes  meet." 

These  are  strong  specimens  ;  but  take  milder  ones, 
still  the  aggressiv(!  character  is  there.  Pecuniary 
calamity  overtook  a  friend  of  Mr.  Edmund  Burke. 
Another  friend  went  to  console  him,  ami,  like  Job's 
comforters,  told  him  it  was  all  his  own  fault. 

"  How  could  you  be  so  unfeeling  ?  "  said  Mr.  Burke, 
when  he  lieard  of  it. 

"  Unfeeling,  sir,"  says  tlic  other  ;  "  why,  I  went  to  him 
directly,  and  poured  oil  into  his  wounds." 
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"  Oil  of  vitriol,"  says  the  statesman. 

I  need  not  say  that  a  thousand  examples  of  the  kind 
are  to  be  found  in  literature.  The  witty  Voltaire  receded 
with  admirable  dexterity  from  good-nature  into  wit.  He 
permitted  himself  to  praise  some  gentleman  rather 
warmly.     His  hearer  said,  — 

"  This  is  very  good  of  you,  for  he  does  not  speak  of 
you  with  any  respect  —  quite  the  reverse." 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Voltaire,  "  humamcm  est  errare.  Probably 
we  are  both  of  us  mistaken." 

An  observer  of  witty  men  and  their  sayings  summed 
the  matter  up  as  follows  :  "  Diseur  de  bon-mots,  niauvais 
caracth'eP 

Even  where  the  wit  is  without  personality,  it  does  not 
always  lose  its  aggressive  character.  See  how  the  per- 
sonages in  "The  School  for  Scandal"  explain  why  wit 
and  good-nature  are  so  seldom  united.  The  explanations 
are  not  bitter,  but  still  they  are  biting. 

Now  go  from  this  to  the  practical  joke,  which  is  always 
an  attempt  at  humor.  Dissect  the  practical  joke.  Ego- 
tism and  a  poverty  of  real  wit  tempt  some  dunce  to 
inflict  moderate  pain  upon  another,  keeping  well  out  of 
it  himself ;  and  his  being  out  of  it  and  the  other  being 
in  it  makes  him  feel  humorous ;  and  this  really  favors 
the  narrow  theory  of  Hobbes  of  Malmesbury,  that  "  laugh- 
ter arises  from  a  glorying  in  ourselves  at  some  superi- 
ority over  our  neighbor."  The  dull  humorist  in  this 
style  chips  bristles,  and  strews  them  in  his  friend's  bed, 
or  makes  him  up  what  is  called  an  apple-jpie  bed  —  a 
wonderful  corruption  of  cap-a-pie.  Meantime,  his  bed  is 
all  right,  and  his  heart  rejoices.  One  of  these  humorists 
put  a  skeleton  into  a  young  lady's  bed,  down  in  Somer- 
setshire, then  retired  softly  and  awaited  the  result  with 
the  idiotic  chuckle  of  a  dull  dog  who  has  gone  astray 
into  humor.     The  result  was  that  the  lady  fell  screaming 
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on  the  floor,  was  taken  up  insane,  and  ended  her  days 
in  a  mad-house.  Another  such  humorist  battened  down 
the  hatches  of  a  small  trading-vessel  in  the  Thames. 
Smoke  was  created  somehow  in  the  hold  (I  forget  by 
what  cause),  and  the  crew,  consisting  of  four  poor 
wretches,  tried  in  vain  to  escape.  Their  very  cries  were 
stifled,  and,  the  next  day,  their  smoking  corpses  were 
recovered,  grim  monuments  of  a  blockhead's  humor. 

Solomon  has  observed  that  Nature  contains  tremendous 
animals.  At  the  head  of  the  list  he  places  a  couple,  viz., 
a  bear  robbed  of  her  whelps,  and  an  irritated  fool. 
Leaving  these  two  terrible  creatures  to  figure  cheek  by 
jowl  in  the  sacred  page,  I  beg  the  third  place  for  a  dull 
man  or  woman  trying  to  be  witty. 

Now  all  this  is  not  absolutely  necessary.  It  is  more 
difficult  to  say  witty  and  kindly  things  than  witty  and 
ill-natured  things  ;  yet  it  is  Avithin  the  powers  of  the 
human  understanding. 

A  young  lady  walking  in  her  garden  with  Sydney 
Smith  pointed  out  to  him  an  everlasting  pea,  reported 
to  blossom  beautifully  ;  "  but,"  said  she,  "  we  have  never 
been  able  to  bring  it  to  perfection." 

"  Then,"  said  the  kindly  wit,  "  let  me  bring  perfection 
to  the  pea,"  and  so  led  her  by  the  hand  to  a  closer  in- 
spection of  the  flower. 

Coulon,  a  famous  mimic  in  Louis  XV. 's  time,  took  off 
the  King  as  well  as  his  subjects.  The  King  heard  of  it 
and  insisted  on  seeing  the  imitation.  He  was  not  offended 
at  it,  and  gave  Coulon  a  fine  diamond  pin.  Coulon  looks 
at  the  pin,  and  says,  "Coming  to  me,  this  ought  to  be 
paste,  but  coming  from  your  IMajesty  it  is  naturally  a 
diamond."  Is  the  element  of  wit  extinguished  here  ? 
I  trow  not. 

I"'re(lerick  the  Great  disbelieved  in  physicians,  and 
said  that  invalids  died  oftener  of  their  remedies  than 
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their  maladies,  and,  as  tlie  lancet  was  rife  in  his  day, 
probably  lie  was  not  very  far  wrong.  However,  he  fell 
sick,  and  the  weakness  of  his  body,  I  suppose,  affected 
his  mind ;  so  he  sent  for  a  physician.  Dr.  Zimmermann ; 
but  at  sight  of  him  his  theory  revived,  and  his  habitual 
good  manners  led  him  to  say  to  Zimmermann,  by  way 
of  greeting,  "  Now,  doctor,  I'll  be  bound  to  say  you 
have  sent  many  an  honest  fellow  underground." 

Zimmermann  replied,  without  hesitation,  "Not  so 
many  as  your  Majesty  —  nor  with  so  much  credit  to 
myself." 

Isn't  that  wit,  if  you  please  ?  Ay,  and  of  a  very  high 
order.  But  it  is  possible  to  convert  even  the  practical 
joke  to  amiability,  and  to  substitute  the  milk  of  human 
kindness  where  hitherto  men  have  dealt  in  adulterated 
vinegar.     And  of  this  I  beg  to  offer  an  example. 

A  certain  German  nobleman  provided  his  son  with  a 
tutor,  who  was  to  attend  closely  to  him,  and  improve  his 
mind.  This  tutor,  it  seems,  took  for  his  example  a  cer- 
tain predecessor  of  his,  who  used  to  coach  young  Cyrus 
in-doors  and  out ;  and  both  these  tutors,  each  in  his  own 
country  and  his  own  generation,  had  the  brains  to  see 
that  to  educate  a  young  fellow,  you  must  not  merely  set 
him  tasks  to  learn  in-doors,  and  then  let  him  run  wild 
in  the  open  air,  but  must  accompany  him  wherever  he 
goes,  and  guide  him  with  your  greater  experience  in  his 
practical  judgment  of  the  various  events  that  pass  before 
his  eyes.  For  how  shall  he  learn  to  apply  an  experience 
which  he  does  not  really  possess  ?  What  a  boy  learns 
by  rote  is  not  knowledge,  but  knowledge's  shadow. 

One  day  these  two  came  to  the  side  of  a  wood,  and 
there  they  found  a  tree  half  felled,  and  a  pair  of  wooden 
shoes.  The  woodman  was  cooling  his  hot  feet  in  a 
neighboring  stream.  The  young  nobleman  took  up  a 
couple  of  pebbles,  and  said  :  — 
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"  I'll  put  these  in  that  old  fellow's  shoes,  and  we'll  see 
his  grimaces." 

"Hum!"  says  the  tutor,  "I  don't  think  you'll  get 
much  fun  out  of  that.  You  see  he's  a  poor  man,  and 
probably  thinks  his  lot  hard  enough  without  his  having 
stones  put  into  his  shoes.  I  can't  help  thinking  that 
if  you  were  to  put  a  little  money  in  instead  —  and  you 
have  plenty  of  that,  you  know,  more  than  I  should  allow 
you  if  I  were  your  father  —  the  old  fellow  would  be  far 
more  flabbergasted,  and  his  grimaces  would  be  more 
entertaining,  and  you  would  be  more  satisfied  with 
yourself." 

The  generous  youth  caught  fire  at  the  idea,  and  put  a 
double  dollar  into  each  shoe.  Then  the  confederates 
hid  behind  a  hedge,  and  watched  the  result  of  their 
trick.  They  had  not  long  to  wait.  An  elderly  man 
came  back  to  his  hard  work  —  work  a  little  l)eyond  his 
years  —  and  slipped  his  right  foot  into  his  right  shoe. 
Finding  something  hard  in  it,  he  took  it  off  again,  and 
discovered  a  double  dollar.  His  grave  face  wore  a  look 
of  amazement,  and  the  spies  behind  the  hedge  chuckled. 
He  laid  the  coin  in  the  palm  of  his  hand,  and,  still 
gazing  at  it  with  wonder,  he  mechanically  slipped  his 
foot  into  the  other  sabot.  There  he  found  another  coin. 
He  took  it  \ip,  and  holding  out  both  his  hands,  gazed 
with  wonder  at  them.  Then  he  suddenly  clasped  his 
hands  together,  and  fell  on  his  knees,  and  cried  out  in  a 
loud  voice,  *'  0  God,  this  is  your  doing.  Nobody  but 
you  knows  the  state  we  are  in  at  liome,  my  Avife  in  her 
bed,  my  children  starving,  and  T  hardly  able  to  earn  a 
crust  with  these  old  hands.  It  is  you  who  have  sent 
me  these  blessed  coins  by  one  of  your  angels." 

Then  he  paused,  and  another  idea  struck  liim  :  — 

"Perhaps  it  is  not  a.ii  aiigcl  from  heaven.  There  are 
human  angels,  even  in  tliis  world  ;  kind  hearts  that  love 
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to  feed  the  hungry,  and  succor  the  poor.  One  of  these 
has  passed  by,  like  sunshine  in  winter,  and  has  seen  the 
poor  old  man's  shoes,  and  has  dropped  all  this  money 
into  them,  and  gone  on  again,  and  not  even  waited  to  be 
thanked.  But  a  poor  man's  blessing  flies  fast,  and  shall 
overtake  him,  and  be  with  him  to  the  end  of  the  world, 
and  to  the  end  of  his  own  time.  May  God  and  his 
angels  go  with  you,  keep  you  from  poverty  and  from 
sickness,  and  may  you  feel  in  your  own  heart  a  little  of 
the  warmth  and  the  joy  you  have  brought  to  me  and 
mine.  I'll  do  no  more  work  to-day.  I'll  go  home  to  my 
wife  and  children,  and  they  shall  kneel  and  bless  the 
hand  that  has  given  us  this  comfort,  and  then  gone  away 
and  thought  nothing  of  it." 

He  put  on  his  shoes,  shouldered  his  axe,  and  went 
home. 

Then  the  spies  had  a  little  dialogue. 

"  This  I  call  really  good  fun,"  said  the  tutor,  in  rather 
a  shaky  voice  ;  "  and  what  are  you  snivelling  at  ?  " 

"'Tisn't  I  that  am  snivelling  so;  it  is  you." 

"Well,  then,  we  are  both  snivelling,"  said  the  tutor, 
and  with  that,  being  foreigners,  they  embraced,  and  did 
not  conceal  their  emotion  any  longer. 

"  Come  on,"  said  the  boy. 

"  Where  next  ?  "  asked  the  tutor. 

''Why,  follow  him,  to  be  sure.  I  want  to  know  where 
he  lives.  Do  you  think  I  will  let  his  wife  be  sick,  and 
his  children  starve,  after  this  ?  " 

"Dear  boy,"  said  the  tutor,  "I  don't  for  a  moment 
think  you  will.  Yours  is  not  the  age,  nor  the  heart, 
that  does  things  by  halves." 

So  they  dogged  their  victim  home,  and  the  young 
nobleman  secured  a  modest  competence  from  that  hour 
to  a  very  worthy  and  poverty-stricken  family.  Now  T 
think  that  both  these  veins  of  humor  mi^ht  be  worked 
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to  the  profit  of  mankind,  and  especially  of  those  who 
can  contrive  to  be  witty  or  humorous,  yet  kindly,  and  of 
those  who  will  profit  by  this  improved  sort  of  humor. 
I  have  heard  of  an  eccentric  gentleman  who  had  some 
poor  female  relations,  and  asked  them  to  tea,  a  beverage 
he  himself  detested.  He  retired  before  the  tea-drinking 
commenced,  and  watched  their  faces  from  another  room. 
They  found  the  cups  mighty  heavy,  and  could  hardly 
lift  the  ponderous  liquid.  They  set  them  down,  probed 
the  contents,  and  found  a  sediment  of  forty  sovereigns 
in  each  cup.  Each  discovery  being  announced  by  little 
screeches,  and  followed  by  continuous  cackling,  the  ec- 
centric host  appears  to  have  got  more  fun  out  of  it  than 
by  the  vulgar  process  of  drawing  checks  for  the  amount. 
The  human  mind,  when  once  the  attention  of  many 
persons  is  given  to  a  subject,  is  so  ingenious,  and  gets 
so  much  metal  out  of  a  small  vein  of  ore,  that  I  feel 
assured,  if  people  at  home  and  abroad  will  bring  their 
minds  to  bear  on  this  subject,  they  may  in  some  degree 
improve  manners,  and  embellish  human  life  with  good- 
hearted  humor  and  kindly  jokes. 


AN  OLD  BACHELOR'S  ADVENTURE. 


I  AM  a  bit  of  a  character  —  a  geographical  Paul  Pry. 
I  pry,  not  into  the  affairs  of  my  neighbors,  but  into  nooks 
and  corners.  I  grope  New  York  City  and  suburbs,  and 
make  little  sketches  of  things,  places,  and  figures  for  my 
little  museum. 

One  pleasant  afternoon  I  walked  down  Broadway,  and 
then  made  for  an  unexplored  suburb.  The  hum  of  fash- 
ion died  in  my  ear,  and  I  passed  through  quieter  streets, 
and  next  by  straggling  houses,  and  at  last  I  emerged  on 
a  spot  that  few  would  expect  to  find  so  near  the  great  city. 
It  was  an  Irish  colony.  Hovels,  at  the  doors  of  which 
old  women  with  flaunting  caps  squatted  and  smoked ; 
half-naked  children  started  out  from  dunghills,  hen-coops, 
wheelbarrows,  and  the  dust  of  the  road,  where  they  had 
lain  hid,  being  of  the  same  color,  to  stare  at  the  stranger ; 
and  Celtic  goats  discerned  a  Sassenach,  and  marched 
gravely  at  me  with  crested  neck  and  pointed  horns,  in 
spite  of  objurgations  from  the  old  women,  who  knew  by 
experience  what  these  hospitable  creatures  would  be  at. 
I  took  out  my  paper  to  sketch,  but,  goats  increasing,  had 
to  walk  faster  and  faster,  scratching  down  my  outlines 
as  I  receded,  till  my  walk  became  nearly  a  run,  and  my 
lines  exceeding  wavy;  and  the  wild  beasts,  accumulating, 
drove  me  out  entirely,  amidst  the  whoops  of  the  infants, 
and  I  mounted  a  rising  ground,  and  there  burst  upon  my 
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sight  —  a  paradise.  A  valley  of  the  freshest  green 
sloped  gently  toward  the  Hudson ;  the  river  shone  like 
molten  silver  in  the  afternoon  sun :  it  was  alive  with 
puffing  steamers  and  white  sail-craft.  A  band  of  music, 
accompanying  a  picnic  party,  filled  the  air  with  melody. 

I  stood  enraptured,  and  being  now  safe  from  horns  and 
Celtic  infants,  made  my  little  sketch  —  and  then  felt 
hungry. 

In  looking  round  for  some  place  to  lunch,  I  espied  a 
mongrel  house,  half-way  between  a  log-cabin  and  a  com- 
fortable cottage,  with  a  broad,  good-natured  female  face 
framed  in  the  low  doorway.  There  was  a  speculative 
look  in  her  shrewd  gray  eye.  For  why  ?  She  kept  a 
primitive  beer-garden  ;  it  was  a  very  humble  affair,  little 
more  than  a  huckster's  stand. 

My  eye  fixed  on  a  basket  of  rosy,  well-polished  apples  ; 
I  bought  a  dozen,  and  some  biscuits,  and  seated  myself 
near  a  small  table  under  the  shadow  of  a  tall  rock,  to 
munch  them.  When  1  had  munched  my  fill,  I  took  out 
my  paper  to  sketch  the  place  and  Mrs.  JMurphy,  who  still 
filled  the  doorway,  and  looked  good-humor  in  person. 
But  I  had  not  made  a  dozen  strokes  when  I  was  inter- 
rupted by  something  rough  rubbing  against  my  leg.  It 
was  a  i)ig.  Up  went  my  legs  on  the  table,  and  no  doubt 
my  face  betrayed  affliction  ;  for  Mrs.  Murphy  snatched 
up  a  besom,  and  strode  forth  with  a  "  Bad  luck  to  ye, 
Barney."  The  pig  awaited  not  her  coming,  but  turned 
off  with  a  grunt  and  a  leer  of  his  little  eyes,  and  trotted 
down  the  hill. 

Mrs.  Murphy  retired  to  her  sentry-box,  "I  to  my 
diary,"  as  Mr.  Pepys  hath  it,  and  had  made  as  many  as 
five  strokes  more,  when  —  ''Coek-a-doodle-doo" — I  be- 
came aware  of  an  incensed  rooster,  stationed  at  my  very 
feet,  with  a  string  of  lovers  at  his  tail,  lie  defied  the 
Sassenach  with  shrillest  clarion. 
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Then  I  sat  cross-legged  on  my  chair,  and  revenged  my- 
self for  his  pibroch  by  including  him  in  my  sketch.  My 
chair  became  the  centre  of  a  dozen  hens,  all  picking  up 
the  crumbs  I  had  dropped.  The  eagle-eyed  sultan  had 
seen  me  dropping  crumbs,  and  had  convened  his  harem 
to  profit  by  Sassenach  prodigality.  He  now  stood  aloof 
while  the  hens  fed,  and  I  admired  him,  and  sketched 
him,  and  contrasted  him  with  your  modern  lord  of  crea- 
tion. How  often  we  find  the  latter  gorging  himself  at 
his  club,  while  his  better  half  is  left  at  home  to  dine  on 
slops. 

The  hens  soon  picked  up  all  my  crumbs  and  sought 
fresh  pastures  ;  and  I  took  down  my  legs  and  sketched 
away,  in  which  occupation  I  was  visited  by  a  she-goat, 
who  marched  up  and  gazed  benignly,  but  uttered  a  queru- 
lous sound. 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  you  ?  "  said  I. 

Mrs.  Murphy  was  amused.  "  Shure,  it's  a  cracker  the 
crachure  is  after,"  said  she. 

Thereupon  I  gave  "  the  crachure "  one.  She  ate  it 
with  perfect  solemnity,  but  the  next  moment  stood  up 
on  her  hind  legs  and  beat  the  air  with  her  fore-feet. 

'*  That  is  for  another,  I  suppose,"  said  I. 

"  Ye  may  take  your  oath  o'  that  same,  sor,"  said  Mrs. 
Murphy,  and  had  to  hold  on  by  the  door-posts  to  laugh. 

So  I  went  on  feeding  IsTanny,  and  for  every  cracker  she 
supplied  a  fresh  antic.  How  she  came  to  be  wasted  on 
that  desert,  and  not  paraded  in  some  world-renowned 
circus,  is  wonderfuL  First  she  stood  on  three  legs,  then 
on  two,  then  on  one  ;  and  when  there  were  no  more 
crackers  and  I  told  her  so,  she  attempted  a  somersault 
and  failed  ridiculously.  Perhaps  that  mortified  her  ;  at 
all  events,  the  moment  she  could  pull  herself  together 
after  it,  she  made  a  hearty  lunge  at  my  leg,  and  her  sharp 
horn  only  missed  it  by  half  an  inch,  owing  to  my  curling 


152    AN  OLD  bachelor's  adventuke. 

up  again  in  time.  My  lady  then  stalked  down  the  hill 
after  the  pig,  and  cackle,  cackle,  cackle  burst  out  a  hid- 
eous concatenation  of  laughs  in  the  air  right  over  my 
head. 

I  rose  to  go.  Now  I  caved.  I  had  borne  much  from 
the  animal  world  that  day,  including  the  Celtic  infants  ; 
but  there  is  a  species  I  abominate  —  apes,  orang- 
outangs, devils  of  the  wood,  and  gorillas.  I  detest  them 
all.  A  scientific  friend  tells  me  tliat  they  are  only  de- 
teriorated negroes.  I  can't  help  that  —  I  don't  like  'em; 
and  so  I  rose  hastily,  resolved  to  seek  repose  and  quiet 
wliere  alone  they  were  to  be  found  —  in  Broadway.  Mrs. 
Murphy  saw  disgust  and  other  passions  painted  in  my 
face,  for  she  interposed  hastily,  and  assured  me  it  was 
only  her  "  ould  man." 

I  looked  up,  and  sure  enough  it  was  not  an  orang- 
outang, but  a  ragged  Irishman,  with  a  chip  hat,  perched 
like  a  crow  at  the  top  of  the  rock.  Mrs.  Murphy  told 
me  it  was  he  who  had  taught  the  "  baste  "  her  tricks  — 
he  had  nothing  better  to  do,  his  legs  being  crippled  with 
rheumatism.  It  seems  this  crippling  of  legs  makes  an 
Irishman  strong  in  the  arms,  for,  during  this  explana- 
tion, Mr.  Murphy  descended  the  perpendicular  rock  hand 
over  hand,  clutching  successive  tufts  of  vegetation,  which 
all-foreseeing  Nature  had  disposed  at  intervals  for  that 
purpose,  and,  alighting  at  my  feet,  removed  his  chip  hat 
and  made  me  an  obeisance  down  to  the  ground  that  would 
have  graced  the  court  of  Louis  le  Grand,  while  his  rags 
fluttered  in  the  air.  At  that  very  moment  an  accordion, 
touched  by  a  master-hand,  poured  forth  a  beautiful 
melody. 

Surprise  struck  me  dumb. 

''It's  me  darlint  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Murphy  ;  "there  she  is 
now  coming  up  the  hill  ayont." 

As  she  spoke  Mrs.  Murphy  pointed,  and  from  among 
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th.e  sombre  rocks  there  emerged  the  form  of  a  young  girl. 
She  came  gayly  toward  us,  a  gypsy  hat  on  her  head,  and 
laden  with  all  manner  of  packages.  A  girl  with  reddish- 
brown  luxuriant  hair,  and  violet  eyes  so  large  and  serene 
that  took  the  heart  by  storm ;  her  face,  tinted  a  delicate 
rose  color,  beamed  with  animation.  The  old  people 
brightened  at  sight  of  her,  and  Mrs.  Murphy  whispered 
me,  with  superfluous  mystery,  that  she  went  into  the 
city  twice  a  week,  and  always  played  herself  home, 
though  there  was  no  need  of  that,  for  shure  wasn't  she 
the  light  of  the  house  and  the  pulse  of  their  hearts  ;  and 
didn't  she  keep  them  all  going  with  the  work  of  her 
dainty  fingers  ? 

The  girl  arrived  in  the  middle  of  this  eulogy,  and  heard 
it.  "  Stop  that  now,"  said  she ;  "  stop  it  intirely  !  "  and 
flung  both  arms  round  her  mother's  neck,  accordion  and 
all ;  and  there  they  were  locked  in  a  loving  embrace,  as 
if  they  had  been  parted  a  year.  But  the  very  next 
moment  the  laughter-loving  girl  looked  round  at  the  old 
man  and  me,  and  played  ''Garry  Owen"  behind  her 
mother's  head  without  unclasping  her  arms,  but  with  a 
sidelong  glance  at  us  that  did  my  business  on  the  spot. 
Oh,  for  a  painter's  brush,  to  convey  the  grace,  the  ten- 
derness, the  sly,  pretty  fun,  of  this  most  original  and 
Irish  proceeding  !  Then  a  sudden  thought  struck  me  : 
this  must  be  a  sweet  place  to  drink  tea  in.  I  said  as 
much;  and  in  a  very  few  minutes  a  table  was  brought 
out,  some  eggs  boiled,  and  the  old  man,  and  the  beauty, 
and  I  sat  down  ;  Mrs.  Murphy  cooked  for  us.  The  beauty, 
whose  name  was  "  Airy,"  —  though  I  am  not  sure  that  I 
spell  it  rightly  —  took  a  seat  by  me,  and  modestly,  but 
frankly,  entered  into  conversation  with  me.  I  learned 
from  her  that  she  had  been  educated  by  nuns,  and  was  a 
skilful  workwoman — could  embroider,  and  was  constantly 
employed  in  repairing  lace.     This  work  was  well  paid, 
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and  enabled  lier  to  keep  the  whole  family,  in  spite  of  her 
fatlier's  misfortune  in  being  crippled  with  rheumatism, 
Mr.  Murphy  struck  in  here,  and  announced  that  it  was 
not  his  intention  to  be  always  a  cripple  —  he  was  on  the 
mend ;  and  the  only  thing  that  troubled  him  was  that  he 
could  be  turned  out  any  minute,  not  having  a  lease  of 
the  "primisses." 

"  Who  is  your  landlord  ?  "  said  I. 

"  Sure,  it's  Mister  Kirby  himself,"  said  he,  with  a  stare 
at  my  ignorance. 

"  Kirby  ?  "  inquired  I.     *'  What's  his  Christian  name  ?  " 

That  was  a  puzzler.  However,  amongst  them  they 
contrived  to  make  out  that  it  was  Nathan,  and  that  he 
lived  in  Brooklyn. 

Now  it  happened,  strangely  enough,  that  Mr.  Nathan 
Kirby  was  a  friend  of  mine,  and  I  had  once  laid  him 
under  a  little  obligation.  So  I  told  Murphy  I  thought  I 
might  j)erhaps  be  able  to  get  him  a  lease,  and  I  certainly 
would  if  I  could.  This  I  said  with  a  glance  at  Airy, 
which  she  repaid  with  a  flash  of  gratitude  that  thrilled 
through  me. 

After  tea  I  asked  her  to  play  to  us  again.  She  smiled 
and  complied  at  once,  and  played  most  ravishingly.  I 
am  a  musician  myself  and  play  the  accordion  ;  I  dare  say 
I  could  execute  more  downright  difficulties  on  it  than 
Airy.  But  she  had  a  way  of  transfusing  her  sex  into  it 
that  is  indescribable.  The  soul,  the  delicacy  of  touch, 
tlie  sweetness,  were  admirable.  She  sang  to  it,  too,  in  a 
full  rich  voice  that  made  the  rocks  echo  and  two  sparrows 
chirp  responsive. 

The  sun  set,  and  I  must  away.  To  my  surprise  Airy 
offered,  of  her  own  accord,  to  show  me  a  short  way  to 
the  boulevard,  where  I  could  take  the  stage  handy.  The 
situation  was  becoming  quite  romantic.  1  am  an  old 
bachelor;   and   was   it  so  very   strange  that  something 
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insidious  crept  into  my  veins  when  Airy  fixed  lier  largo, 
magnetic  eyes  full  on  my  face  ?  What  brightness  this 
charming  child  of  nature  would  instil  into  my  luxurious 
home  !  Was  it  mean  and  selfish  to  allow  such  thoughts 
to  enter  my  mind  ?  I  think  my  excuse  then  was  to 
rescue  her  from  a  life  of  toil. 

A  short  cut  brought  us  to  the  main  road.  Before  we 
parted  she  gave  me  her  hand  —  not  the  hand  of  rude 
toil,  but  one  a  duchess  might  have  envied. 

All  the  way  home  that  soft  touch  kept  me  company, 
and  an  unwonted  warmth  gathered  round  my  heart. 

Within  three  days  I  made  it  my  business  to  call  on 
the  Murphys  again.  I  found  Airy  at  home.  She  was 
seated  by  the  door,  and  her  face  beamed  with  delight 
the  moment  she  saw  me  coming.  All  around  her  was  a 
cloud  of  the  most  delicate  lace-work,  to  which  she  pointed 
with  honest  pride.  "It  is  real  lace,"  she  said.  "1 
hardly  ever  work  on  any  of  the  common  kind.  Some- 
times I  have  quite  a  fortune  —  that  is,  it  would  be  to  us 
poor  folk,  — to  make  up  here  at  home.  Many  and  many 
a  time  I  labor  half  the  night  to  get  the  work  done.  The 
reason  I  am  home  so  early  to-day  is  because  they  have  a 
special  order  in,  and  some  of  the  medallions  Avere  here." 

"  Airy,"  said  I,  "  I  have  got  something  in  my  pocket 
that  I  hope  will  give  you  pleasure ; "  and  I  produced  a 
writing. 

"  What  is  it,  sir  ?  "  said  she,  coloring. 

"  Read  it  yourself,"  said  I. 

While  she  was  trying  to  read  it,  the  old  man  came 
hobbling  up. 

"  0  father !  "  said  Airy,  trembling,  "  I  don't  know,  but 
I  think  it  is  —  is  it,  sir  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  I ;"  it  is  a  lease  of  the  place  for  seven 
years,  at  one  dollar  the  year." 

"  Oh  ! "  cried  Airy,  and  in  one  moment  she  seized  my 
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hand  and  pressed  two  warm  velvet  lips  on  it.  I  felt  them 
there  ever  so  long  afterward. 

The  old  man  blessed  me  as  only  the  Irish  can.  Then 
came  Mrs.  Murphy,  thanking  me  with  true  eloquence. 
She  prepared  a  sumptuous  supper ;  and  I  sat  there  like 
a  king,  and  listened  to  Airy's  music  and  songs. 

Is  it  to  be  wondered  at  if,  after  this,  I  fairly  haunted 
this  humble  abode  ?  It  is  true,  I  tapped  at  the  rocks 
with  my  hammer,  and  even  put  specimens  into  my  bag, 
and  made  believe  to  the  INIurphys  that  they  were  worth 
their  weight  in  gold.     What  a  bundle  of  deceit  I  was  ! 

One  afternoon,  as  usual,  I  took  my  seat  by  the  cottage. 
Airy  was  away  ;  but  very  soon  she  came  bounding  up 
the  hill,  her  face  flushed  and  her  eyes  flashing  with 
excitement.  She  hardly  noticed  me  as  she  passed  into 
the  house.  Then  there  was  a  whispered  conversation 
carried  on  within  for  a  few  minutes. 

"  She  has  got  a  letter,"  said  the  old  man  to  me,  in  the 
low,  mysterious  voice  an  Irishman  puts  on  sometimes ; 
he  added,  with  a  wink,  "  from  Barney,  ye  know." 

This  fell  on  me  like  a  shower-bath.  Who  —  what  — 
was  Barney?  "What,  has  she  got  a  brother?"  stam- 
mered I. 

"  Divil  a  one  of  her !  " 

Before  I  could  question  him  further  Airy  came  out 
and  sat  down  in  her  accustomed  seat  near  me.  She  was 
not  so  lively  as  usual,  nor  so  free.  I  had  just  time  to 
ask  her  if  she  was  feeling  well,  when  Murphy  called  out, 
"Airy!"  from  his  perch  overhead.  "Sure,"  he  said, 
"and  isn't  the  boy  himself  coming  up  the  hill  ayont  ?  " 
The  blood  came  in  a  crimson  flood  to  Airy's  face  and 
neck.  She  gave  but  one  glance,  that  was  enough,  uttered 
a  little  scream  of  joy,  and  bounded  off  down  the  narrow 
path. 

The  only  person  in  sight  was  a  rather  coarse-looking 
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young  fellow,  in  the  dress  of  a  mechanic.  There  was  a 
glad  smile  on  his  broad,  honest  face,  as  Airy  rushed  into 
his  arms.  She  rested  her  head  on  his  ample  chest  with 
the  utmost  confidence,  as  if  it  was  nothing  new  for  her 
to  do. 

I  turned  on  my  heel  and  went  into  the  house,  not  to 
see  the  love-making.  I  felt  a  wish  to  melt  out  of  crea- 
tion. 

I  wanted  to  be  quiet,  and  make  a  little  arithmetical 
calculation  of  how  great  a  fool  I  had  been ;  but  the  old 
woman,  with  her  sex's  delight  at  the  view  of  a  courtship, 
began  to  expatiate,  and  told  me,  too  late,  all  about  Barney 
and  Airy,  and  how  he  had  left  her  for  a  year  to  make 
money ;  and,  by  his  coming  back,  I  might  be  sure  he 
had  succeeded,  and  there  would  be  a  wedding  in  these 
parts ;  and  although,  perhaps.  Airy  might  have  looked 
higher,  yet  he  was  an  honest  boy,  and  a  sober,  and  a  hard- 
working—  Buzz !  buzz !  buzz !  —  and  was,  indeed,  a  blood- 
relation,  though  somewhat  distant :  his  great-aunt,  Kate 
Slogan,  had  married  Patrick  O'Doolan ;  and  wasn't  Pat 
O'Doolan  the  son  of  her  man's  great-grandfather  by  his 
first  wife  Norah  ?  which  Norah  was  an  O'Shaughnessy, 
like  herself  —  Buzz !  buzz  !  buzz  !  —  I  wished  her  at  Old 
Nick. 

But  keener  torments  were  in  store.  In  came  Barney, 
and  Airy  hanging  on  him  with  a  grace  and  an  abandon  I 
should  have  liked  to  sketch  if  it  had  been  any  other  girl 
than  this  one.  And  this  brute,  Barney,  had  come  home 
with  money,  and  proceeded  to  regale  us  all  with  whiskey 
purchased  from  the  neighboring  store,  and  under  its 
influence  they  all  thawed  but  I ;  and  nobody  made 
any  secret  of  the  approaching  marriage ;  and  Barney, 
being  informed  of  my  goodness  in  procuring  the  lease, 
thanked  me  heartily,  and  rewarded  me  by  saying  that  in 
that  case  he  would  build  his  cabin  on  the  land ;  he  would 
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not  take  Airy  too  far  from  her  folk.  This  he  confided  to 
me  in  a  half-whisper, — to  me.  But  quick  ears  heard, 
and  he  was  repaid  by  a  glance  of  infinite  tenderness  from 
Airy,  and  by  the  old  man  toasting  him  and  his  bride. 
Mrs.  Murphy  filled  my  glass  to  the  brim,  and  I  had  to 
drink  suburban  whiskey  to  that  toast,  so  that  I  may  say 
I  have  drunk  poison  to  poison.  The  taste  of  that  vile 
compound  was  on  my  tongue  for  days. 

However,  all  the  rest  enjoyed  themselves.  The 
accordion  was  demanded.  Airy  sang  and  played,  and 
after  every  song  the  old  woman  and  Barney  jumped 
up  and  danced  with  each  other  so  grotesquely,  yet 
merrily  and  nimbly,  that  I  suppose  I  was  the  only 
man  in  creation  who  would  not  have  been  excessively 
amused. 

I  got  up  to  go  away ;  but  Airy  and  Barney  would  insist 
upon  convoying  me  to  the  road.  Then  they  turned  back 
together,  happy  as  princes,  and  poor  solitary  I  went  home, 
feeling  chilly  and  hollow. 

Next  day  I  took  a  long  walk  in  a  direction  as  opposite 
as  possible  to  those  fatal  rocks,  where  I  had  enjoyed 
myself  in  a  day-dream,  and  was  now  awakened  rudely. 
I  walked,  and  walked,  and  walked,  and  got  into  tlie 
country,  and  mounted  a  hill,  and  surveyed  the  beauties 
of  nature  with  perfect  dissatisfaction,  inasmuch  as  tlie 
sea  seemed  to  me  a  glaring  looking-glass,  the  blue  sky  a 
vaulted  monotony,  and  all  the  minor  beauties  cut  out  of 
stone.  I  walked  home  again,  inexpressibly  dull  and 
dreary. 

This  was  my  life  for  some  time  ;  and  then  I  got  so 
mortified  at  my  own  folly  that  rage  roused  me.  Weak- 
ness said,  "  Go  and  take  a  look  at  her,  at  all  events." 
Self-deception  said,  "Contemplate  her  with  tlie  eyes  of 
art  alone  ;  don't  rob  yourself  of  such  a  beautiful  vision." 
l>ut  mortified  pride,  and  a  grain  of  good-sense,  said,  "  No; 
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the  deeper  you  go,  the  worse  for  you.  Out  with  the 
racking  tooth,  and  end  the  pain." 

I  listened  to  the  wise  monitor.  A  month  went  by; 
two  months ;  and  I  never  went  near  the  Murphys. 
Observing  this,  the  devil  turned  postman  and  brought  me 
a  letter  from  Airy  ;  a  sweet  letter,  in  which  she  said  thatj 
my  visits  having  ceased  so  suddenly,  she  feared  I  was 
offended,  or  perhaps  I  might  be  unwell.  So  she  had  been 
to  lier  landlord,  and  learned  my  full  name  and  address, 
and  "  this  came  hoping  "  they  had  not  done  anything  to 
offend  me  with  their  vulgar  ways.  Then  she  went  on 
artlessly  to  say  that  Barney  had  been  sent  for  to  inherit 
some  land  and  money  in  Ireland,  and  they  looked  to  be 
rich ;  but  meantime  she  felt  lonely.  In  short,  it  was  a 
modest  invitation  to  console  her  during  Barney's  absence. 
My  pulses  beat.  It  was  a  great  temptation.  I  took  my 
hat,  and  started  for  the  fatal  suburb. 

But  when  I  got  a  little  way,  I  lighted  a  cigar  and 
thought  it  over.  What  was  I  going  to  do  ?  Cut  Barney 
out,  or  suffer  ten  times  more,  on  his  return,  than  I  had 
done. 

I  saw  the  trap.  I  turned  into  my  club,  and  wrote  a 
letter  instead.  I  imitated  the  girl's  frankness.  I  told 
her  that  she  was  so  charming  I  was  afraid  to  visit 
her  any  more,  for  fear  I  should  be  more  in  love 
with  her  than  I  ought;  that  I  had  a  sincere  affection 
and  esteem  for  her,  and  she  must  not  think  me  less 
her  friend  that  I  did  not  visit  her.  I  hoped  she  would 
never  be  in  trouble ;  but,  if  she  was,  then  I  would  come 
to  her. 

My  virtue  did  not  go  to  the  length  of  not  hoping  for  a 
reply  to  this. 

But  hers  went  the  length  of  not  sending  one. 

I  had  the  sense  to  adhere  to  my  resolution.  I  never 
wrote  again  to  Airy.     I  never  went  near  her. 
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But  we  were  not  to  part  on  these  terms.  She  crossed 
my  path  again  when  least  I  expected  it. 

It  was,  I  think,  about  five  weeks  after  my  letter,  that  I 
stole  out  one  day,  feeling  duller  than  usual,  and,  indeed, 
quite  depressed.  For  one  thing,  the  air  was  damp  and 
chilly,  and  there  was  no  sun.  T  lacked  the  vigor  of  mind 
to  start  on  one  of  my  excursions,  and  so  wandered  vaguely 
about.  In  such  a  frame  of  mind  one  ends  by  being  drawn 
into  the  vortex,  and  by  and  by  I  found  myself  in  the 
busiest  part  of  Broadway.  T  mingled  with  the  pedestrians 
on  the  sidewalk,  but  all  at  once  my  progress  was  obstructed. 
The  dense  mass  of  humanity  had  been  stopped. 

I  peered  over  the  nearest  shoulders,  but  saw  nothing. 
I  asked  what  was  the  matter. 

"Oh,  not  much.  Only  a  shop-girl  ,in  charge  of  a 
policeman." 

The  policeman  had  signalled  for  a  carriage. 

It  drew  up,  and  he  and  his  mate  proceeded  to  lift  the 
girl  into  it.     Her  limbs  had  failed  her  in  the  street. 

They  lifted  her  above  the  crowd,  and  in  so  doing  they 
turned  full  upon  me  the  face  of  Airy,  beautiful  as  ever, 
but  pale  as  death,  and  so  rigid  in  its  despair  that  it 
seemed  cut  out  of  marble. 

Unable  to  get  near  her  for  the  croAvd,  I  could  do 
nothing  but  make  inquiries.  But  the  people  knew 
nothing.  Thereupon  I  fell  to  guessing,  and,  as  usual,  my 
guesses  were  colored  by  egotism.  Something  had  hap- 
pened to  Barney  !McCabe,  and  Airy  was  wanted  as  a 
witness.  Yes,  he  had  been  murdered  in  some  bar-room 
riot.     Poor  fellow  !     What  a  pity  !     Airy  was  free. 

I  ordered  my  man  to  bring  the  morning  papers  up  to 
my  bedroom  as  soon  as  they  could  be  got ;  and  I  searched 
them  for  news  of  the  murder  of  the  hapless  McCabe, 
whom  I  had  envied,  and  could  now  afford  to  pity.  I  did 
not   find  it  —  not  for   want   of  murders,   for  they  were 
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greatly  in  vogue  that  week ;  but  there  was  no  ^fcCabe 
concerned  in  them,  either  actively  or  passively.  In  short, 
I  could  find  no  trace  of  the  crime  I  was  looking  for. 

At  last,  in  a  corner  of  the  police  intelligence,  I  lighted 
on  these  words : 

"Yesterday  a  shojj-girl  in  the  employ  of  Small  Brothers  & 
Co.  was  arrested  on  a  chai-ge  of  stealing  a  large  quantity  of 
valuable  lace." 

These  words  struck  me,  first  feebly,  then  smartly,  then 
violently.  There  was  no  name ;  but  the  coincidences  were 
so  many  and  so  strong.  Airy  was  employed  by  that  very 
house,  was  trusted  with  lace,  and  was  arrested.  Her  face 
of  terror  rose  again  before  me,  and  I  sprang  out  of  bed 
with  a  cry  of  dismay. 

In  a  very  short  time  I  was  being  driven  down  town  as 
fast  as  two  blood  horses  could  take  me.  I  soon  reached 
the  prison  where  Airy  was  incarcerated.  In  spite  of  my 
appearance  and  respectability  I  soon  found  out  that,  not 
being  a  politician,  I  could  do  nothing  with  the  pompous 
officials.  I  wanted  to  see  Airy,  and  hear  her  version  of 
the  story  before  the  court  opened.  However,  this  was 
not  allowed.  The  officers  in  charge  of  the  prison  seemed 
to  be  of  opinion  that  my  only  object  was  to  effect  a 
rescue  of  some  of  their  prisoners.  A  word,  however, 
dropped  from  one  of  them  gave  me  a  hint.  "  Ef  ye  wur 
the  prisoner's  lawyer,  or  in  company  with  him,  then  ye 
could  be  afther  seeing  her."  I  saw  the  drift ;  for  while 
the  officer  was  speaking  a  seedy-looking  individual 
approached  us.  The  latter  stated  to  me  in  a  whisper, 
that  he  was  a  lawyer,  and  allowed  to  plead  in  court.  He 
volunteered  his  services  ;  but  I  turned  away  from  his 
red  nose  and  whiskey-perfumed  breath  in  disgust. 

The  thing  to  be  done  was  to  find  an  honest  lawyer. 
There  was  my  nephew,  George  Barlow;  he,  it  is  true, 
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lacked  experience,  but  I  knew  I  could  depend  on  his 
integrity. 

In  less  than  half  an  hour  I  was  again  at  the  prison, 
in  company  with  George.  There  was  no  trouble  now  in 
gaining  admittance  to  the  cells.  There  a  sight  burst 
on  my  vision  that  I  pray  Heaven  I  may  never  witness 
again.  Huddled  together  in  every  conceivable  position 
along  the  corridors,  waiting  for  their  doom,  was  a  pro- 
miscuous throng  of  the  lowest  dregs  of  humanity. 
There  was  a  plentiful  sprinkling  of  vile,  pimple-faced 
wretches  in  the  garb  of  womanhood,  uttering  such 
horrid  blasphemies  that  my  very  blood  ran  cold.  The 
bare  memory  of  that  sight  makes  my  heart  faint. 

It  was  certainly  a  relief,  after  scrutinizing  the  faces 
of  the  throng,  to  find  Airy's  was  not  among  them. 

But  there  was  a  female  figure  crouching  apart  from 
those.tliardened  sinners,  and  hiding  her  face  entirely  in 
her  shawl. 

Her  shrinking  from  the  others  attracted  my  attention, 
and  then  I  knew  her  at  a  glance,  though  I  could  not  see 
her  face. 

I  went  up  to  her,  and  laid  my  hand  gently  on  her 
shoulder,  and  spoke  tenderly  to  her.  She  trembled  all 
over  directly,  and  looked  up  at  me  with  a  face  so 
changed  and  colorless  that  I  was  scared  almost  out  of 
my  life.  She  seemed  stunned,  as  if  from  a  blow,  and 
hardly  to  know  me.  When  she  at  length  roused  herself, 
she  .staggered  to  her  feet,  extending  her  hands  toward 
me  beseechingly. 

Her  first  words  were,  "  Oh,  Mr.  Barlow,  do  they 
know  ?  Please  do  not  tell  them  that  I  am  here  !  I 
would  rather  they  thought  me  dead  than  have  them  to 
know  I  am  in  this  horrid  place  !  "  Then  she  began  to 
wring  her  hands  and  sob.  "  I  shall  never,  never  be  able 
to  look  in  their  honest  old   faces  again  !     My  heart  is 
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broken  —  I  wish  I  could  die !  Oh,  it  was  so  cruel  of 
them  to  put  me  here  when  I  did  not  steal  the  lace ! 
Indeed,  sir,  I  tell  the  truth !  Oh,  sir,  you  believe  me  ! 
I  am  so  glad  !  so  glad  !  " 

Having  relieved  her  mind,  and  knowing  that  she  had 
a  true  friend  in  me,  she  began  to  cry,  and  quiver  all 
over.  I  put  my  arm  around  her,  for  she  seemed  scarcely 
able  to  stand. 

Her  condition  was  now  observed  by  some  of  her 
fellow-prisoners. 

One  horrid,  blear-eyed  woman  brought  her  a  cup  of 
water  and  uttered  a  few  words  of  rough  consolation. 

"  Sure,  the  creature  is  not  used  to  the  loikes.  They 
have  taken  the  wrong  bird.  This  one  niver  did  a  wrong 
thing  in  her  life." 

Then  up  tripped  a  girl,  all  draggled  finery.  "  Never 
fear,  she  will  soon  get  used  to  it.  I  was  just  as  lamb- 
like as  she  is  the  first  time  I  was  sent  up.  Now  I  don't 
care.  It's  fun  to  get  in  here  once  in  a  while."  She 
offered  Airy  her  salts  ;  but  I  shuddered  when  this 
woman's  bejewelled  hand  came  near  that  modest  face. 
She  was  far  more  to  be  feared  in  her  tawdry  finery  than 
those  of  a  lower  order. 

"  Airy,"  I  said,  as  soon  as  she  was  calm,  ''  you  must 
tell  my  nephew  here  all  about  your  case.  He  is  a 
lawyer,  and  will  be  able  to  help  you  to  establish  your 
innocence." 

Airy's  story  was  quite  simple,  and,  told  in  her  straight- 
forward way,  easy  enough  to  understand. 

It  seems  that  the  firm  of  Small  Brothers  and  Co.  had 
from  time  to  time  missed  valuable  lace.  Airy  had  been 
in  the  habit  of  taking  the  same  kind  of  goods  home  to 
work.  In  this  way  the  lace  missed  had  been  traced  to 
her,  and  enough  had  been  lost  to  make  it  a  case  of 
grand  larceny. 
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My  nephew  listened  attentively  to  Airy's  story,  care- 
fully making  notes  of  all  she  said. 

Airy  looked  her  thanks.  Her  heart  seemed  too  full 
for  words.  It  pained  me  more  than  I  can  tell  to  leave 
her. 

Three  o'clock  was  the  hour  appointed  to  hear  the  case. 
We  were  at  the  Court-house  exactly  to  the  minute.  I 
was  quietly  following  my  nephew  inside  the  railing 
when  a  pompous  official  pushed  me  roughly  back.  In 
spite  of  George's  remonstrance  I  was  forced  to  take  a 
seat  outside,  while  he,  by  virtue  of  his  profession,  took 
a  seat  inside.  I  was  not  aware  at  the  time  that  a  sleight- 
of-hand  movement  from  my  pocket  to  that  of  the  officer 
would  have  given  me  a  free  pass. 

A  dense  throng  of  impatient  people,  both  inside  and 
outside  the  railings,  were  waiting  to  be  heard.  How- 
ever, that  important  functionary  to  a  trial  —  I  mean  the 
judge  —  was  wanting.  The  hour  was  past,  but  still  he 
came  not. 

"  Surely,"  I  said  to  myself,  «  unless  he  is  ill,  the  peo- 
ple ought  not  to  be  kept  waiting." 

I  little  knew  then  what  dirt  under  his  feet  he  con- 
sidered the  people.  However,  after  waiting  half  an 
hour  we  were  relieved  by  the  august  presence. 

That  presence  amazed  me.  The  function  of  a  judge  is 
almost  superhuman.  Power  so  great  should  be  associ- 
ated with  wisdom,  experience,  and  rare  self-government; 
and,  in  picturing  a  judge  to  one's  self,  one  naturally 
imagines  gray  hairs,  a  profound  brow,  a  calm  eye,  and 
an  impressive  dignity.  In  place  of  all  this  the  State  of 
New  York  gave  us  on  this  occasion  a  young  man  with  a 
smooth  face,  a  foppish  air,  and  offensive  manners.  From 
first  taking  his  seat  in  the  judge's  chair  he  showed  an 
arrogance  that  was  simply  aggravating.  One  contemptu- 
ous glance  round  the  court-room,  then  he  began  to  sign 


AN  OLD  bachelor's  ADVENTURE.     1G5 

warrants  or  some  other  legal  documents.  One  thing  I 
noticed  very  particularly,  which  was,  that  he  never  read 
the  papers  he  signed.  A  wooden  automaton  would  have 
done  just  as  well ;  it  would  have  evinced  as  much 
interest  in  judicial  business  as  did  that  fledgling  judge. 
Having  pushed  the  last  paper  from  him,  he  raised  his 
steel-gray  eyes  and  cast  another  piercing  glance  round 
the  court-room.  What  a  smile  of  conceit  there  was  on 
his  smooth,  classical  features !  The  scum  of  the  city 
were  to  be  brought  before  him  for  trial  —  those  who 
could  not  procure  bail. 

I  often  hear  it  said  that  one  ought  not  to  expect 
either  dignity  or  decorum  in  a  police-court.  Perhaps 
this  is  right ;  but  then  one  might  at  least  expect  decency. 
Here  unpunctuality  and  delay  were  followed  by  reckless 
haste.  He  could  not  come  to  time,  but  was  in  an  alarm- 
ing hurry  to  get  through.  It  took  my  breath  away  to 
watch  the  celerity  with  which  he  passed  case  after  case. 

The  first  prisoner  was  an  innocent-looking  German 
who  could  not  speak  English.  He  had  stopped  a  car- 
horse,  probably  to  prevent  himself  from  being  run  over. 
There  was  no  time  for  defence.  The  penalty  came  like 
a  flash  of  lightning ;  it  was  ten  days  or  ten  dollars. 
"  See  if  he  can  understand  that.  Take  him  below  !  take 
him  below  !  "  from  the  judge. 

As  long  as  I  live  I  shall  never  forget  the  look  on  that 
poor  prisoner's  face  as  he  was  being  dragged  out ;  he 
was  simply  stupefied. 

The  next  case  was  an  assault  on  an  officer.  The 
prisoner  had  evidently  just  slept  off  the  effects  of  the 
fighting  whiskey  he  had  imbibed,  and  felt  ashamed  of 
himself.  He  tried  to  conciliate  the  judge  ;  he  even 
flourished  a  handful  of  greenbacks  in  his  face.  It  only 
hastened  his  doom,  "  Six  months,  and  a  hundred  dollars 
fine,"  quicker  than  lightning.     The  prisoner  wilted  at 
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once,  and  was  about  to  beg  for  mercy,  but  the  inevitable 
"  Take  him  below  !  take  him  below !  "  from  the  galloping 
judge  prevented  the  least  appeal. 

The  next  defendant  was  a  large,  powerfully  built 
woman.  Her  face  was  bloated,  with  a  monstrous  lower 
jaw,  over  which  the  upper  projected.  Her  lips  were 
short  and  thick,  leaving  bare  a  double  row  of  gleaming 
dog-like  teeth.  A  more  hideous  being  of  the  human 
species  I  never  saw  in  my  life.  This  woman  had  com- 
mitted an  assault  with  a  murderous  weapon.  The 
complainant,  with  the  marks  still  on  her  face,  stood 
ready  with  her  witnesses.  She  was  a  patient,  innocent- 
looking  woman,  evidently  in  the  middle  walk  of  life. 

This  was  the  first  case  that  interested  the  Daniel  of 
the  police-court.  He  was  no  longer  in  a  hurry,  but  lis- 
tened patiently  to  the  defendant's  lawyer,  who  spoke  in 
a  confidential  whisper  in  his  ear. 

"That  will  do,"  said  the  judge  blandly.  "The  lady 
must  find  three  hundred  dollars  bail,  to  appear  at  the 
General  Sessions." 

"But  I  am  ready  for  trial,"  said  the  complainant. 
"My  witnesses  are  all  here,  your  honor.  God  help  me  ! 
if  she  is  let  out  on  bail  I  am  a  dead  woman  !  " 

The  youthful  face  of  the  judge  puckered  itself  into  a 
sneer  at  once.  "  You  are  not  in  a  tenement-house  now, 
my  good  woman,  that  you  need  speak  so  loud.  Go  ! 
The  case  is  disposed  of.  Another  word,  and  I  will  com- 
mit you  for  contempt." 

The  furious  gestures  of  the  unjust  judge  frightened 
the  poor  woman.  For  her  life  she  dared  not  utter 
another  word.  At  the  same  time  I  was  a  good  deal 
surprised  to  see  the  ferocious  defendant  pass  out  of 
court  unaccompanied  by  an  officer. 

"  That's  the  last  the  court  will  ever  see  of  her,"  said 
a  man  at  my  elbow.     Then  he  gave  me  the  clew  to  this 
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defeat  of  justice.  That  virago's  husband  was  a  public 
man,  being  nothing  less  than  an  officer  in  the  park. 
Beside  this,  he  was  a  small  politician,  with  great  power 
at  the  polls  in  election  time. 

I  could  not  help  saying  —  of  course  to  myself  —  "So 
this  is  your  galloping  justice !  Peccadilloes  punished 
like  crime,  and  crime  let  loose  ; "  and  I  fell  into  a  little 
reverie. 

I  was  roused  by  the  grating  voice  of  the  galloping 
judge.  Whilst  I  was  reflecting  the  galloping  judge  was 
acting  —  after  his  kind.  "Take  her  below!"  he  cried. 
The  prisoner  he  was  so  ready  to  dispose  of  was  Airy. 
She  was  standing  before  the  bar.  She  had  just  turned 
her  head,  and  was  casting  an  agonizing  look  round  the 
court-room.  Her  face  had  grown  sharper  and  was  more 
distinctly  defined  since  morning.  Her  lips,  usually  so 
full  and  fresh,  were  now  parched  and  shrivelled,  like 
one  in  a  fever.  How  slender  and  delicate  she  looked  — 
how  differing  in  every  respect  from  the  other  prisoners 
I  had  seen  there  that  afternoon!  She  might,  in  her 
pitiful  condition,  have  melted  the  heart  of  a  stone ;  but 
the  only  impression  she  made  on  the  court  was  to  deepen 
the  sneer  on  the  aquiline  features  of  the  youthful  judge. 

My  nephew  did  his  best  to  delay  the  case ;  but,  not 
being  a  political  power,  little  notice  was  taken  of  what 
he  said. 

"This  is  a  waste  of  time,"  said  the  judge.  "She 
can't  find  bail,  so  take  her  below." 

The  officer  laid  his  hand  upon  her  shoulder. 

I  made  a  rush  at  the  grating. 

An  officer  pushed  me  roughly  back.  "  Wait  till  your 
case  is  called." 

"This  is  my  case,"  I  said.  Then  I  roared  to  the 
judge,  "  I'm  her  bail,  to  any  amount  you  like  !  " 

The  judge  sneered,  and  said  something  in  an  undertone 
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—  complimentary,  no  doubt.  But,  for  all  that,  in  five 
minutes  my  name  was  to  a  bail-bond,  and  Airy  was  in  a 
private  room,  crying  with  gratitude  on  my  shoulder,  and 
I  was  a  happy  man. 

She  pressed  my  hand  eloquently,  and  we  parted ;  for 
her  main  thought  was  to  run  home  and  hide  her  face  in 
her  mother's  bosom. 

I  went  to  see  her  next  day. 

She  was  in  bed. 

Her  father  told  me  she  had  taken  a  chill  in  the  prison. 
Her  mother  said  the  chill  was  in  her  heart,  to  be  so  dis- 
graced. Both  the  old  people  seemed  quite  stupetied 
with  grief.  They  attached  little  value  to  the  reprieve. 
Airy  was  accused.  Airy  would  be  tried,  and  doubtless 
condemned.  What  chance  had  she  against  "  Small 
Brothers  "  ? 

Absurd  as  it  may  appear,  this  was  a  revelation  to  me, 
and  I  returned  home  dejected.  I  sent  for  George  and 
consulted  him.  He  said  the  first  thing  we  ought  to  do, 
was  to  go  to  ''Small  Brothers"  and  hear  their  story, 
and,  by  keeping  our  eyes  and  ears  open,  try  to  pick  up 
some  evidence,  or  at  least  some  facts,  to  weaken  or 
puzzle  the  evidence  on  the  other  side. 

Next  morning  early  we  drove  down  Broadway,  and 
my  coachman  reined  up  the  horses  in  front  of  a  marble 
palace.  It  was  the  store  of  "  Small  Brothers  and  Co.," 
Broadway. 

The  judge  was  perfectly  right  in  showing  his  contempt 
for  such  a  worm  as  Airy.  What  was  she  in  comparison 
to  the  "Smalls,"  who,  no  doubt,  counted  their  wealth  by 
millions  ? 

The  elder  Small  only  was  to  be  seen.  We  found  him 
yawning  over  the  morning  paper,  before  a  hot  anthracite 
fire,  in  a  sumptuously  furnished  parlor  detached  from 
his  store. 
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Mr.  Small  had  a  speculative  eye  —  an  eye  that  seemed 
to  take  no  notice  of  outward  things.  The  words  "  a  self- 
ish eye"  will  convey  an  idea  of  what  I  mean,  better 
than  anything  else.  It  was  plain  to  see  the  hinge  on 
which  every  movement  of  his  mind  turned,  which  was 
money.  Bones,  muscles,  nerves,  reputations,  and  even 
the  human  soul  itself  —  all  went  for  nothing  when 
weighed  against  lucre. 

I  told  him  I  came  about  Airy  Murphy. 

"  Airy  Murphy  ! "  said  Mr.  Small.     "  Who  is  that  ?  " 

"  What ! "  I  said,  "  had  you  no  hand  in  the  arrest  of 
the  poor  seamstress  the  day  before  yesterday  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  I  see.  You  mean  the  girl  who  stole  the  lace  ? 
You  must  consult  my  manager  about  her.  I  never 
bother  my  head  about  such  trifles." 

"You  call  it  a  trifle,  do  you,  to  immure  an  innocent, 
lady-like  girl  in  a  prison,  among  the  worst  wretches  ever 
thrown  together  in  a  great  city  ?  " 

Mr.  Small  did  not  even  deign  to  answer.  He  rose 
very  deliberately,  and  went  to  the  door,  and  called  "  Mr. 
Baffles !  " 

A  tall,  lean-looking  man  of  thirty-five  soon  appeared. 

"  Mr.  Eaffles,"  said  Mr.  Small  to  this  person,  "  these 
men  are  interested  in  the  thief  that  stole  the  lace.  Mind 
they  don't  bully  you,"  he  added,  in  his  cool,  aggravating 
way. 

Mr.  Eaffles  was  comparatively  polite ;  he  said  we 
should  have  to  see  the  forewoman.  We  found  that 
important  functionary  on  the  fourth  floor  of  the  building. 
She  was  presiding  over  at  least  a  hundred  neatly 
dressed  young  ladies.  They  were  all  as  busy  as  bees, 
and  the  hum  of  their  machines  was  deafening.  I  looked 
in  vain  for  one  sloven  among  them.  They  were,  one 
and  all,  genteel  and  lady-like  in  their  deportment,  and 
as  like  one  another  as  new  pins. 
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We  were  made  acquainted  with  Mrs.  Jenny,  the  fore- 
woman, by  Mr.  Raffles.  The  lady  was  evidently  Irish, 
if  one  might  judge  from  her  looks,  and  the  slight  tinge 
of  the  brogue  on  her  tongue  when  speaking. 

My  nephew's  first  questions  to  the  forewoman  were 
as  to  the  quantity  of  lace  missing,  and  the  means  used 
to  fix  the  theft  on  Miss  Murphy. 

"We  have  lost  thousands  of  dollars'  worth,"  said 
Mrs.  Jenny,  "  We  never  could  have  suspected  Airy, 
only  for  the  trap  we  set  for  her." 

"  Ho,  ho  !  So  you  set  a  trap  for  her,  did  you  ?  May 
I  be  so  bold  as  to  ask  the  kind  of  trap  you  set  ?  " 

"  Why,  you  see,  it  takes  so  many  yards  of  lace  to 
make  a  certain  number  of  collars.  For  weeks  and 
weeks  Airy  has  not  returned  the  proper  count.  The 
number  of  yards  in  jtlaiu  figures  is  first  put  down  in  our 
book,  then  in  the  workgirl's  book,  so  that  there  can  be 
no  mistake." 

As  she  spoke,  Mrs.  Jenny  produced  two  books.  One 
belonged  to  the  firm,  while  the  other  was  Airy's,  The 
moment  I  saw  the  latter's  little  dog-eared  account-book, 
I  considered  her  case  lost.  George,  too,  was  staggered 
for  a  moment.  Then  he  gave  me  a  look,  and  asked  to 
see  a  package  of  tlie  lace. 

Mrs.  Jenny  hesitated,  and  looked  at  Mr.  Raffles. 

"  Better  let  them  see  it,"  said  he :  "  he  is  her  lawyer, 
you  know."  I  fancied,  though,  that  Mrs.  Jenny's  hand 
trembled  a  little  as  she  selected  a  small  key  from  a  num- 
ber attached  to  her  Avatch-chain  ;  she  was  very  slow  in 
opening  her  desk,  but  at  length  a  package  of  lace  was 
produced.  I  was  surprised  when  Raffles  told  us  its 
value,  and  my  heart  sank  within  me  when  he  said  that 
it  was  just  such  material  Miss  Murphy  had  been  in  the 
habit  of  using. 

"  The  figures  on  the  package,  I  take  it  for  granted," 
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said  my  nephew,  "  describe  the  number  of  yards  it  con- 
tains ?  " 

"To  be  sure,"  said  Mrs.  Jenny,  tartly.  "  What  else 
would  they  be  for  ?  " 

Then  she  went  on  to  explain  the  difference  between 
ells  Flemish  and  English  yards. 

My  nephew  took  the  package  and  examined  it  mi- 
nutely ;  then,  fixing  his  eye  on  Mrs.  Jenny,  he  said, 
"You  will  be  able  to  swear  in  court,  when  the  trial 
comes  off,  that  this  package  of  lace  has  never  been  tam- 
pered with  since  it  left  the  hands  of  the  manufacturer  ?  " 

"  In  course  we  can  swear  that ;  cannot  we,  Mr. 
Raffles  ?  " 

Mr.  Raffles  said  quietly,  "  It  will  not  be  necessary  for 
me  to  swear  to  that,  Mrs.  Jenny.  Your  oath  will  be 
sufficient." 

Thereupon  my  nephew  seized  a  yard-measure  that  lay 
on  the  desk,  and  began  deliberately  to  count  off  the 
number  of  yards  in  the  package.  It  was  a  trying 
moment,  for  we  all  kncAV  that  Airy's  guilt  or  innocence 
depended  on  this  test,  to  a  certain  extent.  I  hardly 
breathed  while  the  monotonous  "  One,  two,  three,  four," 
of  my  nephew  went  on. 

"  Why,  this  package  lacks  over  a  yard  to  make  up  the 
number  marked  on  the  label."  George  said  this  in  a 
ringing  voice,  and  his  eyes  flashed  fire  on  the  pair. 

Mrs.  Jenny  turned  red  as  fire,  then  white  as  the  collar 
on  her  bovine  neck,  then  red  again ;  and,  rousing  her 
Irish  courage,  she  expressed  herself  in  a  very  unlady- 
like manner.  My  nephew,  however,  quickly  stopped 
her. 

"  It  will  be  no  good  for  you  to  bluster,  madam.  It  is 
plain  that  your  lace  has  been  tampered  with  before  ever 
it  reached  the  hands  of  your  workwoman  Murphy." 

"  You  have  made  a  mistake,  sir,"  said  Raffles,  in  a 
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bullying  tone.  ''  It  is  not  so  easy  to  measure  lace  as 
you  think."  As  he  spoke  he  took  up  the  yard-measure 
with  an  air  of  confidence.  It  Avas  rather  comical,  though, 
to  see  the  blank  look  on  his  face  when,  being  closely 
watched  by  George  and  me,  he  made  out  the  same  num- 
ber of  yards  George  had  done. 

"  That  will  do,"  I  said.  "  Now  let  us  go  down-stairs 
and  see  if  INIr.  Small  can  explain  why  there  should  be 
such  a  difference  between  the  marks  on  his  goods  and 
their  true  measurement." 

I  told  the  proprietor,  sharply  and  decisively,  the  dis- 
covery we  had  made. 

Mr.  Small  was  taken  aback.  "Here's  a  business," 
said  he  ;  "  I  don't  knov/  what  to  do." 

"Why,  just  go  up-stairs,  and  overhaul  all  the  lace  in 
your  forewoman's  charge.  You  will  very  likely  find 
more  packages  l^ere  short." 

Mr.  Small  recovered  himself.  "  It  seems  to  me,"  he 
said,  "that  you  are  taking  quite  an  interest  in  my 
business." 

"  I  take  an  interest  in  Miss  Airy  Murphy's  guilt  or 
innocence.  If  it  costs  a  thousand  dollars  to  sift  this 
matter  to  its  foundation,  I  will  disburse  it  willingly,  or 
ten  times  the  sum,"  I  said. 

"  It  is  quite  usual  for  old  men  to  take  an  interest  in 
unprotected  seamstresses  in  this  city,"  said  Mr.  Small 
in  the  most  biting  and  sarcastic  manner.  I  took  no 
direct  notice  of  the  insult,  but  told  him  plainly  that  if 
he  did  not  move  in  the  matter  I  would  publish  the  busi- 
ness. This  threat  had  the  desired  effect.  The  great 
man  at  once  led  the  way  up-stairs  to  the  workroom. 
Had  a  hawk  pounced  upon  a  poultry-yard,  there  could 
not  have  been  greater  consternation  than  when  Small 
entered  the  room  among  his  operators.  No  better  proof 
was  wanting  in  my  mind  that  the  man  was  a  tyrant. 


AN  OLD  BACHELOll's  ADVENTURE.     173 

The  way  those  poor  girls  watched  his  every  movement 
made  my  heart  ache.  No  doubt  they  expected  an  exam- 
ple would  be  made,  and  the  question  with  each  was, 
whose  mouth  would  next  be  deprived  of  bread  ? 

We  began  at  once  to  measure  the  lace  in  Mrs.  Jenny's 
charge,  and  piece  after  piece  of  the  costly  fabric  was 
found  deficient. 

Both  KafHes  and  Mrs,  Jenny  looked  scared,  while 
Small's  face  was  haggard,  and  he  asked  Mrs.  Jenny  in 
a  whining,  helpless  way,  what  it  all  meant. 

"It  is  plain  enough,  sir,"  said  the  woman,  boldly, 
"some  one  about  the  premises  must  have  false  keys. 
Come  to  think  of  it,  I  have  found  the  things  in  my  desk 
pulled  about  more  than  once." 

Poor  Small  caught  at  his  forewoman's  suggestion  like 
a  hungry  fish  at  a  baited  hook.  He  drew  himself  up 
haughtily  when  my  nephew  intimated  that  the  com- 
plaint against  Miss  Murphy  ought  to  be  withdrawn. 

"  If  the  girl  did  not  steal  the  lace  it  will  be  made  plain 
enough  at  the  trial,"  he  said.  "  There  is  a  thief  some- 
where about,  and  an  example  must  be  made  of  some  one." 

"But,"  I  said,  "it  is  as  plain  as  the  nose  on  your  face 
that  there  is  no  dependence  to  be  put  on  your  figures. 
Why,  then,  put  the  poor  girl  to  the  disgrace  of  a  trial, 
when  she  has  suffered  so  much  already  ?  " 

This  reference  to  his  nose,  which  was  a  preposterous 
one,  brought  Mr.  Small's  patience  to  a  climax. 

"  You  must  leave  me  to  manage  my  own  affairs,"  he 
said.     "  Good-day." 

I  was  about  to  remonstrate,  but  he  turned  to  Raffles, 
and  roared  in  a  voice  that  was  heard  all  over  the  room, 
"  Show  these  impertinent  fellows  out.  If  they  do  not 
go  at  once,  call  an  officer." 

Of  course  there  was  no  alternative  left  for  us  now  but 
to  go. 
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Raffles  and  INIrs.  Jenny  stood  grinning  as  we  walked 
away,  evidently  well  pleased  -with  their  victory. 

"  Dine  with  me,"  said  I  to  George ;  "  and  meantime 
think  it  over." 

After  dinner  we  went  into  it.  George  said,  "  Small  is 
in  the  power  of  the  manager  and  his  forewoman.  He 
hardly  dare  call  his  soul  his  own  in  their  presence." 

"You  don't  think,  then,  that  Airy  has  had  anything 
to  do  with  burglars  ?  " 

"The  only  burglars  that  have  ever  entered  the  place 
are  Mrs.  Jenny  and  Raffles." 

"  But  what  is  to  be  done  ?  " 

"  Oh !  I'm  clear  on  that.  We  must  have  them 
shadowed." 

" Shadowed  ?  " 

"  Set  detectives  on  'em  both." 

"  I'll  shadow  the  vagabonds,"  I  said,  emphatically ; 
"  I  don't  care  what  it  costs.     Poor  little  Airy  ! " 

So  I  gave  George  the  Avherewithal  to  employ  as  many 
detectives  as  he  thought  proper,  and  inside  of  ten  days 
the  following  was  the  result :  — 

Mrs.  Jenny  was  carrying  on  a  branch  lace  factory  up 
town  under  an  assumed  name.  The  lace  used  was  the 
same  as  that  imported  by  Small  Brothers  and  Co.  The 
forewoman  was  seen  carrying  home  from  the  store,  almost 
every  night,  very  suspicious-looking  little  packages. 

One  night,  after  due  consideration  and  misgivings,  we 
took  a  liberty  with  the  law,  and  seized  one  of  these 
parcels.  It  contained  rich  lace.  We  took  it  to  Mr. 
Small's  private  house.  He  recognized  it  as  his,  and  was 
ungrateful  to  us,  but  vowed  vengeance  on  the  thieves ; 
but  they  were  beforehand  with  him.  Next  morning  they 
got  into  the  store  two  hours  before  his  time,  and  levanted 
with  property  worth  ten  thousand  dollars. 

The  thieves  being  so  numifestly  declared,  we  again 
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applied  to  Small  Brotliers  to  withdraw  tlie  charge  against 
Airy  Murphy. 

This  elicited  human  perversity.  Small  senior  elected 
to  say  to  himself,  not  that  I  was  his  benefactor  on  a 
grand  scale,  present  and  future  ;  but  that  I,  by  meddling, 
had  driven  the  thieves  to  levant  with  a  large  booty, 
whereas  he  would  have  managed  matters  better  if  I  had 
let  him  alone.  So,  to  spite  me,  he  refused  to  withdraAv 
the  charge. 

Upon  this  I  consulted  George  no  more,  but  laid  it 
before  certain  literary  friends  of  mine.  The  result  was 
that  one  morning  an  interesting  article  appeared  in  a 
powerful  journal,  relating  the  facts,  and  putting  all  the 
great  houses  on  their  guard,  and  promising  fresh  dis- 
closures. 

Two  hours  after  publication,  comes  by  messenger  a 
mighty  submissive  letter  from  Small  senior,  engaging  to 
withdraw  the  charge  against  Murphy,  —  so  he  designated 
that  injured  angel,  —  and  begging  me  to  let  the  affair 
drop. 

I  sent  George  a  line,  "Small  has  caved,"  and  drove 
like  the  wind  with  the  good  news  to  Airy. 

I  found  the  old  people  seated  by  the  fire,  and  Barney 
McCabe,  with  his  head  in  his  hands,  at  the  window. 

All  three  seemed  stupid  with  woe. 

"Come,  cheer  up,  it  is  all  right,"  said  I.  "I've  good 
news  for  you :  the  charge  is  withdrawn.  The  real  thieves 
are  found  out.     Airy  is  free." 

"  God  bless  you,  sir  !  "  said  Barney.  "  Ye've  cleared 
her  good  name,  anyway." 

But  the  old  people  received  it  like  nothing  at  all.  "It 
is  little  that  matters  now,"  said  Mrs.  IVEurphy.  "  Shure 
we  always  knew  the  darling  was  no  thief.  "We  thank 
you  all  the  same,  sorr.  Ye  were  always  a  good  frind  to 
her  and  to  uz." 
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A  horror  seized  me,     I  began  to  fear  Airy  was  dead. 

"  Is  she  —  ill  ?  "  said  I. 

"  Is  she  ill  ?  "  cried  the  mother,  despairingly.  Then 
she  gravely  opened  a  cupboard,  and  took  out  a  large 
paper  parcel  pinned  together,  and  put  it  on  my  lap. 

I  undid  it,  and  stared  at  the  contents  —  a  woman's 
abundant  hair.  There  was  no  mistaking  it ;  it  was 
Airy's  glorious  hair  all  cut  off.  I  was  affected  to 
tears. 

That  set  the  mother  off,  you  may  be  sure,  and  we 
mingled  our  tears  over  the  piteous  sight. 

"  Don't  tell  me  she  is  no  more  ! "  I  cried,  piteously. 

"  No,  sir,  she  is  not  dead  intirely,"  said  the  old  man. 
"But  the  faver  is  strong,  too  strong  for  the  cracher 
intirely.  Them  that  took  her  to  prison,  they  took  her 
to  her  grave." 

Somehow  I  have  made  a  few  friends  in  each  pro- 
fession; and  amongst  the  rest  a  physician,  young,  but 
able,  who  is  capable  of  putting  himself  out  of  the  way 
a  very  little  to  oblige  me. 

I  told  him  Airy's  case,  and  handed  her  over  to  his 
care.  He  was  to  visit  her  every  day,  and  send  me  the 
bill.  He  was  also  to  let  me  have  a  short  bulletin  every 
day. 

His  first  report  let  me  know  that  the  patient  was  in 
imminent  danger,  but  that  this  might  be  partly  owing  to 
the  treatment  —  it  had  been  all  wrong.  He  had  ordered 
her  bark  and  port  wine,  etc. 

I  sent  him  a  sharp  reply.  "If  you  value  my  friend- 
ship, don't  order  her  things  in  that  out-of-the-way  place, 
but  take  them  to  her." 

In  the  course  of  a  day  or  two,  to  my  great  joy,  ho 
recorded  an  improvement,  but  threw  out  a  mysterious 
hint  that  tliere  was  something  else  in  danger  besides  the 
I)atient's  life. 
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"Never  mind  that,"  said  I.  "You  save  her  life.  I 
ask  no  more." 

Three  days  after  this  I  received  a  dry  note  from  him :  — 

"  I  consider  the  patient,  Airy  Murphy,  out  of  danger;  and, 
since  that  is  all  you  require,  I  now  retire  from  the  case  until 
further  orders." 

My  joy  at  this  missive  was  so  great,  I  paid  little  atten- 
tion to  his  innuendo. 

That  very  day  I  visited  the  Irish  colony,  and,  to  my 
delight,  I  found  Airy  down-stairs.  Barney  had  made 
her  a  sort  of  couch,  and  she  lay  on  it. 

Her  face  was  deadly  pale,  but  as  lovely  as  ever.  Her 
mother  had  made  her  a  little  cap ;  and  I  ceased  on  the 
spot  to  wonder,  as  I  used,  that  fifty  years  ago  girls  wore 
caps.  She  was  lovelier  in  this  cap  than  pen  can  describe. 
But  her  eyes  !  They  seemed  now  preternaturally  large, 
and  as  beautiful  as  ever,  but  their  expression  vague  and 
unintelligible. 

I  spoke  to  her ;  she  smiled,  and  stared,  but  did  not 
know  me. 

Her  mother  begged  me  not  to  be  offended,  for  the 
cracher  did  not  know  any  of  them. 

The  old  people,  however,  were  now  resigned.  Death  had 
spared  her.  To  be  sure,  her  mind  was  away.  But  she 
was  alive  ;  and  her  reason  might  come  back  one  day  or 
other ;  she  was  so  young. 

To  me,  on  the  contrary,  the  sight  of  this  sweet  girl's 
body  without  her  mind  was  inexpressibly  painful,  and  I 
went  away  very  soon. 

However,  I  came  back  in  two  days,  and  found  all  the 
party  there,  and  now  much  distressed  at  Airy's  condi- 
tion. They  had,  no  doubt,  been  trying  in  every  way  to 
revive  her  recollection,  for  when  I  came,  they  said, 
"  Shure,  it   is   Mr.  Barlow.     D'ye   hear   that,  darlint  ? 
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This  is  Mv.  Barlow  himself,  that  got  ye  out  of  the 
prison.     God  bless  him  for  that  same  ! " 

She  gave  no  sign  of  intelligence. 

We  were  all  at  our  wit's  end,  as  the  saying  is,  what  to 
do  with  her. 

At  last  I  had  a  bright  idea. 

"  The  accordion  !  "  I  cried.  « 

It  was  brought  me  directly,  and  I  began  to  play  a 
favorite  air  of  hers,  called  "  Ireland's  Music." 

As  I  played,  we  all  kept  our  eyes  on  her  sweet  face, 
and  it  was  like  stirring  the  waters  of  a  lake.  The  deep, 
unmeaning  eyes  began  to  cloud  and  brighten  by  turns, 
and  to  be  ruffled  just  like  pools.  Ideas  seemed  strug- 
gling, though  withovit  success ;  but  still  they  showed 
their  existence,  however  unable  to  rise  to  the  light. 

I  played  on,  till  a  sweet,  piteous  smile  came  to  her 
face,  and  at  last  her  eyes  slowly  filled  and  two  tears  ran 
down. 

Then  I  left  off.  But  we  could  all  see  that  it  had  done 
her  good. 

This  experiment  was  so  interesting  and  so  charming 
that  I  came  again  next  evening  and  brought  some  music. 
1  played  several  melodies  with  the  happiest  results. 

By  and  by  I  put  the  accordion  into  her  hands  and 
guided  her  fingers.  She  laughed,  or  rather  crowed  like 
a  child,  well  pleased  at  the  sound. 

But  not  a  tune  could  she  remember  by  herself,  only 
little  bits  of  tunes. 

This  went  on  for  some  nights,  and  always  Avitli  an  im- 
perceptible advance ;  she  began  to  murmur  words,  not 
very  consecutively. 

At  last  we  got  her  round  to  i)lay  some  of  her  own 
tunes,  and  then  her  progress  was  more  rapid. 

She  recognized  her  father  and  mother  first,  and  me 
next. 
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She  said  demurely,  "  This  is  Mr.  Barlow  ;  he  loves  me, 
and  I  love  him."  Which  was  rather  a  pill  for  Barney 
McCabe  there  present. 

I  felt  inflated  ;  but  affected  to  laugh  it  off. 

Mrs.  Murphy  apologized.  I  told  her  demurely  there 
was  no  offence. 

I  thought,  of  course,  that  would  pass  over ;  but  the 
next  time  I  was  there  she  made  me  a  declaration  of  love 
before  them  all,  and  gave  her  reasons. 

"  I  was  in  prison,"  said  she ;  '•'  they  accused  me  of  —  of 
—  murdering  children,  I  believe.  Xo  matter.  He  was 
the  one  that  took  me  out  —  and  he  can  play.  You  can't, 
not  one  of  you."  She  swept  them  all  with  a  disdainful 
glance. 

"Play  me  a  tune,"  said  she  suddenly  to  me,  not  at  all 
in  a  loving  tone,  but  very  sharp  and  peremptory. 

I  smiled,  and  I  did  as  I  was  bid,  and  as  I  played,  she 
bent  her  lovely  eyes  on  me  with  such  a  passionate  devo- 
tion that  they  thrilled  me  through  and  through. 

I  began  to  get  alarmed,  and  to  remember  the  illusions 
I  had  already  nourished,  and  what  they  had  cost  me. 

I  discontinued  my  visits,  and  sent  my  servant  now  and 
then  to  inquire.  He  came  back  with  messages  which 
had,  probably,  some  little  meaning  as  delivered  to  him, 
but  he  relieved  them  of  it  on  the  road. 

At  last,  one  fi^e  day,  who  should  call  on  me  but 
Barney  McCabe,  dressed  in  his  best. 

His  errand  was  a  strange  one.  He  soon  let  me  know 
it  —  it  was  to  hand  his  sweetheart  over  to  me. 

"  It  is  you  she  loves  now,"  said  he  sullenly. 

"Nonsense,  Barney  !  "  said  I,  swelling  internally  like 
a  turkey-cock.  "You  know  she  is  not  in  her  right 
mind." 

"  She  wasn't  when  you  seen  her  last,"  said  he ;  "  but 
we  think  she  is  now.     She  stands  to  it,  you  are  the  man 
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for  lier.  You  took  her  out  of  the  prison  ;  and  she  says 
you  love  her,  and  the  old  people  think  so  too.  So  I 
won't  stand  in  the  way.  You  are  a  good  man  and  a  rich 
man,  and  proved  yourself  a  friend  in  time  of  need ;  and 
I'm  only  a  poor  fellow,  and  I  was  out  of  the  way  at 
the  time,  worse  luck,  I  was  away  to  get  money  for  her, 
too ;  but  the  cracher  can't  see  that.  Well,  I've  loved 
her,  man  and  boy,  and  I'd  die  for  her  good.  But  the 
heart's  its  own  master.  I'll  never  complain,  but  I'm 
not  the  colleen's  slave,  neither.  '  There  are  as  good  fish 
in  the  sea.'  I'll  never  love  another  as  I  love  Airy  ;  but 
I  don't  want  to  marry  any  girl  to  have  it  flung  in  my  face 
that  she  loved  another  man  better." 

"  Yes ;  but,"  said  I,  ''  I  don't  choose  to  come  between 
an  honest  man  and  his  sweetheart." 

"What  signifies  that,  if  I  consent?"  said  this  sensi- 
ble young  man.  "  Anyway,  do  come  and  see  her ;  for 
she  sits  and  cries  by  the  hour  because  you  don't  come 
near  her." 

All  this,  and  more,  said  Barney  McCabe,  with  Irish 
turns  of  phrase  I  cannot  undertake  to  repeat. 

"  Well,"  said  I,  "  to  oblige  yoxt  I  will  come,  if  it  is  only 
to  convince  you  this  is  a  misunderstanding." 

Barney  thanked  me  in  a  dogged  sort  of  way,  very 
unlike  gratitude,  and  went  his  way. 

As  for  me,  conscience  held  me  back  ;  affection  and 
gratified  vanity  pulled  me  on. 

I  elected  to  go;  but  I  was  ashamed  to  hurry.  I 
coquetted  with  the  situation. 

Now,  coquetting  with  your  desires  is  a  practice  I  can- 
not recommend  to  men  in  their  dealings  with  women. 
Women  coquet  with  their  own  wishes  ;  and  for  that  very 
reason  we  ought  never  to  do  it,  because  women,  some* 
how,  always  punish  a  man  if  lie  plays  the  woman. 

However,  I  went  at  last  to  accept  my  conquest. 
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I  found  her  sitting  on  Barney's  knee,  lavishing  divine 
caresses  on  his  commonplace  mug  and  cuiiy  hair. 

She  started,  sitting,  but  did  not  even  get  off  his  knee. 
She  only  blushed  like  a  rose,  and  put  out  her  hand  to 
me. 

"  Forgive  me,  sir,"  said  she.  "  They  tell  me  I  have 
been  talking  sad  nonsense  about  you,"  and  she  buried 
her  face  on  Barney's  shoulder. 

"  Oh,  bother !  "  said  the  old  woman.  "  Ye  needn't  be 
hiding  your  head  for  that,  mavourneen.  Shure  a  friend 
in  need  is  a  friend  indeed ;  and  the  jintleman  was  your 
friend  in  throuble,  and  gratitude  doesn't  measure  its 
words,  and  why  would  it  ?  The  Lord  bless  him  !  the 
saints  bless  him  !  and  the  holy  Virgin  watch  over  him, 
for  his  goodness  to  my  colleen  ! " 

Hitherto  I  had  stood  benumbed.  Now  I  caught  at  the 
old  woman's  words,  and  put  the  best  face  on  it  I  could. 

"I  am  most  happy  to  have  been  of  service  to  you," 
said  I,  "  and  I  hope  you  will  always  look  on  me  as  a 
friend." 

I  closed  the  interview  as  quickly  as  possible,  and  went 
awa}'"  superficially  serene,  and  sick  at  heart. 

It  has  been  my  good  fortune  through  life  that  I  have 
always  had  the  inclination,  and  also,  by  no  merit  of  my 
own,  the  means,  to  turn  my  back  on  trouble. 

So  I  left  New  York,  and  made  a  sort  of  artistical 
progress  through  the  principal  cities  of  the  States,  pry- 
ing into  all  instructive  things  except  lovely  women. 

On  my  return  next  year  I  found  a  young  woman  had 
called  on  me  more  than  once,  and  given  her  name,  Mrs. 
McCabe.  Besides  her  name,  she  had,  on  one  occasion, 
left  some  flowers  and  fruit. 

I  made  inquiries,  and  found  her  husband  had  bought 
a  market-garden,  and  that  they  sold  the  produce,  and 
also  poultry,  in  New  York  on  certain  days. 
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I  had  a  wish  to  see  her  j  but,  true  to  my  line  of  self- 
defence,  I  resisted  it  manfully. 

She  had  been  married  nearly  two  years  before  I  cast 
eyes  on  her  again. 

One  glorious  September  day  she  called  on  me  in  a 
vehicle.  She  was  driving  it;  it  was  neither  a  cart  nor 
a  gig,  but  between  the  two,  and  filled  with  produce. 

I  came  down  to  her,  for  she  was  alone,  and  could  not 
leave  her  pony. 

Her  beauty  had  ripened,  and  she  was  a  glorious 
woman ;  only  she  was  Hebe  no  more,  but  Pomona,  and 
the  liner  bloom  of  poetry  had  left  her  buxom  face  and 
her  hands,  living  two  years  with  that  clod,  and  nearly 
always  out  in  the  air. 

Her  honest  eyes  glistened  at  sight  of  me ;  and  she 
welcomed  me  home,  and  forced  on  me  a  basket  of 
muscatel  grapes,  each  one  large  as  a  walnut,  and  an 
incredible  pumpkin. 

Well,  I  had  earned  them,  for  I  had  not  only  done,  but 
suffered. 

We  shook  hands,  and  she  drove  away ;  and  I  felt  at 
the  time,  as  I  feel  now,  that  I  ought  then  and  there  to 
fall  into  a  train  of  reflections  salutary  to  myself,  and,  if 
published,  beneficial  to  mankind. 

But  "  ought  goes  for  nothing,"  and  "  the  truth  is  the 
truth."  So  what  I  really  did  say  to  myself,  word  for 
word,  and  syllable  for  syllable,  was  this:  — 

"  Well,  she  is  considerably  sunburnt  —  thaVs  one  com- 
forty 
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A  Belgian  nobleman  had  a  female  friend  who  was 
dear  to  him,  very. 

She  envied  the  equipage  of  a  rival  beauty,  and  was 
inconsolable  by  words.  So  he  bought  her  an  elegant 
caleche,  and  a  pair  of  Hanoverian  steppers ;  and,  that 
she  might  not  only  equal  but  surpass  and  afflict  the  rival 
who  had  so  afflicted  her,  he  threw  in  a  negro  coachman. 
Him  —  as  black  is  an  excellent  background,  especially 
for  gold  —  he  blazoned  and  bedizened  sore.  The  fair 
exulted,  the  darky  was  inflated  almost  to  bursting. 

But  gratitude  and  affection  are  not  so  easy  to  purchase 
as  horses,  carriages,  and  coachmen ;  so  the  lady  was 
fickle ;  and,  as  female  friends  will  tell  of  each  other,  my 
lord  was  put  on  his  guard.  He  took  various  measures 
to  learn  the  truth.  His  agents  discovered  enough  to 
increase  his  suspicions,  but  not  enough  to  bring  the 
matter  home.  So  he  determined  to  try  his  own  hand. 
One  day  that  pulchra  had  ordered  the  carriage  unusually 
early,  he  pleaded  business  and  left  the  house :  but  he 
went  no  farther  than  the  stable-yard.  He  got  hold  of 
Caesar,  and,  with  his  help,  blackened  his  face,  curled  and 
darkened  his  hair,  and  put  on  the  darky's  livery. 
Caesar  complimented  him  on  the  improvement  in  his 
appearance.     He  started  that  vain  mortal  for  a  prom- 
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enade  in  his  clothes,  and  himself  drove  the  carriage  to 
the  door  and  blazed  on  the  box. 

After  a  weary  wait  the  fair  emerged  in  a  walking 
costume,  and  took  her  place  in  the  carriage,  telling  the 
sha.m  Csesar,  haughtily,  which  shop  to  drive  to  first. 

She  went  from  one  shop  to  another,  and  showed  the 
inquiring  spirit  on  the  box  how  time  can  be  killed  and 
yet  money  wasted. 

Ennui  crept  gradually  into  the  place  of  suspicion,  and 
was  the  less  tolerable  of  the  two. 

At  last  she  relieved  his  weariness,  and  renewed  his 
excitement,  by  drawing  the  check-string  at  a  young  man. 

The  young  man,  who  had  evidently  been  waiting  a 
weary  while  for  her  unpunctual,  brightened  up  and  came 
to  the  carriage :  a  fair  hand  was  given  him,  kissed,  and 
held  fast,  and  then  commenced  the  game  of  eager 
petition  and  feigned  refusal ;  all  before  the  door  of  a 
famous  shop  with  a  back  issue. 

It  ended  in  the  lady  being  persuaded  to  descend  and 
place  herself  entirely  under  the  protection  and  safeguard 
of  this  young  gentleman  —  a  Mentor  whose  qualifications 
as  a  "director"  the  disguised  proprietor  on  the  box 
happened  to  know  too  well. 

"  You  can  drive  liome,  Caesar,"  said  the  fair,  with 
perfect  nonchalance. 

A  coachman  must  obey  orders,  so  my  lord  drove  home. 
But  first  he  did  a  little  stroke  of  business  on  his  own 
account;  he  lifted  his  whip  high,  gave  two  hearty 
slashes,  one  to  the  fair  one's  cheek,  the  other  to  her 
lover's  nose,  and  venting  the  rest  of  his  feelings  on  the 
horses,  went  home  like  mad. 

He  drove  straight  to  the  stable-yard,  and  there  found 
Cajsar  in  an  ill  humor  too.  Strolling  on  the  boulevard 
in  his  master's  clothes,  this  worthy  had  counted  on 
admiration   and   conquests.      Instead   of    that    he   had 
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encountered  ill-bred  ridicule,  and  had  strutted  home 
disgusted.  He  now  begged  his  master  to  give  him  back 
his  sensible  clothes,  and  resume  these  ridiculous  gar- 
ments that  made  people  laugh  even  when  Ceesar  strutted 
within. 

"You  need  not  fear,"  said  his  master  bitterly.  "I 
will  never  wear  these  cursed  things  of  yours  again  ;  one 
learns  the  truth  in  them." 

He  washed  his  face,  and  dirtied  a  bucketful  of  water 
to  do  it ;  resumed  his  toggery,  and  told  Csesar  that  in 
future  he  was  to  drive  nobody  but  him. 

Caesar  assented  with  gratified  pride. 

The  lady  came  home,  was  very  ill,  sank  on  a  couch, 
and,  through  her  maid,  demanded  an  interview  with  her 
iusulter. 

Her  insulter  declined  that  honor ;  for  he  knew  by 
experience  that  she  would  scold,  storm,  lament,  confess 
half,  weep,  melt  and  manipulate  him ;  so  he  "  shunned 
that  lovely  snare." 

Then  she  broke  a  tumbler  and  two  Dresden  plates, 
and  sent  for  a  doctor  —  the  youngest  for  miles  round  — 
and  took  to  her  bed.  Long  linen  dress  with  lace  eight 
inches  deep,  bewitching  cap,  quart  of  eau-de-Cologne. 

My  lord  retorted  by  selling  the  furniture  of  the  other 
rooms,  and  stipulating  for  its  prompt  removal. 

While  he  thus  indulged  his  spleen  came  a  letter,  the 
terms  almost  as  magnificent  as  the  construction  was 
ungrammatical ;  it  was  from  Caesar,  who  had  heard  all 
from  the  lady's  maid,  and  more  from  a  gossiping  journal. 

Caesar's  remonstrance  translated  into  English  appeared 
rational.  "You  can  whip  little  missy  in-doors,  and  in 
your  own  name,"  said  he,  "  and  if  you  whip  her  every 
time  she  deserves  it,  you  will  have  a  harder  place  than 
any  of  your  servants  have,  the  lazy  trash  —  except  me. 
But  when  you  are  wearing  my  clothes,  and  painted  my 
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color,  and  seated  on  my  box,  you  have  no  right  to  whip 
a  lady  publicly,  because  it  is  not  the  fashion  here ;  and 
all  the  white  trash  will  say,  '  Csesar  is  ungenteel ;  he 
whips  the  ladies.' " 

The  nobleman,  on  receiving  this,  sent  his  lackey  out 
to  buy  a  dog-whip ;  and  when  he  had  got  it  he  pro- 
ceeded to  the  stables  in  search  of  a  dignified  darky. 

But  Csesar,  either  from  native  dignity  or  servile  appre- 
hension, had  deposited  his  livery  and  retired,  and  next 
morning  sent  my  lord  his  conge  from  a  respectful  dis- 
tance. 

So  here  was,  in  every  sense,  a  good  stroke  of  business. 
The  Belgian  noble  dismissed  the  faithless  fair,  and  the 
African  darky  discharged  the  Belgian  noble. 


WHAT   HAS   BECOME   OF   LORD 
CAMELFORD'S   BODY? 


This  question  comes  not  from  an  Old  Bailey  counsel 
squeezing  a  witness ;  'tis  but  a  mild  inquiry  addressed 
to  all  the  world,  because  the  world  contains  people  who 
can  answer  it,  but  I  don't  know  where  to  find  them. 

To  trace  a  gentleman's  remains  beyond  the  grave 
would  savor  of  bad  taste  and  Paul  Pry  ;  but  I  am  more 
reasonable.  I  only  want  to  trace  those  remains  into  a 
grave,  if  they  have  reached  one. 

Even  that  may  seem  impertinent  curiosity  to  his 
descendants ;  but  if  it  is  impertinent  it  is  natural.  To 
permit  the  world  a  peep  at  strange  facts  and  then  drop 
the  curtain  all  in  a  moment,  is  to  compel  curiosity  ;  and 
this  has  been  done  by  Lord  Camelford's  biographers. 
To  leave  his  lordship's  body  for  seven  or  eight  years  in 
a  dust-hole  of  St.  Anne's  Church,  packed  up  —  in  the 
largest  fish-basket  ever  seen  —  for  exportation,  but  not 
exported,  is  also  to  compel  curiosity ;  and  this  has  been 
done  by  his  lordship's  executors. 

Now,  this  last  eccentric  fact  has  come  to  me  on  the 
best  authority,  and,  coupled  with  the  remarkable  pro- 
visions for  his  interment  made  by  Camelford  himself, 
has  put  me  into  such  a  state  that  there  is  no  peace  nor 
happiness  for  me  until  I  can  learn  what  has  become  of 
Lord  Camelford's  body,  fish-basket  and  all. 
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I  naturally  wish  to  reduce  as  many  sensible  people  as 
I  can  to  my  own  intellectual  standard  in  re  Camelford.  I 
plead  the  fox  who,  having  lost  his  tail,  as  I  my  head, 
was  for  decaudating  the  vulpine  species  directly. 

To  this  bad  end,  then,  I  will  relate  briefly  what  is 
public  about  Lord  Camelford,  and  next  what  is  known 
only  to  me  and  three  or  four  more  outside  his  own  family. 

Eccentricity  in  person,  he  descended  from  a  gentleman 
who  did,  at  least,  one  thing  witliout  a  known  parallel ; 
he  was  grandson,  or  great-grandson,  of  Governor  Pitt. 

I  beg  pardon  on  my  knees,  but  being  very  old  and 
infirm  and  in  my  dotage,  and  therefore  almost  half  as 
garrulous  as  my  juvenile  contemporaries,  I  really  must 
polish  off  the  governor  first.  He  had  a  taste  for  and 
knowledge  of  precious  stones.  An  old  native  used  to 
visit  him  periodically  and  tempt  him  with  a  diamond  of 
prodigious  size.  I  have  read  that  he  used  to  draw  it 
out  of  a  piece  of  fusty  wool  and  dazzle  his  customer. 
But  the  foxy  governor  kept  cool  and  bided  his  time.  It 
came:  the  merchant  one  day  was  at  low-water  and 
offered  it  cheaper.  Pitt  bought  it ;  and  this  is  said  to 
be  the  only  instance  of  an  Anglo-Saxon  outwitting  a 
Hindoo  in  stones.  The  price  is  variously  printed  — 
man  being  a  very  inaccurate  animal  at  present  —  but 
it  was  not  more  than  twenty-eight  thousand  pounds. 
Pitt  brought  it  home,  and  its  fame  soon  rang  round 
Europe.  A  customer  offered  —  the  Regent  of  France  : 
price,  a  hundred  and  thirty-five  thousand  pounds.  But 
France  at  that  time  was  literally  bankrupt.  The  repre- 
sentative of  that  great  nation  could  not  deal  with  this 
English  citizen  except  by  the  way  of  deposit  and  instal- 
ment. Accordingly,  a  number  of  the  French  crown-jewels 
were  left  in  Pitt's  liands,  and  four  times  a  year  the 
French  agents  met  him  at  Calais  with  an  instalment, 
until  the  stone  was  cleared  and  the  crown-jewels  restored. 
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Thenceforth  the  Pitt  diamond  was  called  the  Regent 
diamond.  It  is  the  second  stone  in  Europe,  being  infe- 
rior to  the  Orloff,  but  superior  in  size  to  the  Koh-i-noor ; 
for  it  was  from  the  first  a  trifle  larger,  and  the  Koh-i-noor, 
originally  an  enormous  stone,  was  fearfully  cut  down  in 
Hindostan,  and  of  late  years  has  beeii  terribly  reduced 
in  Europe  —  all  the  better  for  the  Amsterdam  cutters. 

Every  great  old  stone  has  cost  many  a  life  in  some 
part  of  the  world  or  other.  But  in  Europe  their  vicissi- 
tudes are  mild ;  only  the  Sancy  has  done  anything  melo- 
dramatic.^ The  Regent  has  always  gone  quietly  along 
with  France.  No  Bourbon  took  it  into  exile  at  the  first 
Revolution;  no  Republican  collared  it.  Napoleon  set  it 
in  his  sword-hilt,  but  it  found  its  way  back  to  the  royal 
family  who  originally  purchased  it,  from  them  to  the 
Second  Emperor,  and  again  to  this  Republic.  I  am 
afraid,  if  I  had  been  Bony  I  should  have  yielded  to  ety- 
mology, and  boned  it  before  I  went  on  my  travels.  But 
delicacy  prevailed,  and  it  has  only  run  one  great  risk. 
In  1848  it  lay  a  week  in  a  ditch  of  the  Champ  de  Mars, 
after  the  sack  of  the  Tuileries,  but  was  given  up  at  last 
under  a  happy  illusion  that  it  was  unsalable.  As  if  it 
could  not  have  been  broken  up  and  the  pieces  sold  for 
£100,000  !    The  stone  itself  is  worth  £800,000, 1  am  told. 

From  the  importer  of  this  diamond  descended  a  Mr. 
Pitt,  who  was  made  a  peer  in  1784.  He  had  a  son, 
Thomas,  born  in  1775,  to  astonish  his   contemporaries 

•  The  Sancy,  a  beautiful  pear-shaped  diamond  of,  say,  fifty-three  carats,  was 
first  spoken  of  in  the  possession  of  Philip,  Duke  of  Burgundy.  Very  likely  he 
imported  it,  for  he  dealt  habitually  with  the  East  for  curiosities.  It  passed, 
after  some  generations,  to  a  I'ortuguese  prince.  He  wanted  to  raise  money  on 
it,  and  sent  it  to  Paris,  instructing  the  messenger  to  swallow  it  if  he  found 
himself  In  trouble  or  danger.  It  did  not  reach  Paris,  and  this  news  was  sent 
to  Portugal.  The  French  authorities  were  applied  to,  and  they  searched  dili- 
gently and  found  a  foreigner  had  been  assassinated  and  buried  in  a  French 
village.  They  exhumed  him,  opened  him,  and  found  the  Sancy  in  his  stomach. 
The  stone  was  purchased  by  James  the  Second,  and  afterward  was  in  various 
French  hands.    I  think  it  has  now  gravitated  to  the  Rothschilds. 
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while  he  lived  and  torment  one  with  curiosity  seventy 
years  after  his  death. 

Thomas  Pitt,  Lord  Camelford,  was  a  character  fit  for 
the  pen  of  Tacitus  or  Clarendon:  a  singular  compound 
of  virtues  and  vices,  some  of  which  were  directly  opposed, 
yet  ruled  him  by  txnns ;  so  that  it  was  hard  to  predict 
what  he  would  do  or  say  on  any  given  occasion  ;  only 
the  chances  were  it  would  be  something  with  a  strong 
flavor,  good  or  bad.  In  his  twenty -nine  years  —  which 
is  only  nine  years  of  manhood  —  he  assassinated  an 
unresisting  man,  and  set  off  to  invade  a  great  and  war- 
like nation  single-handed ;  wrenched  oft:  many  London 
door-knockers ;  beat  many  constables ;  fought  a  mob, 
single-handed,  with  a  bludgeon,  and  was  cudgelled  and 
rolled  in  the  gutter  without  uttering  a  howl ;  mauled  a 
gentleman  without  provocation,  and  had  £500  to  pay ; 
relieved  the  necessities  of  many,  and  administered  black 
eyes  to  many.  He  was  studious  and  reckless,  scientific 
and  hare-brained  ;  tender-hearted,  benevolent,  and  bar- 
barous;  vmreasonably  vindictive,  and  singularly  forgiv- 
ing ;  he  lived  a  humorous  ruffian,  with  flashes  of  virtue, 
and  died  a  hero,  a  martyr,  and  a  Christian. 

To  those  who  take  their  ideas  of  character  from  fiction 
alone,  such  a  sketch  as  this  must  seem  incredible,  for 
fiction  is  forced  to  suppress  many  of  the  anomalies  that 
nature  presents.  David  was  even  more  unlike  David 
than  Camelford  varied  from  Camelford ;  and  the  chival- 
rous Joab,  wlio  dashed,  with  his  life  in  his  hand,  into 
the  camp  of  the  Philistines  to  get  his  parched  general 
and  king  a  cup  of  water,  afterward  assassinated  a  brother 
soldier  in  a  way  so  base  and  dastardly  as  merited  the 
gib])et,  and  the  lash  to  boot.  Imagine  a  fellow  hanging 
in  chains  by  the  roadside  with  the  Victoria  Cross  upon 
his  bosom,  both  cross  and  gibbet  justly  earned  !  Such  a 
man  was,  in  his  day,  the  son  of  Zerniah. 
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Were  fiction  to  present  such  bold  anomalies  they  would 
be  dubbed  inconsistencies,  and  Horace  would  fly  out  of 
his  grave  at  our  very  throats,  crying, — 

Ami^hora  coepit 
Institvii,  currente  rotA  cur  urceus  exit. 

It  is  all  the  more  proper  that  the  strange  characters 
of  history  should  be  impressed  on  the  mind,  lest,  in  our 
estimate  of  mankind,  men's  inconsistencies  should  be 
forgotten,  and  puzzle  us  beyond  measure  some  fine  day 
when  they  turn  up  in  real  life. 

Lord  Camelford  went  to  school  first  at  a  village  of  the 
Canton  Berne  in  Switzerland,  and  passed  for  a  thought- 
ful boy ;  thence  to  the  Charterhouse.  He  took  a  fancy 
to  the  sea  and  was  indulged  in  it ;  at  fourteen  years  old 
he  went  out  as  midshipman  in  the  Guardian  frigate, 
bound  for  Botany  Bay  with  stores.  She  met  with  dis- 
asters, and  her  condition  was  so  desperate  that  the  cap- 
tain (Riou)  permitted  the  ship's  company  to  take  to  the 
boats.  He  himself,  however,  with  a  fortitude  and  a 
pride  British  commanders  have  often  shown  in  the  face 
of  death,  refused  to  leave  the  ship.  Then  Camelford 
and  ninety  more  gallant  spirits  stood  by  hira  to  share 
his  fate.  However,  they  got  the  wreck  —  for  such  she 
is  described  —  by  a  miracle  to  the  Cape,  and  Camelford 
went  home  in  a  packet. 

Next  year,  1791,  he  sailed  with  Vancouver  in  the 
Discovery.  But  on  this  voyage  he  showed  insubordi- 
nation, and  Vancouver  was  obliged  to  subject  him  to 
discipline.  He  got  transferred  to  the  Resistance,  then 
cruising  in  the  Indian  seas,  and  remained  at  sea  till 
1796,  when  his  father  died,  and  he  returned  home  to 
take  his  estates  and  title. 

Though  years  had  elapsed,  he  could  not  forgive  Cap- 
tain Vancouver,  but  sent  him  a  challenge.     Vancouver 
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was  then  retired,  and  in  poor  health.  The  old  captain 
appealed  to  the  young  man's  reason,  and  urged  the 
necessity  of  discipline  on  board  a  ship-of-war,  but  offered 
to  submit  the  case  to  any  flag-ofiicer  in  the  navy,  and 
said  that  if  the  referee  should  decide  this  to  be  a  ques- 
tion of  honor,  he  would  resign  his  own  opinion  and  go  out 
with  Lieutenant  Camelford. 

Camelford,  it  is  to  be  feared,  thought  no  sane  officer 
would  allow  a  duel  on  such  grounds  ;  for  he  did  not  ac- 
cept the  proposal,  but  waited  his  opportunity,  and  meet- 
ing Vancouver  in  Bond  Street  insulted  him,  and  tried 
to  strike  him.  The  mortification  and  humiliation  of  this 
outrage  preyed  upon  Vancouver's  heart,  and  shortened 
the  life  of  a  deserving  officer  and  very  distinguished 
navigator. 

Little  more  than  a  year  after  this,  Camelford  took  a 
very  different  view  of  discipline,  and  a  more  sanguinary 
one.  Yet  there  was  one  key  to  these  discordant  views  — 
his  own  egotism. 

Peers  of  the  realm  rose  fast  in  the  King's  service  at 
that  date,  and  Camelford,  though  only  a  lieutenant,  soon 
got  a  command  ;  now  it  so  happened  that  his  sloop, 
the  Pavorite,  and  a  larger  vessel,  the  Perdrix,  Captain 
Fahie,  were  both  lying  in  English  Harbor,  Antigua,  on 
January  13,  1798.  But  Fahie  was  away  at  St.  Kitt's, 
and  Peterson,  first  lieutenant,  was  in  charge  of  the 
Perdrix.  Lord  Camelford  issued  an  order  which 
Peterson  refused  to  obey,  because  it  affected  liis  vessel, 
and  he  represented  Fahie,  who  Avas  Camelford's  senior. 

There  were  high  words,  and,  no  doubt,  threats  on 
Camelford's  part,  for  twelve  of  Peterson's  crew  came 
up  armed.  It  is  not  quite  clear  whether  Peterson  sent 
for  them  ;  but  he  certainly  drew  them  up  in  line  and 
bared  his  own  cutlass.  Camelford  immediately  drew  out 
his  marines,  and  ranged  them  in  a  line  opposite  Peter- 
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son's  men.  He  then  came  up  to  Peterson  with  a  pistol, 
and  said,  "  Lieutenant  Peterson,  do  you  still  persist  in 
not  obeying  my  orders  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  lord,"  said  Peterson,  "  I  do  persist." 

Thereupon  Camelford  put  his  pistol  to  Peterson's  very 
breast,  and  shot  him  dead  on  the  spot.  He  fell  back- 
ward, and  never  spoke  nor  moved. 

Upon  this  bloody  deed  the  men  retired  to  their  respect- 
ive ships,  and  Camelford  surrendered  to  Captain  Matson, 
of  the  Beaver  sloop,  who  put  him  under  parole  arrest. 
He  lost  little  by  that,  for  the  populace  of  St.  John's  wanted 
to  tear  him  to  pieces.  A  coroner's  jury  was  summoned, 
and  gave  a  cavalier  verdict  that  Peterson  "lost  his  life 
in  a  mutiny,"  the  vagueness  of  which  makes  it  rather 
suspicious. 

Camelford  was  then  taken  in  the  Beaver  sloop  to 
Martinique,  and  a  court-martial  sat  on  him,  by  order  of 
Rear-Admiral  Hervey.  The  court  was  composed  of  the 
five  captains  upon  that  station,  viz.,  Cayley,  Brown, 
Ekers,  Burney,  and  Mainwaring,  and  the  judgment  was 
delivered  in  these  terms,  after  the  usual  preliminary 
phrases :  "  The  court  are  unanimously  of  opinion  that 
the  very  extraordinary  and  manifest  disobedience  of 
Lieutenant  Peterson  to  the  lawful  commands  of  Lord 
Camelford,  the  senior  officer  at  English  Harbor,  and  his 
arming  the  ship's  company,  were  acts  of  mutiny  highly 
injurious  to  His  Majesty's  service  ;  the  court  do  there- 
fore unanimously  adjudge  that  Lord  Camelford  be  hon- 
orably acquitted." 

Such  was  the  judgment  of  sailors  sitting  in  a  secret 
tribunal.  But  I  think  a  judge  and  a  jury,  sitting  under 
the  public  eye,  and  sitting  next  day  in  the  newspapers, 
would  have  decided  somewhat  differently. 

Camelford  was  the  senior  officer  in  the  harbor ;  but 
Peterson,  in  what  pertained  to  the  Perdrix,  was  Fahie, 
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and  Fahie  was  not  only  Camelford's  senior,  but  his 
superior  in  every  way,  being  a  post-captain. 

"  Lieutenant  "  is  a  French  word,  with  a  clear  meaning, 
which  did  not  apply  to  Camelford,  but  did  to  Peterson  — 
lieu  tenant  or  locum  tenens:  I  think,  therefoi'e,  Peterson 
had  a  clear  right  to  resist  in  all  that  touched  the 
Perdrix,  and  that  Camelford  would  never  have  ventured 
to  bring  him  to  a  court-martial  for  mere  disobedience 
of  that  order.  In  the  court-martial  Camelford  is  called 
a  commander ;  but  that  is  a  term  of  courtesy,  and  its 
use,  under  the  peculiar  circumstances,  seems  to  indicate 
a  bias ;  like  the  man  he  slaughtered,  he  had  only  a 
lieutenant's  grade. 

Much  turns,  however,  on  the  measure  and  manner  even 
of  a  just  resistance :  and  here  Peterson  was  'primd  facie 
to  blame.  P)Ut  suppose  Camelford  had  threatened  vio- 
lence !  The  thing  looks  like  an  armed  defence,  not  a 
meditated  attack.  For  the  lieutenant  in  command  of 
the  Favorite  to  put  a  pistol  to  the  breast  of  tlie  lieu- 
tenant in  charge  of  the  Perdrix,  and  slaughter  him  like 
a  dog,  when  the  matter  could  have  been  referred  on 
the  spot  by  these  two  lieutenants  to  their  undoubted 
superiors,  was  surely  a  most  rash  and  bloody  deed.  In 
fact,  opinion  in  the  navy  itself  negatived  the  judgment 
of  the  court-martial.  So  many  oflicers,  who  respected 
discipline,  looked  coldly  on  this  one-sided  disciplinarian, 
Camelford,  that  he  resigned  his  ship  and  retired  from 
the  service  soon  after. 

THE    CArRICCIOS    OF    CAMKLFOUD. 

It  was  his  good  pleasure  to  cut  a  rusty  figure  in  Ilis 
Majesty's  service.  He  would  not  wear  the  epaulets  of  a 
commander,  but  went  about  in  an  old  lieutenant's  coat, 
the  buttons  of  which,  according  to  one  of  his  biographers, 
*' were   as  green   with  verdigris   as   the   ship's   bottom." 
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He  was  a  Tartar,  but  attentive  to  the  comforts  of  the 
men,  and  very  humane  to  the  sick.  He  studied  hard  in 
two  kinds  —  mathematical  science  and  theology;  the 
first  was  to  make  him  a  good  captain;  the  second  to 
enable  him  to  puzzle  the  chaplains,  who  in  that  day  were 
not  so  versed  in  controversy  as  the  Jesuit  fathers. 

Eeturning  home,  with  Peterson's  blood  on  his  hands, 
he  seems  to  have  burned  to  recover  his  own  esteem  by 
some  act  of  higher  courage  than  shooting  a  brother  officer 
a  bout  portant ;  and  he  certainly  hit  upon  an  enterprise 
that  would  not  have  occurred  to  a  coward.  He  settled 
to  invade  France,  single-handed,  and  shoot  some  of  her 
rulers,  pour  encourager  les  autres.  He  went  to  ©over 
and  hired  a  boat.  He  was  sly  enough  to  say  at  first  he 
was  bound  for  Deal ;  but  after  a  bit,  says  our  adventurer, 
in  tones  appropriately  light  and  cheerful,  "  Well,  no,  on 
second  thoughts,  let  us  go  to  Calais;  I  have  got  some 
watches  and  muslins  I  can  sell  there."  Going  to  France 
in  that  light  and  cheerful  way  was  dancing  to  the  gallows ; 
so  Adams,  skipper  of  the  boat,  agreed  with  him  for  ten 
pounds,  but  went  directly  to  the  authorities.  They  con- 
cluded the  strange  gentleman  intended  to  deliver  up  the 
island  to  France,  so  they  let  him  get  into  the  boat,  and 
then  arrested  him.  They  searched  him,  and  found  him 
armed  with  a  brace  of  pistols,  a  dagger,  and  a  letter  of 
introduction  in  French. 

They  sent  him  up  to  the  Privy  Council,  and  France 
escaped  invasion  that  bout. 

At  that  time,  as  I  have  hinted,  it  was  a  capital 
crime  to  go  to  France  from  England ;  so  the  gallows 
yearned  for  Camelford.  But  the  potent,  grave,  and 
reverend  seniors  of  His  Majesty's  Council  examined 
him,  and  advised  the  King  to  pardon  him  under  the 
royal  seal.  They  pronounced  that  ''  his  only  motive  had 
been  to  render  a  service   to   his   country."     This  was 


196 


WHAT    HAS    BECOME    OF 


strictly  true,  and  it  was  unpatriotic  to  stop  him  ;  for 
whoever  fattens  the  plains  of  France  with  a  pestilent 
English  citizen,  or  consigns  him  to  a  French  dungeon 
for  life,  confers  a  benelit  on  England,  and  this  benefit 
Camelford  did  his  best  to  confer  on  his  island  home.  It 
was  his  obstructors  who  should  have  been  hung.  His 
well-meant  endeavor  reminds  one  of  the  convicts'  verses, 
bound  for  Botany  Bay,  — 

True  patriots  we,  for,  be  it  understood, 
We  left  our  country  for  our  country's  good. 

The  nation  that  had  retained  him  against  his  will  now 
began  to  suffer  for  its  folly,  by  his  habitual  breaches  of 
the  public  peace. 

After  endless  skirmishes  with  the  constables,  my  lord 
went  into  Drury  Lane  Theatre,  with  others  of  the  same 
kidney,  broke  the  windows  in  the  boxes,  and  the  chande- 
liers, and  Mr.  Humphries's  head.  Humphries  had  him 
before  a  magistrate.  Camelford  lied,  but  was  not 
believed,  and  then  begged  the  magistrate  to  ask  Mr. 
Humphries  if  he  would  accept  an  apology ;  but  word- 
ointment  Avas  not  the  balm  for  Humphries,  who  had 
been  twice  knocked  down  the  steps  into  the  hall,  and 
got  his  eye  nearly  beaten  out  of  his  head.  He  pre- 
pared an  indictment,  but  afterward  changed  his  tactics 
judiciously,  and  sued  the  offender  for  damages.  The 
jury,  less  pliable  than  captains  in  a  secret  tribunal,  gave 
Humjihries  a  verdict  and  .^TyOi)  damages. 

After  this,  Camelford's  principal  exploits  appear  to 
have  been  fights  with  the  constables,  engaged  in  out  of 
sport,  but  conducted  with  great  spirit  by  both  parties, 
and  without  a  grain  of  ill-will  on  either  side.  He 
invariably  rewarded  their  valor  with  gold  when  they 
succeeded  in  capturing  him.  When  they  had  got  him 
pri.soner,  he  would   give  the   constable  of  the  night  a 
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handsome  bribe  to  resign  his  place  to  him.  Thus  pro- 
moted, he  rose  to  a  certain  sense  of  duty,  and  would 
admonish  the  delinquents  with  great  good  sense  and 
even  eloquence,  but  spoiled  all  by  discharging  them. 
Such  was  his  night- work.  In  the  daytime  he  was  often 
surprised  into  acts  of  unintentional  charity  and  even  of 
tender-heartedness. 

HIS    NAME    A    TERKOR    TO    FOPS. 

He  used  to  go  to  a  coffee-house  in  Conduit  Street, 
shabbily  dressed,  to  read  the  paper.  One  day  a  dashing 
beau  came  into  his  box,  Hung  himself  down  on  the 
opposite  seat,  and  called  out  in  a  most  consequential 
tone,  "  Waitaa,  bring  a  couple  of  wax  candles  and  a  pint 
of  Madeira,  and  put  them  in  the  next  box."  En  attendant 
he  drew  Lord  Camelford's  candles  toward  him,  and 
began  to  read.  Camelford  lowered  at  him,  but  said 
nothing. 

The  buck's  candles  and  Madeira  were  brought,  and  he 
lounged  into  his  box  to  enjoy  them.  Then  Camelford 
mimicked  his  tone,  and  cried  out,  "  Waitaa,  bring  me  a 
pair  of  snuffaa."  He  took  the  snuffers,  walked  leisurely 
round  into  the  beau's  box,  snuffed  out  both  the  candles, 
and  retired  gravely  to  his  own  seat.  The  buck  began  to 
bluster,  and  demanded  his  name  of  the  waiter. 

"  Lord  Camelford,  sir." 

"  Lord  Camelford  !  What  have  I  to  pay  ?  "  He  laid 
down  his  score,  and  stole  away  without  tasting  his 
Madeira. 

HIS    PLUCK. 

When  peace  was  proclaimed,  this  suffering  nation  re- 
joiced. Not  so  our  pugnacious  peer.  He  mourned  alone 
—  or  rather  cursed,  for  he  was  not  one  of  the  sighing  sort. 
London  illuminated.     Camelford's  windows  shone  dark 
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as  pitch.  This  is  a  tiling  the  London  citizens  always 
bitterly  resent.  A  inob  collected  and  broke  his  windows. 
His  first  impulse  was  to  come  out  with  a  pistol  and  shoot 
all  he  could  ;  but  luckily  he  exchanged  the  fire-arm  for 
a  formidable  bludgeon.  With  this  my  lord  sallied  out, 
single-handed,  and  broke  several  heads  in  a  singularly 
brief  period.  Ikit  the  mob  had  cudgels  too,  and  be- 
labored him  thoroughly,  knocked  him  down,  and  rolled 
him  so  diligently  in  the  kennel,  while  hammering  him, 
that  at  the  end  of  the  business  he  was  just  a  case  of 
mud  with  sore  bones. 

All  this  punishment  he  received  without  a  single  howl, 
and  it  is  believed  would  have  taken  his  death  in  the 
same  spirit;  so  that,  allowing  for  poetic  exaggeration, 
we  might  almost  say  of  him,  — 

He  took  a  thousand  mortal  Avounds 

As  mute  as  fox  'midst  mimgling  hounds. 

The  next  night  his  windows  were  just  as  dark ;  but 
he  had  filled  his  house  with  "  boarders,"  as  he  called 
them,  viz.,  armed  sailors ;  and  had  the  mob  attacked 
him  again,  there  would  have  been  wholesale  bloodshed, 
followed  by  a  less  tumultuous  but  wholesale  hanging 
day. 

But  the  mob  were  content  with  having  thrashed  him 
once,  and  seemed  to  have  thought  he  had  bought  a  right 
to  his  opinions.  At  all  events  they  conceded  the  point, 
and  the  resolute  devil  was  allowed  to  darken  his  liouse, 
and  rebuke  the  weakness  of  the  people  in  coming  to 
terms  with  Bony. 

TlIK    I'lTCIIEK    GOES    ONCE   TOO    OFTEN    TO    THK    WELL. 

Camelford  had  a  male  friend,  a  Mr.  Best,  and,  unfort- 
unately, a  female  friend,  who  had  once  lived  with  this 
very   Best.     This  Mrs.   Simmons  told   Camelford   that 
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Best  had  spoken  disparagingly  of  him.  Camelford 
believed  her,  and  took  fire.  He  met  Best  at  a  coffee- 
house, and  walked  up  to  him  and  said,  in  a  loud,  aggress- 
ive way,  before  several  persons,  "I  find,  sir,  you  have 
spoken  of  me  in  the  most  unwarrantable  terms." 

Mr.  Best  replied,  with  great  moderation,  that  he  was 
quite  unconscious  of  having  deserved  such  a  charge. 

"No,  sir,"  says  Camelford  —  "you  know  very  well 
what  you  said  of  me  to  Mrs.  Simmons.  You  are  a 
scoundrel,  a  liar,  and  a  ruffian  ! " 

In  those  days  such  words  as  these  could  only  be  wiped 
out  with  blood,  and  seconds  were  at  once  appointed. 

Both  gentlemen  remained  at  the  coffee-house  some 
time,  and  during  that  time  Mr.  Best  made  a  creditable 
effort;  he  sent  Lord  Camelford  a  solemn  assurance  he 
had  been  deceived,  and  said  that  under  those  circum- 
stances he  would  be  satisfied  if  his  lordship  would  with- 
draw the  expressions  he  had  uttered  in  error.  But 
Camelford  absolutely  refused,  and  then  Best  left  the 
house  in  considerable  agitation,  and  sent  his  lordship  a 
note.  The  people  of  the  house  justly  suspected  this 
was  a  challenge,  and  gave  information  to  the  police; 
but  they  were  dilatory,  and  took  no  steps  till  it  was  too 
late. 

Next  morning  early,  the  combatants  met  at  a  coffee- 
house in  Oxford  Street,  and  Best  made  an  unusual  and, 
indeed,  a  touching  attempt  to  compose  the  difference. 
"Camelford,"  he  said,  "we  have  been  friends,  and  I 
know  the  unsuspecting  generosity  of  your  nature. 
Upon  my  honor,  you  have  been  imposed  upon  by  a 
strumpet.  Do  not  insist  on  expressions  under  which 
one  of  us  must  fall." 

Camelford,  as  it  afterward  appeared,  was  by  no  means 
unmoved  by  this  appeal.  But  he  answered,  doggedly, 
"  Best,  this  is  child's  play  ;  the  thing  must  go  on."     The 
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truth  is,  Best  had  the  reputation  of  being  a  fatal  shot, 
and  this  steeled  Camelford's  pride  and  courage  against 
all  overtures. 

The  duel  was  in  a  meadow  behind  Holland  House. 
The  seconds  placed  the  men  at  thirty  paces,  and  this 
seems  to  imply  they  were  disposed  to  avoid  a  fatal 
termination  if  possible. 

Camelford  fired  first,  and  missed.  Best  hesitated,  and 
some  think  he  even  then  asked  Camelford  to  retract. 
This,  however,  is  not  certain.  ,  He  fired,  and  Lord 
Camelford  fell  at'  his  full  length,  like  a  man  who  was 
never  to  stand  again. 

They  all  ran  to  him  ;  and  it  is  said  he  gave  Best  his 
hand,  and  said,  "  Best,  I  am  a  dead  man.  You  have 
killed  me;  but  I  freely  forgive  you." 

This  may  very  well  be  true ;  for  it  certainly  accords 
with  what  he  had  already  placed  on  paper  the  day 
before,  and  also  with  words  he  undoubtedly  uttered  in 
the  presence  of  several  witnesses  soon  after. 

jVIr.  Best  and  his  second  made  off,  to  provide  for  their 
safety.  One  of  Lord  Holland's  gardeners  called  out  to 
some  men  to  stop  tliem  ;  but  the  wounded  man  rebuked 
him,  and  said  he  would  not  have  them  stopped :  he  was 
the  aggressor.  He  forgave  the  gentleman  who  had  shot 
him,  and  hoped  God  would  forgive  him  too. 

Ho  was  carried  home,  his  clothes  were  cut  off  him, 
and  the  surgeons  at  once  pronounced  the  wound  mortal. 
The  bullet  was  buried  in  the  body,  and  the  lower  limbs 
quite  paralyzed  by  its  action.  It  was  discovered,  after 
his  death,  embedded  in  the  spinal  marrow,  liaving 
traversed  the  lungs.  He  suffered  great  agonies  that 
day,  but  obtained  some  sleep  in  the  night.  He  spoke 
often  and  with  great  contrition  of  his  past  life,  and 
relied  on  the  mercy  of  his  Redeemer. 

Before  the  duel  lie  had  done  a  just  and  worthy  act 
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He  had  provided  for  the  safety  of  Mr.  Best  by  adding 
to  his  will  a  positive  statement  that  he  was  the  aggressor 
in  every  sense :  "  Should  I,  therefore,  lose  my  life  in  a 
contest  of  my  own  seeking,  I  solemnly  forbid  any  of  my 
friends  or  relations  to  proceed  against  my  antagonist." 
He  added  that  if  the  law  should,  nevertheless,  be  put 
in  force,  he  hoped  this  part  of  his  will  would  be  laid 
before  the  King. 

I  have  also  private  information,  on  which  I  think  I 
can  rely,  that,  when  he  found  he  was  to  die,  he  actually 
wrote  to  the  King  with  his  own  hand,  entreating  him 
not  to  let  Best  be  brought  into  trouble. 

And  if  we  consider  that,  as  death  draws  near,  the 
best  of  men  generally  fall  into  a  mere  brutish  apathy  — 
whatever  you  may  read  to  the  contrary  in  tracts  — 
methinks  good  men  and  women  may  well  yield  a  tear 
to  this  poor,  foolish,  sinful,  but  heroic  creature,  who,  in 
agonies  of  pain  and  the  jaws  of  death,  could  yet  be  so 
earnest  in  his  anxiety  that  no  injustice  should  be  done 
to  the  man  who  had  laid  him  low.  This  stamps  Camel- 
ford  a  man.  The  best  woman  who  ever  breathed  was 
hardly  capable  of  it.  She  would  forgive  her  enemy, 
but  she  could  not  trouble  herself  and  worry  herself,  and 
provide,  moribunda,  against  injustice  being  done  to  that 
enemy ;  c'etait  tndle. 

I  come  now  to  those  particulars  which  have  caused  me 
to  revive  the  memory  of  Thomas  Pitt,  Lord  Camelford, 
and  I  divide  them  into  public  and  private  information. 

THE    PUBLIC    INFORMATION. 

The  day  before  his  death,  Lord  Camelford  wrote  a 
codicil  to  his  will,  which,  like  his  whole  character,  merits 
study. 

He  requested  his  relations  not  to  wear  mourning  for 
him,  and  he  gave  particular  instructions  as  to  the  dis- 
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posal  of  his  remains  in  their  last  resting-place.  In  this 
remarkable  document  he  said  that  most  persons  are 
strongly  attached  to  their  native  place,  and  would  hav^e 
their  remains  conveyed  home,  even  from  a  great  dis- 
tance. "  His  desire,  however,  was  the  reverse.  He 
wished  his  body  to  be  conveyed  to  a  country  far  distant, 
to  a  spot  not  near  the  haunts  of  men,  but  where  the 
surrounding  scenery  might  smile  upon  his  remains." 

He  then  went  into  details.  The  place  was  by  the  lake 
of  St.  Pierre,  m  the  Canton  Berne,  Switzerland.  The 
particular  spot  had  three  trees  standing  on^it.  He 
desired  the  centre  tree  to  be  taken  up  and  his  body 
deposited  in  the  cavity,  and  no  stone  nor  monument  to 
mark  the  place.  He  gave  a  reason  for  the  selection,  in 
spite  of  a  standing  caution  not  to  give  reasons.  "  At 
the  foot  of  that  tree,"  said  he,  "  I  formerly  passed  many 
hours  in  solitude,  contemplating  the  mutability  of  human 
affairs."  He  left  the  proprietors  of  the  trees  and  ground 
a  thousand  pounds  by  way  of  compensation. 

COMMENT    ON    THE    PUBLIC    INFORMATION. 

Considering  his  penitent  frame  of  mind,  his  request 
to  his  relations  not  to  go  into  mourning  for  him  may  be 
assigned  to  humility,  and  the  sense  that  he  was  no  great 
loss  to  them. 

But  as  to  the  details  of  his  interment,  I  feel  sure  he 
mistook  his  own  mind,  and  was,  in  reality,  imitating  the 
very  persons  he  thought  he  differed  from.  I  read  him 
thus  by  the  light  of  observation.  Here  was  a  man 
whose  life  had  been  a  storm.  At  its  close  he  looked 
back  over  the  dark  waves,  and  saw  the  placid  waters  liis 
youthful  bark  had  floated  in  before  he  dashed  into  the 
surf.  E(',(;entric  in  form,  it  was  not  eccentric  at  bottom, 
this  wish  to  lay  his  shattercul  body  beneatli  the  tree  where 
he  had  sat  so  often  an   innocent  child,  little  dreaming 
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then  that  he  should  ever  kill  poor  Peterson  with  a  pistol, 
and  be  killed  with  a  pistol  himself  in  exact  retribution. 
That  at  eleven  years  of  age  he  had  meditated  under 
that  tree  on  the  mutability  of  human  affairs,  is  nonsense. 
Here  is  a  natural  anachronism  and  confusion  of  ideas. 
He  was  meditating  on  that  subject  as  he  lay  a-dying; 
but  such  were  never  yet  the  meditations  of  a  child. 
The  matter  is  far  more  simple  than  all  this.  He  who 
lay  dying  by  a  bloody  death  remembered  the  green 
meadows,  the  blue  lake,  the  peaceful  hours,  the  innocent 
thoughts,  and  the  sweet  spot  of  nature  that  now  seemed 
to  him  a  temple.  His  wish  to  lie  in  that  pure  and  peace- 
ful home  of  his  childhood  was  a  natural  instinct,  and  a 
very  common  one.  Critics  have  all  observed  it,  and 
many  a  poet  sung  it,  from  Virgil  to  Scott. 

Occidit,  et  moriens  dulcis  reminiscitur  Argos. 

THE    PRIVATE    INFORMATION. 

In  the  year  1858  I  did  business  with  a  firm  of  London 
solicitors,  the  senior  partner  of  which  had  in  his  youth 
been  in  a  house  that  acted  for  Lord  Camelford. 

It  was  this  gentleman  who  told  me  Camelford  really 
wrote  a  letter  to  the  King  in  favor  of  Best.  He -told  me, 
further,  that  preparations  were  actually  made  to  carry 
out  Camelford's  wishes  as  to  the  disposal  of  his  remains. 
He  was  embalmed  and  packed  up  for  transportation. 
But  at  that  very  nick  of  time  war  was  proclaimed 
again,  and  the  body,  which  was  then  deposited,  pro 
tempore,  in  St.  Anne's  Churcli,  Soho,  remained  there, 
awaiting  better  times. 

The  war  lasted  a  long  while,  and,  naturally  enough, 
Camelford's  body  was  forgotten. 

After  Europe  was  settled,  it  struck  the  solicitor,  who 
was  my  friend's  informant,  tliat  Camelford  had  never 
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been  shipped  for  Switzerland.  He  liad  the  curiosity  to 
go  to  St.  Anne's  Church  and  inquire.  He  found  the 
sexton  in  the  church,  as  it  happened,  and  asked  him 
what  had  become  of  Lord  Camelford. 

"  Oh,"  said  the  sexton,  in  a  very  cavalier  way,  *'  here 
he  is,"  and  showed  him  a  thing  which  he  afterward 
described  to  my  friend  M'Leod  as  an  enormously  long 
fish-basket,  fit  to  pack  a  shark  in. 

And  this,  M'Leod  assured  me,  was  seven  or  eight 
years  after  Camelford's  death. 

Unfortunately,  M'Leod  could  not  tell  me  whether  his 
informant  paid  a  second  visit  to  the  church,  or  what 
took  place  between  1815  and  1858. 

The  deceased  peer  may  be  now  lying  peacefully  in  that 
sweet  spot  he  selected  and  paid  for ;  but  I  own  to  some 
misgivings  on  that  head.  In  things  of  routine,  delay 
matters  little ;  indeed,  it  is  part  of  the  system ;  but 
when  an  out-of-the-way  thing  is  to  be  done,  oh,  then 
delay  is  dangerovis :  the  zeal  cools ;  the  expense  and 
trouble  look  bigger ;  the  obligation  to  incur  them  seems 
fainter.  The  inertia  of  mediocrity  flops  like  lead  into 
the  scale,  and  turns  it.  Time  is  really  edax  renun,  and 
fruitful  in  destructive  accidents ;  rectors  are  apt  to  be 
a  little  lawless ;  churchwardens  deal  with  dustmen ; 
and  dead  peers  are  dust.  Even  sextons  are  capable  of 
making  away  with  what  nobody  seems  to  value,  or  it 
would  not  lie  years  forgotten  in  a  corner. 

These  thoughts  prey  upon  my  mind  ;  and  as  his  life 
and  character  were  very  remarkable,  and  his  death  very, 
very  noble,  and  his  instructions  exi)licit,  and  tlie  duty 
of  performing  them  sacred,  I  have  taken  the  best  way  I 
know  to  rouse  inquiry,  and  learn,  if  possible,  what  has 
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